
l\ 

The Village Girl. 
The sun went down and evening came, the 

quiet summer even, 
A mass of golden purple lay between the 

farms and heaven; 
A weary troop of men went by, their day's 

bard laoor done, 
Tired aad contented, toward their homes they 

wended one by one. 

Close by the field where all day long the hard 
hot strife was raping, 

A cottage by the wajside stood, half desolate 
and ageing1, 

And ou its worn low steps there eat a silent 
girl, and mused 

And watched the troop come slowly by, in 
wea«y line confused. 

She looked like one who sought a friend, she 
ecanntd each man's face nearly, 

High burned the color m her check, too high 
foi suristt merely; 

She fiat to quiet, looked so warm, BO flushed 
wiihbccretheat, 

It scemea she limned as she gazed, and felt 
her own heart beat. 

But when the men had all gone past, and not 
a word was spoken, 

The girl's torn a<re lulled at last, and all her 
strength was jroken. 

She wept not lour), but on her hand her weary 
forehead fell, 

And large tears lollowed, one by one, as from 
a burning well. 

*'Why dost thou weep? For hope may break 
just where the gloom is deepest? 

O! daughtt-i, hear thy mother'e voice, a need
less tear thou weepest; 

He whom thy eyes were seeking for, whose 
face thou couldst not see, 

He is not dead, he thought of love, and still 
he lives for thee." 

Shivering the maiden roee like one whom 
awful dreams awaken, 

AB if some grim foreboding all her soul in her 
had shaken; 

She lingered not, bhe sought the place where 
late had raged the fk'bt. 

And stole away and switly flod and vanished 
OUt Of Sljdlt . 

Late she retui ed; with 6ilent steps she came to 
meet her mother. 

The pallid e\Lhds strained no more with tears 
she fain would smother; 

But cold<ji than the wind at night the hand 
that mother pressed, 

And whitei than a winter cloud the maiden's 
check and bieast. 

"Make me a giavc, O mother stear; my days 
on earth an* ovei! 

The only man that lied to-day, that coward 
was my lover; 

He thought of me and of himself, the battle
field he i-canned, 

And then betrayed his brother's hope and 
shamed his fathei's land. 

"O mother I have looked for him where'er the 
dead ire l}ing, 

But none of all the stricken bear his features, 
calm in dying; 

Now will 1 live no more on earth in shame to 
6lt and sigh, 

He lice not there among the dead, and there
fore I will die." 

SEVENTY-FIVE MILES AN HOUR. 

AN E N G I N E E R S 8TGRY. 

I had spent the night in a stage, a day 
in tbe saddle, a night in the sleeping car, 
half a day doing business, half a day in 
bed, and was, after supper, enjoying a 
cigar and a newspaper, in the reading-
room of the Redwood house, Payette, Ind 
The newspaper was uninteresting, or else 
I was lather sleepy—and I guesB it was 
a little of both—so that I soon neglected 
it, to watch the fantastic curling of the 
smoke from my fine flavored cigar. I 
didn't feel much like talking, and felt 
still less like reading; but I did feel aB 
if I would like exceedingly well to hear 
a good story. 

I had barely come to this conclusion, 
and commenced wishing for some one ol 
my acquaintances to amuse me till the 
t ime was up for the train which was to 
take me to Indianapolis, when I recog
nized, m the person who sat next to me, a 
fellow traveler in the sleeping-car of the 
night before. 

He, too, had laid aside his paper, arid 
"was app rnently, like me, watching the 
smoke <if his cigar, and wishing for ab
sent friends to keep him company. 

He was a very agreeable-looking little 
man, with a clear, gray eye, light hair, 
sandy whiskeis and smiling mouth In
deed, he hail so much the appearance of 
the man that 1 would like to hear 
tell a story that I thought Dame Fortune 
had smiled upon me, when he recognized 
me with a genial: "How d'ye do, strang
er?" 

I returned his saluAation, and askod 
h im gome oommon-Dlace questions aoout 
how he had ec joyed the ride we had to
gether. 

He sa i i something in reply about the 
running being too last for the poor track; 
and from this the conversation ran upon 
fast traveling in general for some time 
At last I icmaiked, that sixtv miles an 
hour was the most speedy traveling that 
I had ever done. Whereupon my friend 
informed me, with a pleasant but know
ing Bmile, that he had traveled consider
ably faster than that, and, in fact, faster 
than he h a l ever heaid of, besides. Of 
course I was anxious to know where, how, 
aad when he had done i t ; and, after the 
modest assurance that he feared his tale 
•woald not be interesting, my friend re
lieved my anxiety by relating the follow
ing story: 

" I am a railroad engineer. Away along 
in fifty-seven, during the great panic, I 
was running on t"e F & 0 R. JR. The 
Tailrodd companies were going under, in 
all directions Every day we heard of 
new failures: and quite often in a quarter 
where we least expected it . Our road 
"was generally looked upon as one of the 
most substantial in the nation; nobody 
seemed to have anv feats that it would 
fail to survive the general mash up. But 
j e t I did not fully share in the geneial 
confidence. Wages were cut down; ar 
rearages collected; and a great many 
other little matters seamed to indicate to 
me that the road had got in rather deep 
er water than was agreeable all around 
Among othtr things, the master mechanic 
had told me in the sp l >g that the com
pany had ordered four first quality 
Taunton engines for the fall passenger 
business. The road was put in the veiy 
best condition, and other preparations 
•were made, to cut down the 
time and put trains through quicker than 
"was ever known before, when the t e w 
engines should come. Well, there was 
but one of the engines came. 

**I said there was but one engine came; 
bu t she was, in my op'nion, altogether 
the beet ever turned out of the Taunton 
works: and that is saying as much as 
can be said in praise of any engine She 
•was put in my charge immediately, with 
the understanding that she was mine. 

" I t was fia'urday when she came out 
of the shop, and I was to take a special 
train up to Y . The train was to 
carry up the president and several of the 
other office's of the road, to meet some 
«ffic.ers of another road, which crossed 
o u r s t h e r e , and a r a n g c s o m e i m p o r t a n t 
business with thi m. 

*I had no trouble at all in making my 
forty miles an hour going out. The en-
j j ine handled herself most beautifully 

We were jus t holding up at Y , when 
A Id rich, the treasurer, who had come 
out on the platform to put the break on, 
slipped and fell. As we were yet under 
good headway, he was much injured, 
and was carried off to the hotel insen
sible. 

" Vccording to the president's instruct
ions, I switched off my train, turned my 
engine, and s tool ready to start back to 
O——at any moment's notice. 

' 'Aldrich's presence was of so much im
portance that the business could, not be-
transactcd without him; so all those I 
had brought out except the president 
and Aldrich, went back to C on the 
three o'clock express train. This was the 
last regular train which was to pass over 
the road until the next Monday. 

'•Early in the evening I leit the ma 
chine in charge of my fireman and went 
over to an eating house to see if I could 
not spend the time more pleasantly than 
on my engine. The hours dragged them
selves away slowly. I was playing a 
game of dominoes with the station agt-nt 
when in come Roberts, the president, in 
a state of great excitement. 

" 'Harry, ' said he 'o me. 'I want you 
to put me down in C at twelve 
o'clock. 

"As it was nearly eleven o'clock then, 
and the distance wa9 then seventy-five 
miles, I thought he was joking at first, 
but when we got outside the door he 
caught me by the arm and hurried me 
along so fast that I saw he was in earnest. 

" 'Harry, ' said he, 'if you don't set me 
down in C by twelve o'clcck, 1 am a 
ruined man, and ihis road is a ruined 
road. Aldrich is dead, but he tola me, 
before he died, that he had embezzle-J, 
from time to time, five hundred thousand 
of our money; and his clerk is to start 
with it on the twelve o'clock boat from 
C for Canada. If we don't have that 
money on Monday morning, to make 
some payments with, the road goes into 
other hands; and if you put me down in 
C at the right time.so that I save the 
money, you shall have five thousand dol 
lars. Undeistand it, Harry ( Five thous
and dollars!' 

"Of co'urse, I understood it. I saw now 
the reason why the wages had been cut 
down; 1 understood it all, and my blood 
boiled. I felt that 1 would save the 
road if I lived, and told Roberts so. 

" 'See that you doit , Harry !''he replied 
as he climed up on to the"steps of the 
coach which was coupled to my engine. 

" I sprang up into the foot board, got 
the switch-tender to help my fireman, 
opened the throttle, and just as she com
menced moving, looked at my watch—it 
had just s'ruck eleven o'clock, so that I 
had trie hour to make my seventv-flve 
miles in. 

"From Y to C there were few 
curves on the road; but there were several 
heavy grades I was perfectly acquaint
ed with every rod of i t ; so that 1 Knew 
exactly what I had to encounter; and 
when I saw how the engine moved, I felt 
very little fear of the result. 

"The road for the first five miles,was an 
air-line, and so we flew along with scarce
ly a peicepiible jar . I was so busy, 
posting myself up, as to the amount ol 
wood and water aboard, etc., that we 
danced by the first station almost before 
I was aware of it, having been five min 
utes out, and having five miles accom
plished. 

" ' l o u are losing t ime! ' yelled a voice 
from the coach. I looked around, and 
there stood Roberts with his watch in his 
hand. 

"I knew very well we would have to 
increase our speed by some means, if we 
cairied out our plans ot reaching C 
by midnight,and looked anxiously around 
to see what I could do to accomplish that 
purpose. She was blowing off steam 
fiercely at one hundred and "ten pounds; 
so I turned down the valve to two hun
dred, for I knew we should need it all to 
make some of the heavy grades which 
lay between us and C . 

" I t was three miles to the next station 
With the exception of a few curves the 
track was as good as the last. As we 
darted around what commonly seemed 
to be a lather long curve, at the station, 
but which was, at our high speed, short 
enough, I looked at my watch; and we 
had done it in two minutes and a half. 

" 'Gaining,' I shouted back to Roberts, 
who was yet standing on the platform of 
the coach. 

" 'Look out for the heavy grades,' he 
replied, and went inside the car. 

'•The next six miles rose gradually 
from a level the first, to ten and a half 
feet grade the last, which lay between us 
and the next station. My fireman kept 
uerful l ; and now she began to get hot 
The furnace door was rod, and the steam 
raised continually, so that she kept her 
speed, and passed the station, like a 
streak of light, in five minutes. 

"Now came nine miles like the last, 
over which she kept pace with her time, 
and passed the station in seven and a half 
minutes. 

"Here, for ten miles, we had a twenty 
foot grade to encounter; but the worst of 
it all was, at that place we would be 
obliged to st^p for wood. I was just go
ing to speak to Roberts about it, when I 
looked around, and saw him filling the 
tender from the coach with wood, which 
bad been placed there before starting, 
while he was gone after me. 

" I believe we would have made this ten 
miles at the same speed as before, but, 
through the carelessness of the firemaD, 
the fountain-valve, on the left hand side 
of the engine, got open and the water rose 
in the boiler so fast as to run the steam 
down to one hundred pounds before I 
discovered where the difficulty lay. 

At t int , Roberts didn't appear to notice 
the decrease of speed, and kept at work 
at the wood as if for dear life. But pres
ently he looked up, and seeing that the 
speed had decreased, he shouted: "Harry, 
we are s topping! ' and then, coming over 
to where i was, he said: 'Why, here we 
heve been ten minutes on the last ten 
miles, and I believe we will come to a 
dead stand if something is not done. The 
speed is continually slacking! What is 
the matter?' 

"1 explained the Gause. He was ap
parently satisified with my explanation, 
and after having tied down the safety-
valve he climbed back over the tender, 
exhorting me to 'put her through, for 
God's sake, or we" are all beggars to
gether?' 

"Just then we passed the next station, 
having taken nine minutes for eight miles. 
We were now more than half over the 
road; but we had lost nearly ten minutes ' 
time, and had left only twenty-seven 
minutes to do thirty-four miles in. 

"1 had shut the water off from both my 
pumps, a little distance back, when I dis
covered wha* was the matter, and she 
WfaS now making steam finely down a 
slight grade, from less than one hund
red, with which we started over that ten-
raile stretch, she had two hunderd pounds 
befoie we finished i t ; and, as the gauge 
indicated no higher than that and the 
valve was tied down, I could not tell 
how much over t^o hundred pounds she 
carried, but she certainly carried none I 
less the rest of the journey. And we l l ! 

might she carry such an enormous head 
of steam; for, after passing over that ten 
miles in eight minutes, there lay ten 
miles of five-feet up-grade, and fourteen 
miles of twenty-feet-to-the-mile depres
sion between us and C , and it is now 
eleven o'clock and forty-seven minutes. 

' Now the engine was hot in earnest. 
The furnace door, smoke-arch and chim
ney, all were red; while she seemed to fly 
on as if the very evil one himself operat
ed ber machinery. 

"Six minutes carried us over that ten 
miles; and we darted »jy the last station 
that had lain between us and C . 
Now we had fourteen nriles to go; and 
my time showed eleven o'clock and fifty-
three minutes. *" 

" ' I f H ive , ' said I to myself, ' I will 
make i t ' and we plunged" down that 
twenty-foot grade with all the steam on 
Persons who saw the train on that wild 
run, said that it was so soon after they 
heard the first sound of her approac h 
when the strange object, which looked 
as if it were a flame of fire, darted by, 
and then the sound of i ts traveling died 
away in the distance, that they could 
hardly convince themselves they had 
realy seen anything. I t seemed more 
like the creature of a wild dream than a 
sober reallity. 

"And now let me tell you, that no en
gine ever beat the time we made on those 
fourteen miles. Those great wheels, seven 
feet in diameter, spun around so swift 
that you couldn't begin to count the 
revolutions. The engine barely seemed 
to touch the track as she flew along; and 
although the track was as true as it was 
possible for it to be, she swayed fearfully, 
and sometimes made such prodigious 
jolts that it required considerable skill 
for one to kerp his feet. No engine could 
hold together if crowded to a greater 
speed. 

"\V ell, just as I came to a standstill in 
the depot at C , the big clock boomed 
out twelve, and the steamboat was gett ing 
her steam on. Roberts got on board in 
time aad nothing to spare." 

"And he saved the money, did he?" I 
asked, when I saw that my frieiad had 
finished his story. 

"Yes; he found it hid away in some 
old boxes, as Aldrich had directed him.' ' 

"If you are the passenger for G - , " 
said a waiter, " the 'bus is ready." 

So I thanked my friend for his story 
and bade him "good-by." 

A Bottomless Bog. 

Some few evenings ago a St. Louis 
Post reporter made the acquaintance, at 
the Lindell hotel, of James Lafton, who 
related to 'iim a curious incident. He 
says that a few days since, having occa
sion to make a visit to Cairo upon busi
ness he mounted a good, strong horse, and 
started upon a journev through the bottom 
lands ot Illinois. N_fhing of consequence 
happened until within about forty-two 
miles of Cairo; there, in a swamp over
grown with jungles of blackberries and 
shrubbery common to such spots, he 
espied a flock of birds, a few of which he 
determined to cairy into Cairo as speci
mens ot his skill in shooting The birds, 
however, were shy, and, the anxious 
sportsman persevering in the ardor of the 
pursuit, he penetiated further into the 
swamp. Presently he came upon a spot 
very much mo.e open than the re3t, no 
shrubbery of any size grew upon it, but 
a kind of a coarse grass, interspersed with 
clumps of bulrushes, covered the entire 
surface. No sooner had the horse's feet 
touched the sod than he sank immediate
ly above his ~etlocks. Floundering out of 
what the rider supposed to be only a mud 
hole, the animal leaped forward with con
siderable force, and this t ime sank almost 
to his knees. His rider touched the beast 
with the whip to hurry him out of the 
bad plac«*. The horse raised himself by 
main force from the mire and leaped for
ward again, apparently as anxious as his 
rider to get out of the bog. This 
time, however, he sank almost to his 
girth, and the most powerful effoits on 
his part could not result in extracting his 
feet from the mud. The more he strug
gled the further he sank, and in a few 
minutes ceased altogether to make any 
effort to release himself, but remained 
perfectly quiet, trembling in every joint. 
Mr. Laffon now began to feel considera
ble alarm; he was obliged to extend his 
both legs out paraelel with the body ot 
the horse to keep them from sinking in 
the bog. His mind instantly reverted to 
all the tales of quagmires and quicksands 
that he had ever read, and he began to 
suspect he had struck something of the 
kind]himself. The situation was looking 
gloomy; he must do something; so he 
spoke to his horse again, to induce him 
to make one more effort, but the poor 
beast was beyond the power of helping 
himself. Already a part ot his body was 
in the black, jelly-like mass of mud, 
which everywhere surrounded him. And 
Mr. Laffon discovered, to his h< uror, that 
he was slowly, but surely, getting nearer 
in a level with the ground. 

He felt certain now that unless help 
came he must surely disappear with 
his horse in this lonely bog and his fate 
forever remain a mystery. Determined 
not to give way to despair, he glanced 
once more anxiously around, and this 
time noticed no more than two or three 
yards distant the branches of a tolerably 
large tree, which, with roots still partially 
in. t h e firm g r o u n d b e y o n d , h a d f a l l en 
across the hog.̂  Its wide-spreading boughs 
had prevented its sinking into the mire, 
and he now felt that to reach that tree was 
the only hope ot salvation. He could not 
reach it from the position, and he dared 
not leap lest the added impetus should 
only send him deeper into the bog, with
out enabling him to get hold of the 
branches. An idea seized him. He 
took the brid.e from the horse and a 
hitching strap which he carried with him, 
bound them tightly together with some 
twine he found in his pocket, and form
ing a sort of noose, threw his impromptu -

las'o toward a stout dead branch which 
projected from the fallen tree. His first 
trial failed, also the second and third, 
but the fourth succeded, and he had only 
to make the attempt to draw himself to 
the tree. He was now standing 
upon the back of his doomed 
horse, which had sunk several inches 
further, and with raised head was looking 
with terror-stricken eyes back toward his 
master, every once in a while uttering 
pitiful cries. With a last few tender 
pats Mr Laffroa said i are well to his 
horse, and leaped from his back as tar 
as possible. He sank several feet, bu t 
keeping firm hold of the line, he began 
to draw himself out hand over hand, and 
after hard stuggling finally succeded in 
reaching the tree, into which he quickly 
drew himself, and carefully crept across 
its trunk to terra firma, thankful for his 
miraculous escape from a horrible death. 
His first thought now was to go for help 
and try to rescue his horse. For this 
purpose he started off on foot for the 
nearest cabin. After walking several 
miles he encountered a couple of farmers, 
and quickly procurieg other aid, and 
providing themselves with ropes, they 

accompaied Mr. Laffon back to the bog. 
Several hours had elapsed before he 
reached the treacherous spot again, and 
not a sign of his unfortunate horse re 
mained. The poor beast disappeared in 
the black ooze, and only the lack of 
scant verdure oa that particular spot 
marked the place where he had met a 
living death. ^ 
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A God After All. 
We laid in a cell, Mister Judee, all night long 
Jimmie and me, waitin' and wishin' for the 

morning to dawn, 
Cause we couldn't sleep.Mister Judge, in that 

cold damp place, 
And Jimmit* was raos"; scared to death at the 

wild mad race 
That the rats kept runnin' all through the 

dark night; 
That's why we were glad, Mister Judge, to 

see the daylight. 

Please, Mister Judge, we are net very had lit
tle boys. 

And the policeman what took us said we're 
some mother's joys; 

He was wrong, Mister Judge, and should only 
have 6aid 

That we are two little outcasts,'and our moth
er is dead; 

And there's no one to care for us, at least here 
below, 

And no roof that shelters us from tfce ram and 
snow. 

A preacher once told us that way up in the 
blue 

There was a God that was watchin' all that 
little boys do; 

And that he loved little children, and Hia love 
it was free; 

But I guess, Mister Judge, He don't love 
Jimmie or me, 

For I prayed and I prayed till I was most out 
of breath, 

For somethin' to eat, and to keep Jimmie 
from death. 

And that's why we're here, Mi-ter Judge; 
for you know 

Thei e was no help from above, 1 must find it 
below. 

'Twas no use in beggm' and be told in God I 
I must trust, 

For I'd begged all the day aud get never a 
crust; . 

And the-e was poor Jimmie, holdin' hi#poor 
Uttle feet, 

And cryin', and moanin', for somethin' to eat. 

So I went to a house that was not very far, 
And saw, Mister Judge, that the- back door 

was ajar; 
And a table was sittin' right close by the door, 
Just loaded with pies, about twenty or moie, 
So I quick slipped in and grabbed one to m> 

breast— 
The policeman then caught us—and jou know 

the rest. 

Discharged, did you say, Mister Judge? both 
Jimmie and IV 

And—and we ain't gottojbe jailed 'cause I taok 
a pie? 

And we can eat all we want?—how funny 
'twill seem— 

Say, Jimmie, pinch me, for I—I think it's a 
dream, 

And you'll give us work, summer, winter and 
fa l l -

Say, Jimmie, I thmk there's a God after all; 
—Chicago Times. 

T H E FATAL CARD. 

Some years ago the Mississippi river 
was noted for its "floating palaces,'" as 
the large steamers plying between New 
Orleans and the ports above were called. 
Now the railways have driven nearly all 
the fine boats off the river, and left the 
field to the freight boats, whose accom
modations for passengers are by no means 
palatial. The tormer class of steamers 
were in* many respects delightful, but 
they never cea«ed to be objects of dread to 
timid people, for if the lacing, which 
was reduced to a system, did not result 
in the loss of the boat, there was sure to 
be one or two more encounters between 
the lawless portion of the travelers, in 
which pistol-bullets would fly rather 
thick for the comfert of steady-going 
people. The cause of such distuibances 
was generally a quarrel over the gamb-
iing-table. The regulations of the boat 
usually requned that all such amuse
ments should be conducted in a saloon 
provided for the purpose in the ' 'Texas" 
or officers' cabin, situated on the hurri
cane deck: but the spciting gentry were 
by no means careful to obey this rule, 
and the gaming was most commonly car
ried on oa the dinicg tables in the main 
saloon of the steamer, to the great annoy
ance of two : thirds ot those on board. 

Many professional gamblers used to 
make these boats their home, traveling 
back and forth with them and fleecing 
all who were verdant or foolish enough 
to fall into their clutches. So well, in
deed, was this system managed that the 
vaiious members ot t h e ' craft" seemed to 
have their different steamers marked out 
for them by common consent, so tnat no 
one would trespass on the domain of the 
other. Of course these men were warm 
friends of the officers of the boat, who 
were either too sincere in their friend
ship to put a stop to the practice, or too 
much a!laid of the gamblers to care to 
provoke a quarrel with them, for in those 
days it was a common affair for such men 
to resent any fancied affront with a pistol 
shot. 

One of the most remarkable men of 
their class was named Daniel Sturdivant, 
a Frenchman, the son of a brcken-down 
scion of nobility, who had settled in 
New Orleans before the transfer of Louis
iana to the United States. Sturdivant 
had been raised as a "gentleman" by his 
aristocratic tather, bu t upon coming oi 
age, and finding his fortunes very bad, 
had taken to cards as a means of better
ing them. 

His success in this field was so great that 
he was induced to continue it, until at the 
time of which I write he was one of the 
mos t noioriou.3 g a m b l e r s be tween . S t 
Louis and New Orleans. He was forty-
/five years old, but had kept himself so 
well that he looked much younger. He 
was a man of fine personal appearance 
and of great physcial strength. ' He was 
also noted for his personal courage. As 
a gambler he was most expert and suc
cessful. 

There were dark stories of deeds which 
tie had committed while under the in
fluence of play and liquor,and it was said 
by some that he had killed half a dozen 
men in his life-time. Yet no one cared 
to speak these stories openly, for no one 
cared to bring upon himself the anger of 
such a man. There were few who knew 
him who really cared to play against him, 
but they feared a refusal*to do so might 
involve them in a quarrel with him, and 
rarely declined his invitations. 

About fifteen years ago, the time of 
which I write, he had attached himselt to 
one of the magnificent steamers plying 
between New Orleans and Vicksburg, and 
had publicly announced his determina
tion to shoot any man who attempted to 
encroach upon his scene of operations. 
Of course this left him in undisputed 
possession of the field, and he reaped a 
golden harvest from it during the one 
brief year that ho conducted his opera
tions there. 

I t was my lot at that time to be 
compelled to make frequent trips between 
New Orleans and Yicksburg, being heav
ily engaged in cotton speculations. I pre
ferred the steamer of which Sturdivant 
had taken possession, inasmuch as it was 
not only the most comforrable, but also 
the switesr, and time was of impcrhance 
to me. It was known that I carried large 
sums of money with me, and I was always 
apprehensive lest Sturdivant should ask 

me to play. I had fully made u p mind 
to refuse him, and if he attempted "to 
draw me into a quarrel to shoot him with
out mercy, as I knew that the only chance 
for my lite lay in getting the advantage 
of him. Strarge to say, he aid not make 
any such proposition to me, and I gave 
him no chance to do so. 

One night we had started out from 
Vicksburg and were heading merrily 
down the river, when Sturdivant came 
up to the group which had gathered 
around the stove. He had been drink 
ing and was smoking a fine cigar. As 
he approached all made way for him. 

"Well, gentlemen," he said, in an un-
st< ady tone, "you seem to be terrible 
dull. Who wa'nts to pay for $20 ant,;?" 

There was no reply. 
"Umph!" he exclaimed with an ex

pression of contempt, "afraid to try your 
luck against Dan Sturdivant, eh? Or 
maybe you want a little coaxiDg. Some 
of you must play with me. I can't stand 
such treatment. Come, let's see who it 
will be ." 

He glanced around the crowd as if to 
select bis victim. For the first time I 
noticed the gaze of one of the group fixed 
steadily upon him. He was a stranger 
to me, and was dressed in a plain suit of 
homespun, and his face was partially 
concealed i y a wide brimmed sombrero 
which were drawn over it. He was a 
small but powerfully made man, and in 
the decided expressien of his well shaped 
hand I read an unsual firmness and in
tensity of purpose. 

"Are you Daniel Sturdivant, the gam
bler?" he asked ia a calm tone, without 
ri-ing. 

Sturdivant flushed darkly and gave 
the stranger a tierce glance. 

"Some persons call me so, behind my 
back,"he said, insolently, "but no one 
woul i dare to apply that term to me be
fore my face." 

"Nevertheless," said the stranger, " I 
want an answer—yes or nc." 

"Well, then," said the gambler, angrily, 
" I am. What of it?"' 

"Simply tnis," replied the stranger, "I 
have heard it said that you claim to be 
the best card player in "the southwest. 1 
have come two hundred miles to prove 
you a liar. 

Sturdivant strode forward a step or two 
and thrust his hand into his breast as if 
to grasp a weapon. 

"Stop," said the stranger, {,if you shoot 
me, you will simply prove yourself alraid 
of me. Take your seat at the table, and 
I will make my word good." 

There was something in the calm, stern 
manner of the stranger that seemea to 
render the gambler powerless. He hesi
tated for a moment and then said, bully-
ingly: 

"I never play with a man whose .face I 
cannot see." 

"Never mind my face." said the sti ang
er. " I t you are not afraid of losing, you 
shall see it when I am done with you " 

"But how do I know you have money 
enotgh for sucn sport?"" persisted Sturdi
vant. "You look seedy enough, my tine 
fellow." 

"There," said the stranger, producing 
a large pociset-book " I have $10,000 
there; if you can win it, you shall do 
s o " 

With an oath Sturdivant placed him
self at the table and bade his challenger 
do likewise. Those of us who had lis 
tened to this singular dialogue now gath 
erd around the table expecting to see a 
scene of moie than usual interest. The 
stranger had not yet raised his hat-brim, 
and none of us had seen his face, but we 
all fe't from his general air and manner 
that Daniel Sturdivant had at last met his 
match. I t did not take long to show 
that the stranger was an unusually good 
player. For an hour or more the play
ing went on in silence. The stakes were 
high and the contest marked with rare 
skill. Sturdivant exerted himself as he 
had never done before, but in spite of his 
efforts he lost steadily. By the expira 
tion of the time indicated above he had 
lost $2,000. I noticed the flush upon his 
face deepen, and a strange light came in 
to his eyes, at last with an exclamation of 
triumph, he drew toward him the heap 
ot notes. 

"That was well done,"' said the sti anger. 
"You are an expert a t cheating. But g>> 
on, I can beat you whether you play 
openly or dishonestly." 

Sturdivant saiu nothing but dealt the 
cards again. The hand was played and 
Sturdivant was about to seize the stakes 
when the stranger laid down a card and 
checked him. The gambler uttered a 
sharp cry and sat motionless with his 
eyes fixed on the card, a worn and laded 
ace of hearts with a daik led stain acros= 
the face. Sturdivant's face worked con
vulsively as he gazed at it and the spec
tators gathered more closely around the 
two, wondering at the s'range seen**. 

" In God's name wh i are you?" gasppd 
Sturdivant, his eyes still fixed on the 
card. 

'• Look at me," said the stranger qui
etly. 

As if powerless to resist, Sturdivant 
raised his eyes to the speaker. The 
stranger had raised his hat and sat lock
ing at the trembling man witn eyes that 
faiily blazed with fury. Sturaivant ut
tered a groan and 9ank back in his chair, 
with his face white and rigid. The 
stranger with one Bweep gathered up the 
money from the table and thrust it into 
his breast. 

"Tha* ace of h e a r t s i s ati u n l u c K y c a r i 
for you, Daniel Sturdivant," he said, 
boldly. "You played itgonce when YOU 
thought it to your advantage. No>v God 
help you, for that play is returned 1" 

As he spoke he raised a pistol which 
we bad not seen, and before we coula 
stop him, aimed it deliberately at the 
trembling man and fired. The gambler 
fell heavily upon the table a corpse, and 
the bright blood streamed over it, hiding 
the fatal ca»d from sight. 

"Gentlemen," said the stranger, rising 
to his feet, as we stood paiaiyzed with 
horror at the dreadful scene, " that man 
ruined my wife and tried to murder me. 
I have been hunting for him ten years " 

He walked slowly by us down the stair
way to the lower deck. Jus t then the 
steamer touched at a landing and he 
sprang ashore and vanished in the dark 
woods. 

I never learned the history of the mys
terious affair, for the dead gambler was 
beyond human questioning, and I never 
saw the stranger again; but I shall not 
soon forget the impression i t made upon 
me at the time. 

^ -
A certain professor wa3 noted for hav 

ing a certain set of illustrations, from 
which he could not well deviate without 
runniDg the risk of a blunder. In illus
trating the powerful effects of prussic 
acid, ne was wont to inform the class 
that a drop placed on a dog's tongue was 
sufficient to kill him. Oa one occasion, 
when lecturing his claBs, he said, "Mr 
Smith, ' ' addressing a youngr man whose 
chance of passing was yery slender, 
"what can you say of prussic acid ? Is it 
powerful or otherwise?" ' ' I t is rather 
powerful," said the student, dubiously. 
'"Rather powerful?" said the professor, 

indignantly; "put a drop O J your tongue, 
and i t would kill a dog!" The shout of 
laughter which followed, and Smith's 
confusion, levealed to the professor that 
his illustration had served a double pur
pose. 

" t A Christmas Home. 
Aloud and laughing welcome to the merry 

Christmas oeils, 
All hail with happy aladness the well-known 

chant that 6wells: 
We list the pealing anthem eho*-d, we hear the 

midnight strain, 
And love the tidings that proclaim a Christ

mas tide again. 
a it there must be a melody of purer, deeper 

sound, 
A rich key-note, whose echo runs through all 

the music round; 
Let kindly voices ring beneath low-roof or 

palace dome, 
For these alone, our' Christmas chimes, that 

bless a Caristmas home. 
A blithe and joyous welcome to the vines and 

to the leaves, 
That nans: about our household walls, in dark 

and rustling sheaves; 
Up with the holly and the bay, set laurel on 

the board, 
And let the mistletoe look down while pledg

ing draughts are poured. 
But there must be some hallowed bloom, to 

garland with the rest— 
All, all must bring toward the wreath some 

flowers in the breast; 
For though green boughs may thickly grace 

low roof or palace dome. 
Kind hearts alone will truly serve to deck a 

Christmas home.— Eliza Cook. 

The Little Folks. 

"Where are you goiog?" asked a little 
boy of another, who had s'ipped and fal
len down on the icy pavement. "Going 
to get up," was the blunt rtpiy.j 

Grandfather: "My son which would 
you rather have when you go h< me—a 
httle brother or sister?" Grandson. 
"Well, I would rather h a v e a l m i e pony." 

"What 's jography, Bill?" "I t ' s a tell-
in' of ior.in lands that we know nothin' 
about bv 'cute chaps that never seen 
'em." Bill got a govern-nent situation. 

William Augustus, to sleepy room
mate: ' Come, John Henry, wh^ don't 
you get up with the lark, as I do?" 
John Henry, g n m l v : "Been up with him 
all night." 

"See here, boy, this makes the second 
time I've called for ycu. Didn't j ou 
hear me the first time?'* * No. sir." 
"Then how do you know I called you 
twicel' 

The other day at the Tombs court a 
piisoner was upon his trial, aud at the 
conclusion of it he was told that the jury 
had^found him guilty. "Exactly," replied 
the culprit; "that 's just my conviction. 

•'Mamma." said a little girl, pointing 
to the telegraph wires, "how do they 
send messages by those bits of wire with
out tearing them to pn ces?" "They 
send them in a fluid state, my dear," 
was the reply. 

A boy who went after chestnuts on the 
29th u l t , broke the Sabbath, his right 
leg and his suspenders —NoniUown Her
ald,. Michigan bojs never have any such 
luck. They return home safe and sound 
and fairly loaded down. 

' Did you ever see an elephant's skin?" 
asked a teacher in an infant school. " I 
did," shouted a six-year old at the foot 
of the class. "Where?" inquired the 
teacher, considerably amused at his earn
estness. "On the elephant," showed the 
prodigy, gleefully. 

A little boy in a Sunday school put a 
poser to his teacher. Th lady was teU-
ing her clasp how God pum-hed the 
Egyptians by causing the first born of 
each household to be slain. The little 
ooy listened attentively; and, at the 
proper interval, inqu*red: "What would 
God have done if there had been twins?" 

I t was in a Stumptown Sunday school 
a visitor, who wis interrogat
ing the children, asked the question: 
"Why was Lot's wife turned into api l la-
of sal t?" There was a small boy, with a 
pietematural growth of head^ piped 
out, " I s'pose it was because she was too 
fresh. 

"How many reds m a t e s a furlong?" 
asked a father of his son a fist urchin, as 
he came home one evening from pchool. 
"Well, I don't know," was the rfply of 
young hopeful;"but I fancy you'd think 
one rod made an acher. if y<m sot such a 
tanning as I did from old Scroggins th is 
afternoon." The parent stoo 1 aghast. 

A lady who had been teachh g her lit
tle iour-year old the elements of atith-
raetic was astounded by his running in 
and propounding the following prob.em: 
' 'Mamma, if you had three 'nitt^i flies and 
each butterfly had a bug in his ear, how 
m?»ny butterflies would you have?" Toe 
mother is -still at work on the problem. 

A student was n p n m m d e d by the 
professors tor his larene-3 at morning 
prayers, and excused himself on the plea 
that the prayers took place t. o fate 
"How," said the professor, "is six o'clock 
roolate?" "Yes, sir," reptie 1 the student. 
"If you had t h e r e a b o u t 4, I could at 
tend, but no man could be expected to 
to stay up till six. 

A little girl in Philadelphia, when asked 
what bad been her lesson al Sunday 
school, Said, " I t w a s a b ut the ten tigers," 
"Ten tigers! You m an ten lepers, don't 
you?'' "Well, anyhow it was a^out some 
of the animals at the zoological, ' There 
was one important word in that lesson 
which had not bean explained —Sunday 
School Times. 

A. t d r m e t ' a -wife, i a s j i c i k m w of tfa*l 
smartness, aptness, and intelligence ot 
her son, a lad six years old, to a lady 
acquaintance, said: "Hecan read fluent
ly IU any part of the Bible, repeat the 
whole catechism, and weed onions as well 
as his father." "Yes. moth< r," a l<*ert the 
voung hopeful, "and yestenUv I licked 
Ned Kawson, threw the c i t into the well 
and stole old Hickey's gimlet " 

Little Alhe B — , a f >ur year-old. takes 
<?reat interest in the storv ot Sampson 
Not long since he had hit? h u r cut short 
in the prevailing style, a n i s Km after 
was seen in the vain attempt to turn a 
somersault. S ) m e o n e remarked "A! lie. 
you don't seem to succpe i v.-ry well in 
turning somersaults" " V o ' he aravelv 
replied; " I am not as strong as I was; I 
have lost all my hair ' ' 

A gentleman observed an urchin who 
had a large slice of bn*ad in his hand, and 
who was crying very bitterly. "My son," 
he exclaimed, "what a^e yon crying 
about?" "Mother won't—boo-hoo-oo—• 
put any butter on my bread —boo-hoo-
oo!" "Ob, ia that all"?" said the gentle
man. ''Come, dry up your tears and be a 
man." " I t ain't so much the butter," re
torted the little urchin, "it's the disposi
tion of the old woman. 

The mother had taiked so much about 
the whooping-cougb, and worried so over 
it, that the child was afraid to leave her 
side. Oae night, after the lut ie fellow 
had been put to bed aod to sleep, a jack
ass was driven past the house, and when 
jus t opposite set up his he haw, he-haw, 
b e - h a w . W i t h a shriefc t h e l i t t . e fe l low 
was out of bed, screaming at the top of 
voice, "The whooping cough ia coming, 
mamma; the whooping cou^h is coming." 
He didn't catch it that time.—Cincinnati 
Commercial. 

Parisian Shapes and Colors. 

The masculine style of drsss is becom
ing more and more in vogue for ladies' 
wear. The fr.ir sex, not content with 
wearing paletots, redingoles. habits, vest-
ons, jackets and vests, with the addition 
of heavy boots and cavalier's hats, have 
now in use designs in cloth exactly like 
the small checks and stnnes on gentle
men's trousers. This c'oth will be in 
very general use for Autumn and Winter 
wear, as it is soft, light, and maeufactur-
ed in dark shades. Tne veston, the 
habit, and the jacket are very often mis
taken for each other. The fallowing de
scription will show the difference between 
the +hree g a i m m t s : The veston is a 
small paletot, halt tigfcr fitting, which is 
sometime crossed in front, and sometimes 
closed by means ot a sing.e row of buttons. 
It 13 trimmed with a turne'd-down collar, 
revef, pockets, and cuff„ on the bleeves. 
The habit is now cut in the Directorie 
style, that is to ay,with a deep collar and 
revers,by means of only two or three but
tons. I t then opens w,de,sho-,ving the vest. 
The ends of the habit are not gener
ally any longer than a rather long basque. 
Some habits have the ends replaced by a 
simple postihon. The jacket, which is a 
newer fashion than the two above-named 
garments, is a tight-fitting paletot, with 
a collar and revers. aud pockets on the 
side and over the breast. On the lower 
Dart of the back are smill tongues 
trimmed with battons. A v<_st is worn 
under the jacket, either of the same goods 
or of some wnite material. A suit made 
in this style is of a handsome quality of 
vigogne. The skirt, which has no train, 
is trimmed by the drap^ri^s of the tunique. 
The latter is cu t , in three pieces, \ h e 
centre p i e c puffing slightly in the back 
and being draped on tne sides, with t**-e 
plaits fastened down by fancy steel 
buttons. The side pieces m front are 
draped m the same way, leaving about a 
space of eight inches down the centre. 
The borders of the tunioue are trimmed 
with a bias band of "p< km de velours," 
•with black strines 'tnd htripes in the color 
of the vigogne. The jacket which re
places the waist is of vigogne, with a 
false pekin vest closing do*n the front 
with gilded steel buttens. Tne collar, 
revere, pockets, sleeves, rmd tongues in 
the back are of pekin. This dress has 
three dozon buttons ornamenting its dif
ferent parti . 

One ot the newest caprices of the iash-
ion ic represented by the velvet basquinc, 
called "romnmsionna r e , ' it is of a green
ish shade. Tnis ba^quine is trimmed with 
handsomely cut oteel brads. A faille 
vest in the same shade or white, i>> worn 
with this garment. White vests ure very 
fashionable. ' 

The colors to be used during the com
ing Winter are garnet caroubitr, "voi'et 
de scabkuse," Van Dyck blue, peach 
blossom, Piussia g n e n , old gold and dif
ferent shades of " h v r e e ' In spite of 
caioubier being rather showv, it will be 
used lor walking suits. For instance, 
an underskirt will be of medium shade of 
earoubiei, draped in fn nt in b.ur regular 
plaits. Below the lower plait is a deep 
satin fold, which looks as thougn it be
longed to the skirt. The lower part of 
the skirt is also trimmed on either side 
with a cash'mire flounce, with three rows 
of narrow satin ribbon in the Fame shape 
placed on flat. These flounces are piaited 
in close pUits. The back lorms a false 
satin skirt and the caslumire is raised in 
puffings. This skirt shows vt>rv little, as 
it is short, and the puff* fall low. Trie 
wa'st confcib's of a ba quine witn a collar 
and reverse, opening ovei a length-wise-
plaited satin vest. The dress opens in 
front where loops of nbbon fall. 

Two new toilets with paniers have just 
be-n brought out bv <>ue oi the most 
fashionable houses in Paris. One is of 
pink brocart with silver lntei mixed. I t 
is rather short in front, hangs 11 t on the 
side, and is draped in the back, where it 
forms a fan train. Th* waist inrms an 
oval low neck, and the lowei part a long 
point both in iront ana in the back On 
the side :s a trimming ot "erepon de 
Chine," which is plaited and ful.ed, and 
fastened on the lower part of the hip by 
pink silk passcmt n 'ene with tilver in
termixed, and a cord and t ^ e l r . i a the 
back, terminating u'iaer the point, is a 
drapery maue m th*- same manner. The 
toilet is trimmed with .pink silt-, and sil
ver frirjge. The s l aves Hftfh to the el
bow, and have inserted puffings ot "crep-
oc de Chine. ' On the elbow is a kisd of 
bracelet trimmed with narrow j i n k silk 
and silver Jringr, from winch a double 
piece ot Bru> « s Ictce J^l's The aporn 
is formed of si 'k cordiu«« Aith ta bels on 
the ends. The other toilet is ied and old 
gold. The old golu satin skirt is made 
with very fine plaits Hlttrnaticg with 
rows of very c'osc shining. The* front 
forms f. vest. Tim lower part of the skirt 
has a full tiimmin<*. fonuea of two dark 
red bands an an old gold one in the 
centre- Above this ruching is a 
Valencieane3 lace trimming. Tnis lace 
also trims the tr .in do*n the b .ck and 
down the centre of tne two side p.eces„ 
The faille polonaise or°i s over tlie' skirt , 
which forms a pini<*r m t'je b ick. The 
end of the polonaise forms o, rovers, 
trimmed with lace. This is fastened 
against the train of the .sknt Lke a long 
coat tail. 
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A Sparrow Fight. 
Zndl&na p o l l s Xe 

Going up Tennessee street yesterday 
afternoon a News reporter wifneaied a 
fight between two English sparrow cocks, 
that would have been to the dedth had 
he not appealed upon the scene. As ; n 
most encounters, there was a woman in 
it, that is, a h**ncparrowT, who fto id out
side at a short distance waiting the re-suit 
of the com oat, ready to fly away with the 
successful bird. They paid no attention 
to the N . r. until he was ju - t about to 
step over thtm, when they aep.irated and 
flew away, the hen accompanying the 
one that was on top. He evid< ntly had 
his rival fonl, and was packing his head 
with much vigor. Tnepanishmont must 
have been severe, for the- one underneath 
sent forth the m-vst piteous cries, and 
was apparently unable to help uimself. 
When released, however, he showed that 
he was still game by r-ur.-uing the pair 
as far • nd as fast as his remaining 
strength would permit. He soon gave 
up the chase, however, and lit upon the 
limb of a neighboring tree, where the 
reporter left him, panting for breath, and 
smoothing out his ruffled feathers 

I t will be in order from this t ime on to 
put the winter quarters of stcck m the 
best possible condition; so they may be 
comfortable for the cold season. Ar
range so they may get water and feed 
with the least possible outlay of labor, 
and at the same time have it jngt when 
and where they want it. I t will also be 
in order to pick up all tools and imple
ments aad see that they are eafeW 
housed. Remember that the first storms 
are most hurtful to stock, and a little 
rust in the autumn and early winter on 
machinery and tools may grow into a 
serious matter before spring. 
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