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Lines to a Skeleton.

|Exactly sixtv yearsfago the London Morn-
iag (Chromicle published a poem entitled “Lines
on a 8keleton,” which excited much attention,
Every effort, even to the offering of a reward
of fifty guineas, was vainly made to discover
its author. All that ever transpired was that
the poem, in & fair clerkly hand, was found
near & skeleton of remarkable beauty ot form
in the Museum of the Royal College of Surge-
ons’, Lincolu’s Inn, London, and that the
Curstor of the Museum had sent them to Mr.
Perry, editor and proprietor of the Morning
Chronicle |

Behold this ruin! *Twas a skull.

Once of ethereal spint full;

This narrow cell was life's retreat

Thie space was thonght's mysterious]seat,
What beauteous visions filed this spot!
What dreams of pleasure long forgot!
Nohope, nor joy, nor love, nor fear,

Have left one tzace of record here.

Beneath this moldering canopy

Oue shone the bright. and busy eye;

But start not at the dismal void;

If social love thateye employed:

If with no lawless tire it gleamed,

But through the dew of kindness beamed,
That eye shall be forever bright

‘When stars and suns are sunk in night.

Within this hollow cavern hung

The ready, swift and tuneful tongue.

If falsehood’s honey it disdained,

And where it could not praise was chained;
If bold in virtue's cause it spoke,

Yet gentle concord never broke,

This silent tongue shall plead for thee
When time unveils eternity.

Say, did these finrers delve the mine?
Or with its envied rubies shine?
To hew the rock, or wear the gem,
Can little now avail to them.

But if the page of truth they sought,
Or comfort to the mourner brought,
The hands a richer meed shall claim
Than all that wait on wealth or fame.

Avails it whether bared or shod

Thesg feet the paths ef duty trod?

If from the halls of ease they fled,

To seek affection’s humble shed,

If grandeur’s guilty bride they spurned,
And home to virtue's cot returned,
These feet with angel's wings shall vie,
And tread the palace of the sky.

OUR PASSENGER.

THE CAPTAIN'S STORY.

It was a lovely autumn atternoom to-
ward the clise of September, when we
weighed anchor, and sailed out of the
river Mersey, bound for Melbourne. We
had a good ship—Janet's Pride—load=d
with miscellanecous articles. On board
were fourteen passengers, and take them
all in all, & pleasanter lot I never steered
across the stormy seas.

There were three old gentlemen, who
were going out to share their fortunes,
come what might, and which, poor old
souls, they seemed to think fashioned in

" the brightest colors, long before the

English coast was out of sight.

Then there was a solitary old getle-
man, who, judging from the general tone
of his conversation, was seeking the new
world for the the ostensible purpose ot
tnding fault with it

There were two young married couples,
all full of hope and activity, bent upon
meking a new home far away from their
native land.

'There were aiso a very jolly elderly
brother and sister, neither of whom had
ever entered into the bonds of matn-
mony, but instead, had stuck by each
other through life.

There were three old Australian set-
tlers, who had been over to have a peep
at the old country, and who were now re-
turning to the land which to them,
through long communion, had become
the dearest of all others—“Home, sweet
hoae!”

Lastly, though not least, there was a
solitary passenger, who soon became the
pet of all on board, He was & man of
about eight-and-twenty years of age,
possessing a very clear complexion, a
very handsome, long-flowing beard, and
a very silky mustache.

His paume was Reginaid Moore. His
given reason for taking this sea voyage
was the delicate state of his health.
There was not the least doubt that the
poor fellow's chest wes considerably af-
fected, though his voice, charmingly
sweet, was one of the weakest I ever re-
member hearing; and it had a certain
hollowness in its sound that in my mind
is invariably associated with that terrible
disease commonly termed consumption.
He always wore a thick muffler round
his neck to protect his throat and chest.

In all my experience—and it has been
pretty wide—I never knew any one with
so many friends, and such urdivided es-
teem, in so short a space of time, as Regi-
nald Moore. TLere was not, I believe,
sailor on keard who did not entertain the
warmest possible liking for him.

As for the passengers, they never
seemed so happy as when listening to
his amusing anecdotes, of which he seemed
to possess an inexhaustible store. And
this delicate young English paragon of
passengers had made his conquest over
all our hearts before we had been three
weeks at sea.

He was, too, such a clever fellow with
his hands. He could cut and shape you
anything out of a piece of wood, from an
oyster to a elephant; and at making mod-
els of ships, I never met his equal. He
was, besiaes, such a kind and considerate
fellow toward his fellow-passengers.

When the three elderly gentlemen, who
imagined their fortunes made, were af-
flicted with sea-sickness, he was the first
to come forward and help them about
while they slowly recovered. He would
insist upon their taking his arm, weak as
he was himself, and he would lead them
about on the deck with a firmness that
spoke volumes in favor of his “sea legs.’

I do not remember any voyage passing
g0 quickly as the one when the pleasant
passenge~ was on board. I could, with
infinite pleasure, make a long pause at
this juncture in the thread of my story,
to dwell upon the pleasant memories I
still retain of Reginald Moore.

We were within a week’s sail of Mel-
bourne. Reginald Moore had all but
completed a model of the Janet's Pride,
which he proposed presenting to me the
night before we landed.

Now the work at this model princi-
pally on deck, and strangely enough, he
had chosen for a work table one of the
empty water-casks that stood on deck,
abaft, and under the shelter of the bul-
warks,

‘While he worked through the day, you
were sure to see him surrounded by some
of the passengers or sailors. The amount
-of industry he displayed was trully won-
derful, for he was invariably at work in
the early morning, long before any of the
other passengers dreamt of turning out
of their snug berths.

As I have already stated, we were but
six days’ sail fromMelbourme. For the first
time in our experience of him, the pleas-
ant passenger appeared at the dinner-ta-
ble with a solemn, dcwnedst expression
of face and a silent tongue. Before din-
ner was over, I asked him what troubled
his mind and caused this unhappy change
in his wonted cheerful manner.

At first, he tried to evade my queries
by replying that it was “nothing, nothing
in particular;” but I pressed him persist-
ently until I won from him an explana-
tion.

“Perhaps, after all,” he said, “it is only

fair that I should explain matters. The
fact of the matter is, my watch has been
stolen.”

* Btoien!”
breath.

* Undoubtedly,” he answered; *“but I
pray you, captain”—here be turned to
me—*say not one word about it. The
only thine that renders the loss of con-
gequence to me is the fact that it once
belonged to my poor mother. On that
account alone, I would no: have lost it
for any amount of money. However, it
cannot be nelped, and therefore it is
useless to ery over spilt milk, as tha old
adage has it. My only request in the
matter is, my dear captain, that you will
leave the matter entirely in my hands,
and I think it very probable that I may
recover it. This revuest I am sure you
will obligze me by granting.”

“Certainly, my dear sir,” I replied;
“but still”—

“Exactly,” he icterrupted, with one of
his pleasant smiles, *you wou!d like to
take the matter in hand and investigate
it to the utmost of your power. I know
that, my dear captain, full well; but I
can trust you to keep your promise, and
leave the case entirely in my hands.”

How could I denyghim his reauest.

You will readily imagine what con-
sternation this event gave rise to among
the other passengers. The three old
gentlemen instantly proceeded to explain
that they possessed jewelry to the value
of at least three hundred pounds, which
they usually kept locked up in a brown
leather writing case; but unfortunately,
at the present time, the lock’ was out of
order.

Mr. Reginald Moore suggested a safer
deposit for their valuables.

he young married couples announced
the tact of their owning at least two
hundred and fifty pounds’ worth of
jewelry; and they, toe, consulted Mr.
Moore as to the safest plan of secreting it.

The kind-hearted brother and sister
had, it appeared, more valuables in the
way of jewelry than any one on board,
since fitteen hundred pounds bad never
purchased what they possessed.

The whole of the evening was occupied
n specalating as to the probable prepe-
trator of-the theft, and in condoling
with Mr. Reginald Moore on his great
loss.

Every one turned in, that night, in an
uneasy state of mind; and it was with
astonishment that they found themselves
in the morning still in possession of all
their worldly goods. This improved
condition of affairs seemed to reassure our
passengers, who once again begen to look
cheerful and at ease.

Reginald Moore's pleasant face wore
its wonted smile, and, as heretofore, he
enlivened and charmed us with his
vivacity and anecdote. All day through,
he worked at the model of the “Janet’s
Pride,” still using the top of the empty
water-cask for a work-table,

That night we retired to rest with minds
far more at ease than on the previous
one. Alas! what a scene of anger and
distress came with the morning! Every
passenger on board pessessing jewelry
had been robbed during thé night,

The three old gentlemen, tle young
married couples, and the kind-hearted
brother and sister, found  themselves
minus every article of jewelry that they,
had possessed. Even the grumbling old
gentleman had lost his gold snuff-box
There was no keeping matters quiet
this time. The theif must be traced and
brought to justice. What was the wisest
method of procedure? Wkat would Mr.
Moore suggest?

“I would suggest, though most reluct-
antly,” said Mr. Moore, “that every sailor
and every sailor's luggage be carefully
searched.”

To ihis proposition we unanirously
‘agreed.

“This,” he continued, “must be most
humiliating to the feelings of your crew,
captain, and therefore, in common fair-
ness to them as our fellewmen, let me al-
g0 suggest that every passenger and every
passenger’s luggage be also thoroughiy
searched.”

A little hesitation on the part of one or
two of the passengers was demonstrated
before acceding to this last proposal, but
our pleasant passenger soon contrived to
bring those who at first demurred to his
side of thinking.

“Or course,” he said, “there is not a
passenger on board who is not above
suspicion, yet, in justice to the feelings of
the crew, it is, in my humble opinion,
the least we can do.”

This delicacy of feeling and this
thoughtfulness on the part of Reginald
Moore, rgndered him, if possible, more
admirable and praiseworthy in our eyes
than ever.

Msny of the crew objected stiongly to
this mode of procedure, but all were
compelied to submit. The old boat-.
swaln was furious with indignation, and
vowed that if it cost him his life he
would trace the thief who had caused
him to be searched like & common pick-
pocket. Even the pleasant passenger
tailed to soothe his sense ot injurv.

“Well, a thorough search was made by
myself, in company with the kind-hearted
old gentleman and his sister. Everv
one's “traps” were ransacked from top to
bottom, but without success.

Further search was useless.
to be done?

* That night all having been snug, and
passengers having turned in, none of
them, as you may imagine, in very bril-
lian® spirits, I went on deck, it being
whet we call at sea “the captain's watch.”

I turned in about four A. a,, the second
officer then coming on duty. My cabin
was amidships and on deck, and from a
window therein I could command a view
of the after-deck of the ship.

Somehow or other, I could not rest one
atom, so, dressing myself, I determined
upen sitting ng and smoking. I drew
aside the blind of the window 1 have
mentioned, and looked out.

It was just the gray light of early
morning, and there was a stiffish breeze
blowing. To my surprise, I beheld Mr.
Reginald Moore on deck.

T was abcut to open my cabin-door
and invite him in to join me in my rest-
lessness, when the uliar nature of his
proceedings 1iveted my attention. He
looked around on all sides, as if afraid of
attracting observation.

Then, suddenly, as if assured the coast
was clear, he made rapidly toward the
empty water-cask, on which he wasac-
customed to manufacture his model of
the Janet's Pride. Once more glancin
cautiously about him, he then applie
his hands to the top of the cask, and with
a rapid movement lifted half of the top
bodily off. 4

My astonishment and my excitement
were intense, Another hasty glance
round, and he plunged his hand down in-
to the cask, then quickiy withdrew it,
holding in his grasp a small bag, which
be rapidly concealed in the breast of his
coat. ,

Again he took a hasty survey, and was
about making azother dive into this
strange m&tl.cle for hidden goeds,

we all exclaimed in a

What was

when he suddenly withdrew,having, with

astonishing rapidity, repiaced the lid of
the cask. In another moment the cause
of his alarm was made apparent, ash
couple of sailors passed him on their way
to relieve the man at the wheel.

When all was again quiet, for an ia-
stant he seemed determined to at once
return to the cask, and no doubt with-
draw somcthing that the interruption
had prevented him withdrawing in the
first instance But suddenly changing
his mind, he went down the staira that
led from tise deck to the saloon and sleep-
ing cabins.

Scarcely had he disappeared, when an-
other figure, stealthily crossing the deck,
met my anxious observation. It was the
boatswain.

I saw him glance toward the stairs,
down which Mr. Reginald Moore had
‘taken his departure. He then made di-
rect for the water-cask. It was now obvi-
ous to me that the old boatswain had
been watching the pleasant passenger.

Just as he reached the water-cask, &
heavy green sea struck the ship to wind-
ward, necessitating the boatswain to hold
on by a rope so as to keep his footing,
and precisely at the same moment Regi-
nald Moore appeared at the top of the
cabinstairs, I shall never forget the
scene.

The instant the ship had steadied her-
self, the boatswain commenced his exam-
ination of the water-cask. For a mo-
ment only, Mocre stood looking at him
with as evil an expression on his face as
I ever beheld.

With one bound he was upon the boat-

kimself. I waited no longer, but flung
open the door of my cabin in an instant,
and in another was to the rescue, and in
a few moments we had our pleasant pas-
senger in irons. So, you see, he was the
thief, after all, hiding his knavery under
the pleasantest exterior I ever knew a
man possess. The manner in which he
had manufactured the top of that water
cask was the most finished and ingenius
iece of carpentry I ever beheld.
P In the interior of the side of the cask
he had driven several nails, about two
feet from the top, on which he had sus-
pended, in wash-leather bags, the jewel-
ry he had stolen.

You may easily imagine the surprise
evinced by our passengers on discovering
that the thief was the man fer whom
each and every one ot them entertained
such regard and even affection.

At the expiration of taree days from
the date of the pleasant passenger’s de-
tection, we landed in Melbourne, where
duty compelled me to hand him over to
the police; but a3 no one cared to remain
in that town for the purpose of prosecut-
ing him,he was summarily dealt with.
Tbe magistrate sentenced him to six
months’ imprisonment with hard labor.

My Little Love.
HESTER A. BENEDICT,
1.

Mﬁllttle love, asleep so far, so far
eyond the hills 1 cannot cross nor climb,
Forgetting where the bees and wild birds are,
And minding not the running river's
rhyme—
I pray you, in the silence grown sweet
And full of heaven—since having you to

hold,—
Druan} thtn’t the wind hath kissed for your
ee
B]ovrvri ‘{‘ rom my heart with blessings mani-
old.

I,

The palms are proud above me! and I go,
Singing across the langhter-loving land,
Yet aayitctlgl. sometimes, with my voice drop.

ped low; :
“If only she could wake and understand!”
It may be that my faney runneth riot,
Watching the wee birds peering from the

neat;
But O, it seemeth often in the quiet
Yourlight breath rocks the roses on my
breast. it

And so I say: “My love, awake so far
Beyond the skies that yet [ may not climb,
I think you know where ali my treasures are;
I think you hold the meaning of my rhyme.
Ithink you stand, this moment, warm and
swee

t,
And reaching dimpled fingers as of old,
To catch the kisses for your face and feet,
Blown from my heart “with blessings mani-
fold.” =

And sctb) I sing with brooks, and birds, and
ees,
Under the palms and where the pampa

grows;
L‘-haoau;z my many friends from them and
these
And from wild winds that seek Sierra’s
SNOWS,
And so I wearthe raiment of delight;
And so I walk with glad, unfaltering feet;
And so I wait, till, past the day and night,
Finding my love, I find my love complete.
. —Baldwin's Monthly, February, 1819.

THE AVALANCHE,

The following graphic account of the
perils of avalanches in the Alps is from
“Hours of Exercise in the Alps,” by the
celebrated John Tyndall, the scientist.. A
party of six were being conducted by
two local guides and a famous Alpine
guide, Johann Joseph Bennen, over the
Haut de Cry, one of the Swiss alps. They
advanced in the beginning of the ascent
very rapidly. The peak was glistening
befcre them, and hopes of success cheer-
ed their spirits. After a time they came
to snow frozen upon the surface which
would bear them a few steps and then
break dowrn. This, of course, delayed
matters and was very fatiguing. Finally
it came to a point that, in order to reach
a certain arete, they would be obliged to
go up a steep snow field 800 teet high,
150 feet broad at the top and 500 feet at
at the bottom. During the ascent they
sank about one foot at every step. After
mounting for some distance the two lead-
ing men suddenly sunk above their
waists. They were enabled to get out
atter some struggles and presently found
better footing and came to the conclusion
that the snow was accidentally softer
there than elsewhere. But Bennen was
afraid of s‘arting an avalanche, and said
s0. They started forward again—but let
the book complete the storv:

The snow field split in two about four-
teen or fifteen feet above us. The cleft
was at first quite narrow, not more than
an inch broad. An awful silence ensued,
and then it was broken by Bennen's
volce:

“Wir sind alle verloren” (we are all
lost). ‘'His words were slow and solemn,
and those who knew him felt what they
really meant when spoken by such a man
as Bennan. They were his last words, I
drove my alpenstock into the snow and
brought the weight of my body to bear
on it. It went in to within three inches
of the top. I then waited. It was an
awful moment of suspense. I turned my
head toward Bennen to see whether he
had done the same thing.

To my astonishment, I saw him turn
round, and face the valley and stretch out
both arms. The ground on which we
stood began to move clewly, and 1 felt
utter uselessness of my alpenstock, I
goon sunk up to my shoulders, and began
descending backward. From this mo-
ment I saw nothing of what had happened
to the rest of the party.

With a good deal of trouble 1 succeded

in turning round. The speed of the ava-

swain, before he could turn to protect.

lanch increased rapidly, and before
long T was covered up with snow and in
utter darkness. [ was suffocating, when,
with & jerk. I suddenly came to the sur-
faco again. The rope had caught, most
probaply on arock, and this was evident
ly the moment when it bioke. I was on
a wave of the avalanche, and saw it before
me a8 I was carried down.

It was the most awful sight I ever
witnessed. The head of the avalanche

was alrgady at the spot where we had|.

made our lust halt. ‘The head alone was
preceeded by a thick cloud of snow-dust;
the rest of the avalanche was clear.

Around me I heard the horrible hiss-
ing of thesnow, and far before me the
thundering of the foremost part of the
avalanche. To prevent myself sinking
again I made use of my arms, much iu
the same way 88 when swimming in a
standing position. At last I noticed
that I was moving slower; then Isaw
the pieces of snow in front of me stop at
some yards distant: then the snow
straight before me stopped, and I heard
od a large scale the same creaking sound
that is produced when a heavy cart

asses over hard-frozen snow in winter.

I felt that I had also stopped, and in-
stantly threw up both arms to protect my
head in case I should again be covered
up. I had stopped, but the snow behind
me was still in motion; its pressure on
my body was 50 strong that I thought I
should be crushed to death. This tre-
meéndous pressure lasted but a short time,
and ceaseg as suddenly ae it had begun.
I was then covered up with snow coming
from behind me.” My first impulse was
to try and uncover my Lead, but this I
could not do. The avalanche had frozen
by pressure the moment it stopped, and
I was frozen in. :

Whilst trying vainly to move my arms,
I suddenly became aware that the hands
as far as the wrists had the faculty of
motion. The conclusion was easy; they
must be above the snow. Iset to work
as well as I could; it was time, for I could
not have held out much longer. At last
I saw a faint glimmer of light. The crust
above my head was getting thinner and it
let a little air pass, but I could not reach
it any more with my hands; the idea
struck me that I might pierce it with my
breath. After several efforts I succeeded
in doing so, and felt suddenly a rush of
air toward my mouth; I saw the sky
again through a Jittle round hole. A
dead silence reigned around me.

I was surprised to be still alive, and
so persuaded at the first moment that
none of my fellow sufferers had survived
that I did not even think of shonting for
them. I then made vain efforts to ex-
tricate my arms, but found it impossible;
the most I could do was to join the ends
of my fingers, but they could not reach
the snow any longer. After a few min-
utes I hesrd a man shouting. What a
reiief it was to know that I was not the
sole survivor! To know that perhaps he
was not frozen in and could come to my
assistance! I answered. The voice ap-
proached, but secemed unceMhin where
to go, and yet it was quite near.

A sudden exclamation of surprise!
Rebot had seen my hands. He cleared
my head in an instant, and was about to
try to cut me out completely, when I saw
a foot above the enow, and so near to me
that I could touch it with my arms, al-
though they were not quile free yet. I
at once tried to move the foot; it was my
poor friend’s.. A pang of asony shot
through me as I saw that the foot did not
move. Poor Boissoult had lost sensation
and was perhaps already dead. Rebot
did his best; after some time he wished
me to help him, so he freed my arms a
little more, so that I could make use of
them. I could do but little, for Rebot
had tornthe axe from my shoulder as
soon as he had cleared my head. (L gen-
erally carry an axe separate from my al-
penstock, the blade tied to the belt ana
handle attached to the left shoulder.)

Before ceming to me Rebot had help-
ed Nance out of the snow; he was iying
nearly horizontally, and was not much
covered over. Nance found Bevard who
was upright in the snow, but covered up
to the head. After about twenty minutes
the two last named guides came up. I
was at length taken out; the snow had to
be cut with the axe down to my feet be-
fore I could be pulled out. A few min-
utes after one o'clock p. m. we came to
my poor friend’s face. I wished the body
to be taken out completely, but nothing
could induce the three guides to work
any longer, from the moment they saw
that it was too late to save him. I ac-
knowledge that they were as rearly as in-
capable of doing anything as I was.

When I was taken out of the snow the
cord had tobe cut. We tried the end
going toward Bennen, but could nct
move it; it went straight down, and
showed us that there was the grave of
the bravest guide Valais ever had, and
ever will have.

A Gambling Incident on the Alabama
1ver,

From the London Truth.

I once found myself on a stcamer going
down the Alsbama river. These steamers
have on the saioon-deck a very long cab-
in, and at one end of the cabin is a bar
where liquor and cards are sold. One
evening, tor the voyage occupied several
days, a passenger asked me whether T
would play at whist. I assented, and a
whist party was made up. I soon per-
ceived thatI and a decent-looking old
man, who was one of the players, were
being victimized by the other two; but I
played quietly on until every one except
the captain, who was seated at the other
end of the cabin, had gone to bed. Then
my brother victim, after paying his
losses, which amounted to severa: hun-
dred dollars, went to his cabin. I teok
the cards in my hand and asked what I
owed. It was §200 or $300. “Captain,”
I said, “be good enough to come here;
I've been cheated.” TUp jumped the
gamblers and asked me whether I wished
to insult them. The captain, a sturdy-
looking man, ‘#as now by my side, soI
handed him the cards and requested him
to examine them. They were marked in
the manufactory, the stars on the backs
of each particular color being made
either higher or lower at the corners.

. The gamblers swore that they knew noth-

ing of it, and had bought "them of the
bar-keeper. Half a dozen citizens were
at once called up to act as jury. and the
bar-keeper interrogated.  After some

‘shilly-shallying he owned that one of the

gamblers had given him some packs to
sell. This was enough, the engines were
stopped, and the gamblers landed on a
swamp, where probably they died, for it
was a very long way from any habitation,
and, as the captain eaid, a place where
only snakes could live. Itis almosta
pity that thereis not this sort of prompt
justice nowadays in Europe.
e :

A class was being examined recently
mn a sea-beated town of Bussex. The
subject under discussion was the flood.
Among the first questions put was, “How
did Noah understand that there was go-
ing to be a flood?”’ “Cause,” shouted an
urchin, “he looked at his almanac!”

Miscellaneous Items,

The Mollie Maguires may well Ea.me
and consider, when Pennsylvania hangs
two men for murder of a person named
Smith. -N. 0. Picayune: .

“Marriage,” says a cynic, “is like put-
ting your hand into & bag containing
nincty-nine snakes and one eel. You
may get the eel, but the chances are
ageinst yoo.”

A courtly negro recently sent a reply
to an invitation, in which he ‘‘regretted
that circumstances repugnant to the ac-
quiescence would prevent his acceptance
10 the invite.” i

A lady in Louisville has a husband
who srores. She keeps a clothes-pin
under her pillow; and when his snoring
awakes her, she puts it on his nose, then
sleeps in peace.

*‘How does my mustache impress you#”
asked a conceited fop of a young lady.
To which she replied: *“It impresses me
with the idea that your upper lip is
mourning for the loss of your brains.”

In the midst of a quamel—“[ don't
know what keeps me from breaking
your head!” “Well, Iknow what keeps
me from breaking yours. I'm a member
of the society for the prevention ot cruel-
ty te animals!”

The Boston T'ranscript says, “A North
End man calls his baby Macbeth, because
it murders sleep.” The story is some-
thing like that of the Irishman who call-
ed his pig Maud, because she would come
into the garden.—XN. 0. Pie.

A French paper reports s trial in
which a witness testified that he heard
two pistol shots on the staircase, and sent
his wite to see what was the matter.

“You did not go yourself?” “No, sir;I
was afraid of the revolver.”

The Austrian-Bosnian question has
been thus cleverly hit off. Two Parisian

gamins sre conversing. “A Congress—
what is it?” “Well, this: I want to do
something for you,s0 I give you that
gentleman’s watch and chain. Now it is
for you to ge and take 1t.”

Hueetious Old Party—“How long do
you say this wine has been bottled, wait-
ert”  Waiter—* Fourteen y sir."”
Facetious Old Party—"Lor, I didn't know
flies would live as long as that.” Waiter
—flies, 8ir?” Facetious Old Party—*“Yes;
I mean that one kicking about in the bot-
tle.” '

Examination day: present, the school
committez-man; class in morals on the
floor. Teacher—*Whatdo the sunshine,
the songs of birds, the flowers, the heauti-
ful green flelds teach?” Bright Pupil—
“They show the greatness and goodness
of the equator.”—N. E. Jour. of Educa-
tion. ;

A little girl, visiting a neighbor with
her mother, was gazing curiously at the
hostess’ new bonnet, when tke owner
qneried, “ Do you like it, Laura?’ The
innocent replied, “Why, mother said it
was a perfect Iright, but it don't scare

after that.

Souvenir of the exposition by “Cham:”
Small gentleman appears in huge hat,
which ingulfs him to his shoulders. His
witfe—But that hat doesn't fit you, my
love. He—That’s what I told the man;
but he showed me his gold medal, the
only one awarded for hats, and what
could I do?

Patti gets ninety-nine thousand marks
for singing in Berlin nine nights. We
remember of getting about that number
at & boarding-school once for singing one
night—and we didn't sing long either.
And they weren't flat marks either. And
we've got some of em now, too.—0sh kosh
Christian Advocate-

A Norwich youngster of five years,
baving been found playing iu various
private stables in the neighborhood
where he lived, on being remonstrated
thereupon by his mother, replied: “Well,
I dess if a barn was dood enough for
Jesus to be born in, it's dood enough for
ittle boys to play in!”

A little Portland girl recently testified
innocently to the life of drudgery ex-
perienced by the average “Queen of the
nousehold” who does her own housework.
Somebody asked the child if her mother’s
hair was gray. “I don't know,” she said,
“she is too tall for me to see the top of
her head, and the never sits down!”

A colored chiid bad a fall from a sec-
ond-story window, the other day, and his
mother, in relating the occurrence at a
grocery, said * Dere dat child was & ¢om-
ing down feet fust, wid every chance of
bein’ killed, when de Lawd, he turned
him over, de child struck on his head,
and dere wasn’t so much asa button flew
off.”

The longer I live the more [ become
satisfied that nothing is so good for peo-
ple who are in deep trouble as real hard

-| work—work that not" only occupies the

bands, but the brain; work on which one
lavishes the best part of the heart.—
George Kliot. Any one deep in trouble
can have a bucksaw and wood-pile by
applying at this office,—St¢. Louis Post.

The chamgion long-nosed man resides
at Sacramento. Its owner was at break-
fast, when a friend seated on the oppos-
ite side of the table, knowing him to be
a little near-sighted, remarked, “There's
afly en the end of your nose.” ©Is
there?” responded the owner of the horn
of plenty. “I didn’t know it. Just please
scare him off; you're nesrer to him than
Iam!”

“Are vou engaged?” said a gentleman
to a young young lady from Marysville,
at a ball the other evening.

“] wes, bul if that Pete Johnson thinks
I'm going to sit here and see him squeeze
that freckled-faced Wilkins girl’s hand
ali the evening, he’ll be mistaken, soli-
taire or no solitaire!”

The gentleman explained, and went
out to get air.

A German, in telling a rather Mun-
chausenish story of his exploits, “gave
himself away” in one of the incidents of
his narrative thus: “In this battle we
lost the brave Captain Schultz. A can-
non ball took off his head. His last
words were, ‘Bury me on the spot where
I fell.”” Had the narrator been an Irish-
man, the statement would not have been
reflected so seriously on his veracity.

“Pizarro” was the play. A verdant ac-
tor was cast for one of the smaller roles.
To him fell the line, -‘My Lord, 'neath
yonder palm we have captured a casigue.
What is your pleasure?” The fellow,
when hiscue came he rushed upon the
the stage, exclaiming, “My Lord, 'neath
yonder palm we have captured a cask.
What is yeur pleasure?” *“Roll him in,”
howled the tragedian, “and let's bust in
the bung "—Courier Journal.

High Church Housemaid (to Low
Church Cook)—*Lor, cook, how can you
sitand listen to 4 man as wears nothin’
but black alpaca. You should have seen
our young priest this morning! He had
01 aa]blac%: silk skiri|with a white cambric
tunic trimmed with reel Walansheens
lace a missis give him, a narrer ’igh-art

green scarf round his neck; an’ when he

me.” Laura’s mother didn't stay long.

folded his arms across lis buzzum, with
his air parted down the middle, O, he
looked puffeckly lov-e-ly I"—Punck.
Long ago, when Bayard Taylor was a
young man, he wrote in the album of a
young friend the following lines, which
revealed the character of his inspirations
at that early age:
“Upon the world's great battle field the brave
Struggle and win and fall. They proudly go

Some 1o unnoticed graves, and some tostand
With earth’s bright catalogue of great and

good,
Who, urged by consciousness of noble aims,
Stand breast to breast with every evil thought,
Subduing until stricken dowan, shall pass
In warrior glory to his long repose,
And his good deeds rest like agnnner.pa.ll—
Telling the faith he fought for to the world—
Upon his memory for all coming time!

“BAYARD TavLOR.”

New York, Oclober 3, 1848,

I have a new juke from Colonel Bob
Ingersoll. I met him this morning =nd
greeted him as my father-confessor. He
told me that while in Chicago recently, a
stiff-necked Presbyterian called on him
for the purpose of getting intoa religious
discussion. Several gentlemen were
Efesent when the Presbyterian accosted

im.

“You are a bishop, I understand,” said
the wvisitor.

*Yes, sir,” answered Ingersoll.

“And can forgive sin?” asked the Pres—
byterian.

“Yes, sir,” returned the infidel.

“Could you forgive my sins?"

“Ceriainly,” said Ingersoll; “I'll for-
give vour sins for §1, and I’ll bet it will
be the nastiest job ever undertaken for
money."—Washington Correspondent of
the Philadelphia Times. -

New York Ladies.

New York Cor. Chicago Times,

The woman ot New York is just as
queer &s those which live and trive in
other productive localities. While the
prevailing prig of her acquaintance is en
deavoring to convince her that he is a
genuine Eaglishman by turning his el-
bows akimbo and springing his knees
when he premenades, she replies to his
endeavors by wearing three feathers in
Prince of Wales style at one side of her
Gainsborough hat. She would not wear
her femalg relative’s wide corsets and
large shoes, however, forall the world.
No indeed. If she had the ample foot
and especially the ample ankle of the
English woman, she could not continue
to shorten her skirts inch by inch, as she
has been doing for the past three months,
to exhibit the embroidery upon her stock-
Ings. Noindeed. Low-quartered shoes
or boots with ornamented openings, are
now as frequently seen upon the street in
the morning as a pretty face.

In New York very few ladies are seen
shopping except in the forenoon, the rest
of the day being devoted, at this Season,
to riding or to seclusion. Those who can
afford to drive or ride are seen in the
Park every sunny afternoon, and those
who really cannot keep a t.rnout manage
to secure a carriage for Saturdays.

They purchase a livery to suit them-
selves, providing they do not already
have one which was left over after their
wreck of fortune; and this they deposit
with a stable man. They then arrange
to secure the same driver, horses, and car-
riage for their occasional outings in the
Park, and also for paying visits. This
establishment appears to be exclusively
their own, and to appear as good, if mnot
better, than to be, in the estimation of
some our citizens. No lady is really wil-
ling to be seen shopping or walking after
1 o'clock, consequently the Park is a
beautiful spectacle from 3 to 6 p. M., at
this season of the year. Visiting is all
finished,, and there is little else to in-
terest the idler at present aftsr luncheon.

0ld Ben” and the Dead Man.

“The snow storm came and caught him
out, flat on his back,” said old Ben, of the
Madison street station, as he pointed out
a cell where an-old man lay dead, al-
though there was nothing about the dead
man’s face to indicate that there was any-
thing there except that “twinkle of
oblivion” which somebody has called
sleep. “I was expectin’ that somebody’d
get caught 1n the storm. Children most
generally get lost in the drifts, you know,
and come in here to be taken care of.
We aint got no St. Bernard dogs to bring
’em in, like they have over the water, but
the cops pity 'em and lesd ’em here. But
this old man was wanderin’ around on
Canal street. He was found over there
on his back, near the shot-tower. You
know what a strange kind o’ noise there
is about that shot-tower. Well, he laid
down near this place, right on his back,
you know, and the snow wascomin® down
4 million flakes a second— a million, mil-
lion drops to the square inch. I don’t
know, but its my opinion that he thought
the noise of the falling shot in the tower
was like the rustlin’ of angels’ wings, and
[ think he just laid there on his back un-
til he really believed that the shot-tower
music was what I've said it was. And
when he got 4o believe it in his bones te
got happv, and thesame hand that played
the snowflakes didn’t forget the man on
his back. It knew that he was happier
than he’'d ever be again; so that hand just
picked the old man up out of the snow
—or, rather, it was his spirit—and as the
snow came sailin’ down it went sailin'up,
until tae angels brushed away the snow
for him, and he wentin.”—Chicago Times.

A Stage Joke in Hamlet,

The other night, during the perform-
ance of “Hamlet,” at a Fifth Avenue
Theatre, the graveyard scene was in pro-
gress, and every one was wrapped in mel-
uncholy. Hamlet and BHoratio stood in
the gloomy churchyard where the grave-
diggers were at work. The first grave-
digger {threw up a shovelful of bones.
“Whose skull is that?” said Hamlet, in
a sepulchral voice. “Btewart’s! I claim
the reward !” said the grave-digger, in an
aside. e

The reply was so urexpected that Mr.
Booth, old stager as he is, came very near
laughing. Horatio, who had not se much
self-control, had to go up the stage, and
the second crave-digger hid behind the
pile of earth till he could recover from
the effects. But Owen Fawcett never
smiled. He is too good ahumorist to
laugh at his own jokes.

The Senate committee on finance has
reported a bill amendatory of the charter of
the Freedmdn’s bank. It authorizes the ac-
ceptance of the tendered resignation of the
present commissioners,” and deyolves their
duties upon the comptroller of the currency,
with power to compound and compromise
the debts and liabilities of the concern, to sell
its property and wind up the comcern. The
comptroller is also directed to inquire into
toe managment of the company, and to bring
civil and crimnal snits, if warranted, against
the trustees and and others having had con.
trol. The secretary of the treasury is author-
ized to purchase the Freedman’s bank build-
ing for $250,000.

kashion Notes.

Very small fieures, checks and stripes on
white grounds are the features in the pew
spring calicoes and percales.

Oriental silks, Persian and E_zﬂman silks,
satins, velvets, brocades and corduroys are
all used for waistcoats.

A double eape of heavy silk chenille, with
tinsel thread twisted in the same, isthe latest
aovelty for the neck in place of a scarf.

The long'waisteoats worn with dressy toilets
are separate garments, and may be worn
v;ilth several different kinds of “coats and
skirts.

White satin dresses of creamy or leaden
tlnt are worn by elderly ladies for full dress,
with full trimmings of creamy old point
laces,

The new names for the revived visite wraps
are Nelueka, Mandarin, Sappho, Dimitri,
Hortense, Medea and Calypso.

One, two, or three broad black ostrich tips,
held down by a flat, fancy mixed feather,
form the dressiest of all hat or bonnet trim-
mings.

In Paris the leaders of fashion have para-
sols made to match each costume. me
beautiful ones have just appeared here which
were made by Isaac SBmith.

Ibis, peacock, Impeyan l?huant, East India
merle, Baltic grebe, and Florida heron feath-
ers are frequently seen in combination in one
small tuft of fancy mixed feathers.

Most of the beautiful dyed feathers sold in
New York under the general name of Nassaus
are chicken feathers imported from Nassan
in Holland, and dyed and manipulated in this
country.

Bonnets are worn in three shapes. They
are called, respectiveiy, the “cabriolet,” the
“capote Niniche,” and the “Devonshire,” and
all the shaﬁgs o be seen in the Paris millin-
ers’ establishments are taken from these
shapes.

Gentlemen’s rings are chased in Byzantine
style, and have colored stones. They are
mountedin dead gold. A ruby with two sap-
phires, and emeralds with rubiss ere, good
combinations. The stone called cat's eyeis
also much used by gentlemen.

Black chenille scarfs with fringe to match
and golden pendants, are graceful trimming
for bonnets. The scarf is generally placed on
the back of the hat. On the sideis a buuch
of gilded feathers, and another is on the to
of the brim White lace is now used for felt
and velvet bonnets. ““Bretonne” lace is among
the favorite kinds.

Among the styles in gaiters and slippers
are kid gaiters lacing up the front. Low
shoes and slippers are used altozether for in-
door purposes; are of kid, trimmed with vel-
vet bows, and a kind of quilted silk. Other
fancy styles areto be seen, a number of whic
having already become popular with thef;
&ex, are t0o well known to require further
description. 2

Gilded ornaments are still extensively used.
Materials shot with gold, passementerie, and
lace, and ribbon with gold tinsel intermixed
are all used. Rows of gilded pearis, which
look like small combs, are in great demand
for bonnets, and have 2 very good effect.
Small green and gold lizards, butterflies,
bees, and even serpents, are in use. The ser-
pents are taken around the crown.

Young ladies prefer the round waist for ball
costumes. The fashionis fast coming into
favor even with matrons. There is a marked
simplicity observablein the models that can-
not fail to give satisfaction to all.

New dinner cards are in a variety of forms.
One very pretty style is in the shape of a tiny
dinner-plate, with Japanese decorations; oth-
ers are nearly square, with birds or beast de-
corations, according to the dinner to be
served.

It is fashionable to wrap a Spanish lace
scarf around the head when attending a ball
or reception. This searf should be three vards
igng; the lace is quaint and of a wiry charae-

r.

Cuffs and collars of leopard skin are the
novelties shown by furriers for trimming
ladies, cloth dresses. Sealskin sacques are
cheaper than they have b: en or ter years, This
fur has never been popular in Paris unti! this
season.

New chatelaine pockets are of velvet bro-
cart on satin of delicate shades. "The slend-r
mountings are of silver. These chatelaine
pockets, with belts, are worn wita street cos-
tumes. Those of latest styles are finished
with three long tassels.

Flowers%re profusely used in the waist gar-
nitures: flowers and Jeaves commence on the
left side of the belt, extending across the
pasque in a diagonal manner, and reaching
the throat encircle it. The end of the flowery
border falls over the right shoulder.

The iridescent beads are much used in full
dress adornings. Jets are are also employed
and a profusion of lace trimmings is observed
on muny imported garments. Whiie laces
are used on dark velvets and satins. It is
surprising what expense is indulged in the
gratifying of this fashion idea.

Long revers are attached to the front of a
olonaise, and turned back in folds. The
ack breadths of the polonaise from the train:

the fron! is the skirt Imdper' and dysplays a
hancseme tablier. ress of this model
looks very rich disposed in black silk velvet
and white gros grain silk. The sleevesshould
be of figured lace.,

Natural flowers hold a conspicuous position
in w1l ball arrangements and toiletslare the re-
cipients of muchfin Flora’s eweet line of garni
tures. It seems that nasturtiums are just at
present the favorites with brunettes. Ball
slippers co-respord in tint to the flower that
is most frequently seen on the toilet. Large
bows of lace and ribbon are placed at the

“belt.

There is much to admire in the varieus
modes of fans; every fashionable is well aware
afan is & *“necessury institution” in heated
and crowded ball-rooms. Bunches of violets
shaped over a fine wire form a novel and in-
terestingjfun. Fans shewing paintings on silk,
satin and kid are termed “ton.” Chantilly
lace, mounted on tortoise-shell sticks, “with
marabout feather edging, are very artistic.

Hints tor the Fashionable.

Hand.painted buttons are a novelty.

There is still a rage for S8cotch plaids.

The French twist is going out of fashion.

The fashionable mask is the Lulu.

Jabots of fine lace are de rigeuer with dinner
toilets,

The chatalaine braid, worn dowa the back,
is again the style.

Engraved metal but‘ens with raised gik
fizures are very stylish.

India and French cashmere shawls are no

longer worn in Paris. They are used for ta-
blecloths and for farniture covering.

Sets of tortoise jewelry, comprisicg ihe
brooch and earrings, are in pansies, with the
petal selected of colors the most faithfully to
counterfeit the blossoms understood.

Portemonnaies and card-cases of mottled

and amber shell have a small, perfectly-made
watch set in one side. They arc among the
most dainty of the elegant conveniences “of
the promenade toilette. 7

A leader of fashion in San Francisco has
had her chairs and sofas, and the cushions of
her carriages stuffed with aromatic herbs, in
imitation of a practice prevalent among Ori-
ental nations. She lives in an atmosphere of
constant perfume.

The bridal handkerchief and fan are select-
ed to corresnond with the lace which is used
for trimming the wedding-gown; or if the
robe is not trimmed with luce, they are chos-
en to correspond in the kind, ii notthe pat
tern, of the lace.

Gossip has it that the Princess of Wales won
the heart of the future Kimg of Englana by
reading Shakespeare to him,'andjwhen he com-
plimentarily said that he should tike to engage
her as his reader, replying that her terms were
twenty-five shillings—**a sovereign and a
crown.” X

Among the astounding facts from abroad is
one to the effect that we are to dance steps in-
stead of walking through a quadrille. “Caper-
ing about, you know, and treading on each
othen’s toes in the most awfuily horrid,

funny manuer,” said 8 young gentleman on

New Year's day.
Anna Dickinson has writien for John Mec-

Cullough a play called “Aurelian,” which that

fine actor is to bring out next April with him-
self in the title role. Miss Dickenson isto
play with him, taking the first female part of
Queen Zenobia. The scenes of the play are
laid in Rome and Palmyra, and the w«:rl:(l:r
said to be ext.{emc‘ly ideal, and yet full
human interes

Foot-muffs for sleighs and open carriages
are made of the head of a white or black bear
orthat of the
Iy mounted with the nose, eyes, and ears well

preserved, and lined with sheepskins, with the
wool well preserved. 3

r or spotted leopard, natural- .

L

— e,

_—Lr‘ -

o i ——




