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YIESTERDAY.

(E. P. vr,nu]

'E r? I ULu RURN.

by 4n COfficer in the Con-
{ederate Army’

wm

cen

An Uarenowned Warrior’s Recollec-
f.tions of the Fight at ManassasS---
Incidents of 2 Memorable
Summer Sunday.

". Bagby in Philadelphia Times.
me knew the ordeal was at hand.
ments preceding the great tragedy

The

bad the hurry and convergence which be-
lonz to all catastrophes. A confused mix-
of memories is left to me—things

ture
e and irrelevant. L. W. Spratt,
H \V}:n:y‘. Bradley T. John-
guns of the entrenched camp; the
val of Jnv wson’s staff, the parting
am—all these and
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fcDowell’'s left
hm) and cut
our other brigades
perating.  Until mid-
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I remember to this
“In case the enemy
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1ing of tho 18th, as E
s horse, he stumbled
—a bad augury, which,
ought, brought a shadow over his face.
on this morning, the 2ist, all went well;
renerals and their staffs, after an early
st, rode off in high spirits, victory in
v eyes. My duty was to look after
ers of the offioe, which had been
7 picked up, and, in case of danger, see
they were put on board a train; which
was held in readiness to receive them and
othe r valuable effects.  The earth seemed to
vomit men; they came infrom all sides
“A»" 08, .mm}‘n\km'“ stairg, at the bead of
his division, in a high-crown, very dusty
= 1 wl!n<n lect. Ile made me laugh.
of Mississippi, halting his regi-
» zet ammurition; the militia esconced
the earthworks of the entrenched
sir fizures dit before me. It wasa
sbbath day, cloudless and at first
“hot. Asweet wind from the west
face as I stood « A. a hill overlook-
Isaw the enor-
ie by the enemy as
left. The field of
whare the comet,
secemed to rest at
1 rs I re-

OF MANASSAS.
Jeauregard
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a n‘; ort

cken hurried me
] although the re-
» there 1 or several
i flerce! )

cite <* Ium into a neigh-
cC '(\'wil.\ a lone woman, who
ble about herself, her

The bigger trouble
ing the recital of
1l none of them.
! he suspense I left
p.;p TS, ebe., to take care of them-
1d set out for \!m battle-field, deter-
mined to go in and get rid of my fears
md doubte by action. Ireached the hill
h I had =0 often visited in the morning
and paused awhile to look at someof our
troops who were rapidly moving from our
right to our left. Just then—ean I ever for-
ot it’—there came, as it seemed, an  instan-
s suppression of firing, and almost
tely a cheer went up a2nd ran along
y fromend to end of our line, It
ictory—there was no mistaking the
still, feeling no exui-

I stood perfectly s
tation whatever. escribable thankful

impe
selves

I came "o my '\v‘i
Th e road was "dlod with

1ds and a few pris-
priscners, and
rded man, carry-
from the back

g for the gene nd \1" ]ule to re-
It  Was now quite dark. A deal of talk-
at T observed little elation.
ere worn out with excitement—itoo
¥ bad been knk«‘—.mw many and whom

t h; belearndd. War is a sad business
even to the victors. I saw young George
Burwell, H years of age, bring in Col. Cor-
coran, his personal captive. I heard Col.
Porcher Miles’ withering retort to Congress-
man Ely, who tried to claim fnend.l)‘ ac-
quaintance with him, but went off abashed
in a linen duster with the other prisoners. I
asked Col Preston whathe thought of the
day’s work.

“A glorious victory, which will produce
immense results,” was his reply.
“When will we advancef

““Wa will be in Baltimore next week.”

How far wrong even the wisest are? We
never emered Baltimore, and that victorious

army, one-half of which had barely fired a
shot, did not fight another pitched battle for
nearly a year!

It was after midnight when I carried to the
telegraph office Mr. Davis’ dispatch anncune-

ing the victory. Inside the entrencg camp
1,000 or 1,200 prisoners were%fherded,
the militia standing wup side by

side guarding them and forming a human
picket fence, funny to behold. It was clear
as a bell when I walked back; the baleful
comet kung over the field of ba:t,e all was
very stili; 1 could aimost hear the beating or

h s> through so
isted to play

orderly, Islept in my chair like & top.
AF ? THE BATTLE.
The pxt day, Monday, the 2

it rained,

l,.\':.p our the
Everybody flocked to headguariers
one werd was said about a forwar
on Washington. We had too max A)
in chief; we were southerners; we
didn’t fancy marching in the mud and rain—
we threw away a grand opportunity. For
days, for weeks you might say, our friends
kept coming frem Axexandria. saying with
wonder and impatience: * Why don’t you
come on? Why stay here doing nothing?” No
sufficient answer, in my poor judgment, was
ever given. The dead end the dying were
forgotten in the general burst of congratula-
tion. Now and then you would hear the loss
of Bee and Bartow deplored, or of some indi-
vidual friend it would be said: “Yes, he is
gone, poor fellow.” But this was as nothing
compared to the joyous hubbub over the vie-
tory. How proud and bhappy we were.
Didn’'t we know that we could whip the
Yankees? Hadn’t we always said so? Hence-
forth it would be easy sailing—the war would
soon be over, too soon for all the glory wa
felt sure of gaining. What fools!

.\1):

A Minnesota Tornado.
Boston Globe.

A cloud, black as the raven’s wing, ap-
peared inthe west. Suddenly it split, and
between the two black trains expanded the
most fearful, dismal sky I ever saw. The
color was green—gray—yellow, and it dark-
ened the sun so it became as twilight. The
carpenters had gathered together with us on
the porch.

“This must be a hailstorm,” one of them
said; “now we will pretty soon hear of disas-
ters.” Suddenly the cleft widensd between
the two black cloud wings, and the upper
one came with a terrible speed, flurrying
back toward us. “Let us walk in,” I said.
“It seems as if we, too, shall get a taste
of it.” We went in, and our parlor looked
quite dark. We had scarcely locked the door
before we heard the roaring of the storm
eoming.

Inamoment we were surrounded by a white
cloud, and the wind and rain lashed the house,
which groaned and shivered. It was not
rain, it was fu 5 torrents of water mixed
with heavy hail, which poured down from
heaven. The storm tried to burst open the
door, but nen pressed a 15t it with all

The wall se 1 to give way,
in a bow; the llhthl’l"' shook as in
ulsions. I felt a tightening of my heart
1e the house seemed to belifted from
zround and dropped down again.
l\\ ice we had t‘.eq;— terrible shu 3; then in
a moment house n, furniture were hurled
through the air 100 feet away. Ido not re-
member anything tiil I found myself on the
ground crawling among the ruins
of my home. The first I
discovered was my wife, with a child
in each arm, lylng at myside. Men and
children were scatterad around among lum-
ber and sidings, whether alive or dead
wobody could tell.

A table and a staircase came flying through
the air: some men met them and pushed
them away, so they did not kill my wife and
children: bits of wall and roof whirled round
us; here it was impossibls to remain. We
crept and crawled and ran for our lives down
to the forest. As we found each other there,
we were only six; a friend of ours, a farmer,
had one of the small girls in his arms, my
wife another. and one of my sons clung to
me. But where were the rest of the children?

I had myself seen one of the carpenters
run with my third little girl—but the eldest
and youngest boy? Killed, perbaps, or lying
mutilated among the ruins, and it was im-
possible to lock for them. The hurricane
would have swept us away as soon as we had
moved {from the wood. The only thing to do
was to press the children to us and give them
50 much shelter as we could with our broader
backs. The rain and the hail lashed us, - the
sak shrubs were blown fat %o the ground,
and their limbs struck our heads and shoul-
W mp\
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The !iu I’xﬂ of Fisii.

ze Alfred Townsend.
\u:tin H. Haskins, a relative of the
gave me last week his
1 of James Fisk, Jr.,
: chief clerk at the offica
hotel, and Mr. Fisk

‘Has
me once and now
a reasonable rata |
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ted to the rates.
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The
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band, 1

City.

I lm'

. He L':.d said to me a few days be-

fore he w; ‘Would you like to keep
the Con hotel at Long anch.‘
Well, you s 1 have it next season.” By his

leath I lost an opportunity. The day he was
shot, in the afternocon about 4 o'clock, there
came a sound—pah!—hardly more than that,
vet enough, and it was repeated. The first
thing I saw was a man running. Powers,
out proprietor, started for me and exclaimed
to me: ‘Go up-stairs quick and see if anybody
is hurt, while I pursge this man.’ Yet I
turned too, from some inner impulse, and
ran After Stokes. He was pale and silent. I
then started up-stairs and found the hall girl
asieep. ‘Did you hear a pistol fired? T asked.
She answered ‘No.” I made a second search
as far as the ladies’ entrance, and there sat
Fisk between two men. ‘Jim, are you hurt¢
Iasked. ‘I guessso, Hoss’” We got him into
e room and stripped him. The doctor said

to me: ‘Send for this man’s friends, if he
has any. He cannot live” Ha died next

mornin>

'l'he Next Questlon. s
Chteago Tribune.
1 Scotiand they have narrow, open ditches,
they call sheep-drains. A man was
riding a donkey one day across a sheep pas-
ture, but when the animal came to the sheep-
drain he would not go over it. So the man
X to a short distance, turned
d the whip, thinking,
when going at the
jump the drain before
o'xt not so. When tha donkey
got to the & he stopped all of a sudden.
and the man went over Mr. Neddy's head.
No sooner had be touched the ground than ke
got up, and, looking his beast straight in the
face, said, “Verra weel pitchad; bu., then hoo
&re ye going 0 gat ower yersal

t A Hotel Over the Way.

»Gath” in New York Tribune.

Col. J. F. Cake has the plans of a prujected
hotel at Cape May to be built 1,200 feet from
the shore beyond the breakers, for a winter
sanitarium as well as summer pier, the soil of
the bottom there having been once cornfields
and of a hard, sticky clay, trustworthy for
support. Neither musquitoes, sewage nor
dampness would affect suck a house, and
residence in it would have the effect of a voy-
age to Europe without sea-ackn&n. The cost
would be only £50,000.

Hardiy Enongh For Two.
“What are you laughing at, my dear?”
asked Mrs. Jones of l:erlmstnnd, w'hom
chuckling over his morning paper.
thing I saw here,” he replied, 'hltit’!hlnny
funny enough for two.”

i market. It matters not which. ¥will doall

HER ROSES.

(M. 8. Bridges.}

Sweet love, for the roses that you wore
Against you waist, a king might siga;
Here on my troubled heart thoy lie

Cradled in rest, to rest no more.

Crushed, faded, but forever sweet.

Ah, was it fnta, or was it chance,

That shook them downward in the danes,
And dropped them gently at my feet?

Yon d d not dream, when we should part—
Yo your stately loveliness—

gainst my heart should press
The fowers that nestled on your heart,

Ah, s0 I keep there. Half divine
Is the dear mystery they rev eal;
And in my happy dreams I feel

The beating of your heart on mire,

Fate: A Society Novel,

New York Graphic
CHAPTER L

Vanrbymelander de Knickerbocker was a
fine, manly young man, pleasing tolcokupen,
of good address, preficient in many games,
and about the correct thing as to morals.

She really of all the men she knew most
fancied Vanrhymelander de Knickerbocker,
Whe was she? Isabella de Knickerbocker
Rhymevanlander. The similarity in their
names was owing to the fact that the main |
branches of both families, the trunk lines in
fact, had more or less intermarried for seven
or eight generations. But they never inter- |
married, did any of these trunk or latteral '
ines, unless both routes were rich.

CHAPTER II.

Why did not Isabella de Knickerbocker i
Rhymevanlander marry young Vanrhyme- |
lander de Knickerbocker? DBecause he was

poor.
CHAPTER III.

Isabella while in Europe became engaged
to a French count. Noble but poor Isabella
forfeited the stakes. Just before the final
plunge she saw the French count in all his !
naked moral deformity. She though of poor
Vanrhymelander de Knickerbocker and broke
off the engagement with the French count,

CHAPTER 1IV.

Meantime young Vanrhymelander de
Knickerbocker was trying to get rich. He
counsellad with the family lawyer. The
family lJawyer could see no other road than
that of wealth to jbin two such congenial
natures as those of Vanrhymelander de
Krickerbocker aund Isabella de Knicker- ;
bocker Rhymevanlander. “It's all that's
needed,” he remarked, “‘to make the contract
binding.” Vanrhymelander counselled with
the family physician. “There’s no cure for
your case,” said Dr. Bond, *“save riches. The
girl can't really marry any one butyou.
You were made for each other—providing
you are cemented together by money.” The
young man applied also to the family clergy-
man.

“Providence has called us to different sta- |
tions of life,” he remarked, *‘and it is our
duty to fit ourselves for them. In your case '
Icannct sec how an alliance between such
important branches of two old and influen-
tial families can be properly arranged unless
you are wezaithy.”

CHAPTER V.

Poor Isabella de Knuick, etc.,, lay in her
£1,500 bed (an heir loom of the family) and
shad bitter tears.  She had just broken off an
engagement with the German Count Zwei-
lagerbeeritzfitz. “I might have married him |
and the family castle on the Rbhine”
she remarked, “but to think of aily- '
ing one's slf for life to a gallon
of beer per day, to say nothing of
the garlic flavored bolognas! Oh, why does
not Vanrhymelander get rich? And softly
#ie sang to herself, “Two souls with but a
singlo thought (when rich), two hearts that |
beat as one (when rich.)”

CHOAPTER VI.

I will labor to become wealthy,” quoth
young Vanrhymelander; “I will bea Knight
of Finance. [ will enter the lists of Wall -
street. I will be a chivalric bull, Or I will
be a noble bear, according to the state of the !

i

I will dare all financially to win Isabella.”
CHAPTER V1L

‘Wall street met the brave knight with open
arms. Then itclosed them. It squeezed him.
it scooped himout. It flung him forth bruise,
breathless and bleading. Ho essayed onemor2
feeble attempt. Ha put his last $100 in We-
bash and Winnipisiogee. Wall street mado
another rush for him, overthrew him and
danced triumphanily on his temporarily un- |
conscious remains.

CHAPTER VIII.

Scrn, bruised and bleeding, the young
c m Vanrhymelandar de Knickerbocker
ht his lady love. He knelt at her foot.
“I have done all that mortal man couid do,”
said he, “to vanquish the demon poverty.
Let us not mind the prejudices of socicty. !
Let us marry. Ibavea teapot. Youan tea

cup. With these we can set up housekeep-
{ing.”
Said she: “Dearest, the apnl'\ of my eye,

there |

|

I expect to f 5

\

l

g lady, |

8 fo) But I bave the strength to say it.
i cannot be.
xhl"‘ t unt h.v e I\e-.'! kil X-.\j. nt least i

i enable vs to move in socicty.”

; brought them bappily together was lots of

xhc man of my choice, I would—indeed, how
would I—but I alas! I
. You are poor. What would
! life be for me—for us—without a town houss, ,
e country house, a carriage, a hot-house,
private ice house, a yacht and the other ac-
Dearest, it breaks my heart to say
It ;
It cap not be until your credit at
your banker’s reaches that figure which will

Van, etc., rushed madly from the room.
CHAPTER IX.

He set his jaws firmly together, grinding
ou* ashedidsoa ]‘mt of mrude-phted teeth.
“It must be done,” ho hissed. Then he mut- |
tered the same remark, “Fair means have |
failed. Law, medicine, divinity all egg me :
on. Ibavean uncle—a rich uncle. He bears !
an honored and trusted pame. I will put that i
name to a bit of pa And without his ;
i

consent.”
CHAPTER X.

Van, etc., now resides in a noble pile—a |
vast range of buildings with many a spire |
and turret and antique narrow window and !
coigne of vantage. Itwas built by the state, |
Van, etc., wears the uniform of his order |
whenever he goes forth, a succession of
stripes about his trousers legs.

CHAPTER XI.

“Alas™ cried Isabella, now still a maiden
of many summers, ‘“How many true and
loving hearts hath eruel, grinding poverty |
sundered forever. Had be but gotten rich, |
Had he. Ab, me!”

CHAPTER XII.

“The remedy for this woe and these woes
of this description is land,” said Henry-
George, the landless political economist.
“All that these parties needed to have :

That is,” be remarked correct-
“a few lots—not too many, I Lold.”
CHAPTER XIIIL

“George,” said his wife, at last, “Henry,
it'safter 11 o'clock. Don't you think you !
might 2s well give the sabject pause? You
know you've said it before, apd mine ears
have heard it ;uany times.”

CHAPTER XIV.,

“True,” sald Henry-George. “Thon speak-
est well. Let me forbear. I will toslumber.
Yet I do maintain that land on small appli-
cations laid plentifully on and nmoug the*
multitude will cure it all—yes—er—a-um—
(snore)—cure—it—(snorej—alL”

Pugilistic Nobility.
New York Sun.

Lord Beresford {s small in siature, a care-
less, easy-going fellow, with a good face and
bright eyes. He is a brother of the marquis
of Waterford, and belongs to a family of
fighters. William, the son selected for the
army service, would sooner scuffle than eat,
It is nothing to bear that one of the Beres-
fords has broken a bobe. Charles William
de la Poer Beresford, the naval commander,
iso(nvoﬁﬁeo(t!!pﬁnceofwues.beemse

terra firma.
himself,

! tubing.
| complete in every way.

: sions?”

i of indiscretion.

; gap inthe

| head was level.

he is “one of the boys.” William Baresford
is said to like nothing better thaa to prowl -

about of an evening with some other mili-
tary officer, putting their caps in their pock-
ets, turn up tueir collars, enter a saloon, and
engage, unrecognized, in a rough-and-turable
fight with privates.

BOYS WHO WANT TO KXOW.

Yeutaful Chemists YWho Sometimes
Get Their Fingers Burned in Ex.
perimenting.

“You have no idea of the number of boys
who buy chemicals,” said a clerk in charge
of the retail d»“al tment of a large chemists’
supply store. “When I came here first I
used to wonder whence they got their ideas
about chemistry. Just imagine a boy of 12
years coming in and "a"xug for a quarter of
a pound of chlorate of potash and 10 cents’
worth of black oxide of manganese. That's
what a boy bought just before you came in.
I asked him what he intended doing with the
chemicals, and he replied, “Make oxygen
gas.””

“Why do the boysdabble in chemistry?
the reporter ashed.

“They hear about it at school, where in
many instances, weekly lectures on physics
are given. 1t is surprising how much the lit~
tle fellows really know, and with what judg-
ment they spend their meney, They manu-
facture their own apparatus and display con-
siderable ingenuity in doing it. The boy who
was here just now will make his oxygen just
as weil as if he owned 2 most expensive re-
tort. He will buy a clay pipe with a large
bowel: then he will get a cork and fit it to the
bowel. To tha end of the pipe stem he will
attach a piece of small rubber tubing. Then

l he will fill up the bowl of the pipe with a

mixture of his manganese and potash and
push the cork in tight. A wide-mouthed
i pickle bottle will serve him for a bell
glass, He will fill the bottle with
water and invert it in a basin of wa-
ter. Then he will put the bowl of
the pipe in the flame of an alcohol lamp and
the frec end of the rubber tube in the mouth
of the bottle. The heat frees the oxygen gas
from the chemicals, and it finds its way
through the stem of the pipe and tubing into
the bottle, which is soon filled. Then the boy
can experiment with it with kot chareoal, or
a piece of lighted candle, or whatever else
strikes his fancy.”

“What chemieals do they usually buy?”

“Mostly the cheaper kinds. They like to
manufacture for themselves and consequent-
1y buy a good deal of acid. Nitric and sul-

. phuric acid scem to please them most.  They

prefer to make their own hydro-chloric acid,
which they manufacture from sulphuric acid
and salt. They buy a good deal of sulphate
of copper, which they use in making galvan-
ic batteries. They also use considerable al-
cobol. Occasionally they buy a blow pipe
for charcoal analysis. One little fellow
who comes in here made & still out of glass
It had a water jackét, and was
It answers as well
as one costing $25 or 230,

“Do they not sometimes burn themselves
with ‘h_ acids, or get injured by explo-

“requently. | Only the other day the bot-

| tlein which oneof them was making hydro-
{ chloric acid burst. The boy’s hands and

face burneld. It was nothing serious, how-
ever. The saddest part of the affair was
that the youthful experimenter was soundly
whipped by his mother for spoiling the car-

| pety from which the acid took all the color.”

Red Tape en Brooklyn Bridge.

{ Xew York Tribune.

The floor of the Brooklyn bridge is re-
paired with superior wariness and caution.
If a plank two-and-a-half inches wide and
ten feet in length is to be replaced a platoon
of police forms a cordon about it with the
carpenter in the center. The plank is taken
up with precipitate haste, and t<n of the

! most stalwart members of the squad are

stationed to guard the abyss, one at each end.
The reckless pedestrian approaching within
twenty feet of the chasm is warned by an
impressive motion of the policeman’s club

. that he is risking his life to no purpose.

Vhen the new plank is substituted for the

' old one tho cordon i3 reformed at another
' point, the guards are deployed atsuitable

distances, and the public is again protected.
ie arrangements are perfect so far as the
vlestrians are concerned. There is no
'u.ut, of their being pmdpira.ed througt.
gapof twoand a Ln]f incies to the river
v. Butthe carpenter in his passionate
: for completing the repairs before the
can be tempted to desert their posts
cught to be protected against the possibility
If a third stalwart police-
man were detailed o stand guard over the

i carpenter and cauotion him ‘“to go slow,” and

even to cateh bis heels in the event of a pre-

! mature disappearance, the precautions would

be wirolly adequate. As it is, there isa slight
of accident to the carpenter. .

risk

The Dime Xuseum JMonkey.
San Francisco Exchange.

The car was fu!l and I pre-empted a seaton
the rear platform. [uside were miners bound
o: 'Thondala, a drommer and one lady, and
.aing else that we all decided was a

de. Oncein a the while train would be losg
amid the coney pines, and then through s
trees would be eanght an Eden-
like glimpse of the disappearing park. Thero
were innumerable shadesof green beside the
track; the brilliancy of the grass and the al-

most black of the forest. Even the dude
showed an interest. “No lmmah aw, could
' dothis thing, ye know, aw.” The language

of the dude was not particualarly flop, but his
However, he got knocked
completely out of time furtheron. The train

. stopped at a neat cottage painted brown. In

the door was a rosy-cheeked maiden leaning
in unconscious grace upon her broom.

“Aw, me guhrl, don’t ye get louesomo, ya
know, aw, way up heah?’ he ventured, with

i asmile that trespassed on the back of his

veck. The girl seemed astonished for a

{ moment, and then, looking over her shoulder,
¢ called: “Pap! pap! the dime musewmn monkey
{is loose!

Kill it and get its clothes!” The
dude seemed to shrink, and nothing couid in-
duce bim to open his mouth from this poing
to the journey's end.

The Rapids of St. Lawrence.
“T. H. T.” in Inter Ocean.

There are three leading factors in the sum
of attractions npon this grand marine high-
way, namely, the fishing, the islands, and
the rapids. I am tempted by all three to
further days of lazy lollin in the arm chairs
(of & legless variety) with which the incom.
parable skiffs used bere are provided, and to
a repetition of my yesterday's experience of
sliding down hill upon a steamboat, for that
is just what going down the rapide

: amounts to.

At a point near the head of the first rapid
of importance, the Long Sault, the steamer
exchanges passengers with the Prince Arthar,
asister boat, and the Ilatier turns sturdily
down stream and almost immediately enters

¢ the vortex of the rapid. Steam is shat off
: and the force controlling the steering gear is

augmented. The obedient craft shoots hith-
er and yon, turning short curves, plunging
into vast stationary breakers as green
as the curve of Horseshoe Fall, shaking her-
self free from the deluge like a water spanisl
at sport, and dashing inagain. Eight or nine
miles of this. Oh! it is glorious. Even the
phlegmatic passenger who has had kis nose

tween the covers of a “Seaside” all the
morning catehes hold upon the il and shouts
his excitement with the rest. The interludes
between the several rapids include the transit
of two lakes, not unlike those through which
the St. Johns river in Florida flows. We en-
tered the first rapid at a little after noon, and
plunged through Lachine at 5, and an hounr
later the steamer was safely moored at hey
dock in Montreal.

rireen iours to Do it it
“Say, Pat, whatever made you go to work
!oroldUncbDln! He’s the meanest man in
the country.” ‘“‘Mane is it#” saidPn' “why,
shure bes the foinest, ' master

iver I bad, bodad. Ho ; | ’ :
gim 5 an S colored lmn and wassued. In spite of an

" Bours to do a day's work in.

CHARLESTON'S CENTENNIAL.

[Extract from a poem by Paul H. Hayne.]
O, city of my father's love! beside whose
streamlets stra
My boyish feet, to
o, soof: “a-Mny'mgm —
city of ancesty ves!—each clod a
gra

What marvel that one mournful chord waili
through this dying measure

The sea song comes, the sea songs go, across
thine ocean reaches,

The sea tides ebb, the sca tides flow far ugp
thy ;,rht:tnrmg beaches;

Not mine to draw a new-born hope from
waves so brightly glowing,

Not mine to hear in deepening winds a trumg
of onset blowing!

tunes, have gone

Ah, no; ah,no * ¥ across the flow, hall
W elcome. half appalling.

I catch the voices of the dead from twilight
verges calling;

The shadows grow more gray that shroud
this strange, outworn existence;

And still those yearning voices call from out
the sea bound distance!

Quaint city of my youth, fareweli! no more
these eyes may quiver,

Dazed by the glint of surf and sail on flicker-
ing bar of river,

No more_these weary limbs may own the
soul’s imperious order,

To bear me where the sun-caps flash beyond
thy billowy border!

Brave city of my youth, farewell! * 3
When safe from midday riot
Kmd by the slumberous star that sways her
lotus land of quiet,
I still lsxlleé mhro Lnl.t—closed lids thy moon-
And her St. Mlch.};.el ’s mellowed bells swoon
down the tides of daeaming!

THE COLOR LINE.

How the Negro is Debarred From
the Philadelphia Bars and
Restaurants.

Philadelphia Times.

The color line is pretty nearly as well de-
fined to-day as it was twenty-five years ago,
although the effect of the constitutional
amendment has been to give admittance to
the colored people to street and railroad
cars, and to places of amusement more freely
than ever before. Still the disinclination of
the whites to anything like social intercourse
with the blacks is as marked as it ever was,
and it is doubtful if any legislation, however
strict, will be able to wipe it out. Itisa
singular fact, too, that the distaste for asso-
ciation with blacks has its greatest
strength among the lower classes of whites.

There can be no doubt, though, that negro
rights have been conceded more liberally in
Philadelphia than in New York. Hers col-
ored men who drink are barred out of come
paratively few saloons, and in many they ara
welcomed as cheerfully as the whites. Thera
is a growing conviction among the liquor
dealers that adime ora nickel is equally
good whether passed across the bar by a
white ora black hand, and, acting on this
conviction, most saloon keepers serye the
blacks cheerfuliy fora cash consideration.
The day was when the sight of a negro in the
guise of 2 paying customer ata bar would
have robbed itof its white patronage, but
now there is not such fastidiousness. Still,
while whites and blacks may drink from the
same bottle, it is noticeable that there is no
feeling or comraderie among them, and that
each does his drinking with comrades of his
owa color.

WHAT AM I TO HECUBA?

“Who is Tom Green. that he should sit
himself up against the cobstitution of the
United State?’ asked the handsome Chestnut
street restaurant proprietor when questioned
as to colcred customers. “I don’t care for
their trade, my dear sir, but if they offer it
I see no way in which I can refuseit. They
come to my restaurant nearly every day, and
I know their presence offends many of my
white customers, but what can I1do? There
is the law, that says the negro is just as good
as the white man and I can’t get around it.
All I can do is to put my dusky customers as
much by themseives and out of sight of
others as possible, and this I always do, un-
less they insist, as many of them do, in talk-
ing the most conspicuous places in the dining
rooim. My white customers seldom com-
plain, for they know what the law isand
that I must abide by it, but I can easily see
that they are greatly annoyed. Well, weil,
there is one consolation; there are few of the
colored people who can afford topay my
prices and that guards me from any over-
whelming irruption of black guests. Still,
I get them every few days, and while Ifill
their orders just as I do those of white peo-
ple, I am free to confess that Iam not over-
whelmingly polite in my attentions and de
not express any desire to have them call
again. But what's the use of talking? The
law says I must feed the public without con-
sideration of ‘color or previous condition of
servitude,’ and if the dark people choose to
some tome without a welcome, I can only
do my duty under the law. That it injures
wy business more or less I know, but then
my white customers are reasoning creatures
and must make all due aliowances.”

BOUND TO COME.

At the Continental restaurant the manager
says that he entertains from seven to ten col-
sred guests per annum.  Some of them take
seats modestly in the rear, but others,-seem-
ingly anxious to attract public attention
(whieh, it is needless to say, they do), choosa
places as much in sight of passers-by on thg
street as possible.  “What can I do?” he con-
tinued, “as longz as they behave themselves
Jecently and pay for what they get? The law
protects them; but, all the same, iny business
s suffering. My prices are on the bill of fare
and I avould not scara them away with big
bills. I can’t discriminate against them un-
der the law. 1 think the plan pursued in
Richmond just after the war was the best I
have heard of. At that period, when freedom
was a novelty, the negroes aspired to all so-
=ial privileges and became a general nuisance,
aspecially in bar rooms,

THE RICHMOND PLAN.

“The Richmond whites would not counten-
ance the presence of negroes in the resorts
where they did their drinking, and yet the
poor liquor dealers were in mortal dread of
the law if they refused to serve them. To get
over this difficulty they devised a very clever
plan. Ina day or two placards appeared in
all saloons: ‘Drinks $5.15 each.” If drinks
were purchased by whites there was a rebate
of $5, but if any unfortunate black sought to
quench his thirst the announcement of the
price was before him, and if he drank he
paid. This soon rid thesa places of their off-
zolor patrens, and Ienever heard that courts
were appealed to to abolish the system. The
last young buck that bonored us had two
zolored girls with him and dined at an ex-
pense of §2.50. When he had gone there was
a vast deal of fun among our waiters, who, it
seems, 2!l kmew him, and one of them told
me, ‘Why, boss, dot dah man he airns ne
more'n £1Sa munf. How's he goin’ to stan’
sich dinners? ™

AT THE HOTELS.

At the Lafayette hotel the chief clerk said
they had never received any colored guests,
Their prices were too high, they supposed,
and berred out the majority of them. The
clerk had served in a New York hotel where
Senator Bruce was a constant guest, but
neither be nor his family attracted any un-
nsual attention. A hotel clerk, he said,
pearly always had it in his power to make
the housa bie to an nnwelcome
guest. He could give him a garret room for
a donble price and in other ways ‘make it
hot’ for him, so that he would be a perfect
salamander if he stood it more than one day.
It would be easy 0 overcharge any

guesthood.
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eedent is now constantly held up before the
ayes of hotel proprietors. Still they are pre-
pared to evade the law in one way or an-
other.

In the lower part of this city there are sev-
eral saloons with bars for both colors, and
they do a good trade. At Broad and Lom-
bard street there is one bar (presumably for
whites) where the drinks are 10 cents each,
and connected with it is another for colored
trade, with ail drinks at 5 cents each.

A CORTTUSING RUN ON THE RAIL.

Dooflicker’s Experiences as o Loco-
motive Engineer Suffer Risfligura-
tion trom Theophifus’ Calculatiors.

Chicago Herald.

““ Was I ever in San Franeiseo?” said Doo-
flicker, in response to Theophilus’ question.
“Was I? Well, I've been there more times
than you've got hairs on your head.”

“ Well, say, paw, did yon ever count the
trains you met on the road between Omaha
and San Francisco?”

¢ Of course I have, Theophilus; I used to
run an engine from Omaha to "Frisco.”

‘‘ Then maybe you can help me cut on this
Iesson.”

Theophilus laid aside his slate and said his
teacher had given him this problem to solve:
Suppose there is one train each way every
day—one train leaves Omaha each nocn, and
one leaves San Francisco each noon. It takes
five days to make the trip. How many trains
does each train meet?

““Pshaw, Theophilus, I'm ashamed of you.
You ought to solve so simple a problem in a
twinkling. If I had never run a train on
that road I would know hew many trains
any one of them would meet. Of course if it
took five days to go from Omaha to San
Francisco, and there was only one train a
day leaving San Francisco for Omabha, it
stands to reason that the westward bound
train would meet five trains coming east.”

“‘But then, paw, I can't figure it that way.
I mako it ten.”

“Youcan't? Well, you're a stupid dolt,
Theophilus. If it wasn’t as plain as the nose
on your face I could prove it by my own ex-
perience. Now it used to take us just five
days and one hour to make the run from
Omabha to San Francisco, and there was one
train a day eachway. When I was half an
hour out of Omaha. I used to meet Bill
Sheflield’s train. Then the next day I met
Bob Santley’s, the next Jack Moseley’s, the
next.Jim Baker’s, and the next, just before I
got to Frisco, Dan Hackney's. That's every
train I met—just five, you sce.”

“But, paw, just as you left Omaha you met
the train that left San Francisco five days
before, didn’t you?’

“Yes, of course.”

“Well, when you had gone half the dis-
tance, hadu’t you met the five trains that left
San Francisco before you left Omaha? What
became of the other five that left San Fran-
cisco while you were on the road#

Doofiicker thought he heard the telephone
Pell ring, and weat in to see whas was
wanted.

Stretehy Religion.
Detroit Free Press.

An old conple, man and wife, were along
the wharves a day or two ago hunting for an
up-shore boat, and the woman explained to a
steamboat agent:

“It’s a very stormy season and we expect
to be seasick, and we druther go on a boat
where the captain is a religious man.””

““Well, that's all right,” be replied. “We've
got oue very religious captain on our line,
and his boat sails to-night.”

“Can we go down and see him?

“Ob, yes. Keepright down the street until
you sec the boat.”

The couple walked on and finally boarded
the steamer. The captain and all hands were
busy with tbe cargo, but the oid folks walked
up to him and the woman said:

“Capting, you have been recommended to
us as a religious man.”

“The — I bave!” he promptly growled.

They looked at each other with consternation
depicted in their faces, end then the old man
said:

“Capting, what church do you beclong

to?”

‘See here!” roared the official, ““if you've
come to bleed me for some chaut_\', or want
me to sign a petition, or expect this boat to
carry a lot of dead-heads up the lake, I won't
stand it! What do you want? .Out with it,
now, and no inferna! chawing around, Pm
blanked if I ain't Lothered by more dashed
lunaties than other blanked men on the
dashed lakes!”

Man and wife retired to consult, and after
getting ten feet away the woman said:

“Henry, he’s not a religious man.”

“Well, 1 dunno.”

“But he swears like a pirate.”

“Yes, Maria, but you see this is out west.
We don’t swear and belong to the church,
too, up in New Hampshire, but they may do
differently cut here. He swears, but he looks
like a man to depend upon in a storm.”

“Shan’t we lovk for another?”

“I guess not, Maria. I guess the religions
out here in Michigan are kind o' stretchy,
and they low swearing on steamboats and
around the depots. We'll go by this boat,
and if be don’t swear any harder than he did
to us, mebbe Providence will let bim squecze
through on the up trip and sink him when he
comes down!”

How He Reformed.
Albuquerque Journal.

A well known Santa Fe business man had
a fine business and was making money rap-
idly, but was an inveterate gambler. Every
night would find him away from his wife, at
a faro table. The quick-witted woman saw
where the trcuble was, and one night, after
supper, she asked her husband to go with her
into another room. There was a faro table,
a “layout” and stacks of chips.

“Now,” said she, “I have $10,000 belonging
to me in my own right. When you waut to
gamble, come here.”

He was thunderstruck, and swore he would
never gamble again.

“No,” she said, “I don’t want that promise.
You can afford to lose very little money.
What I have you can win. I want you to
promise me that you will never play faro
except bere.”

He promised, and that faro layout has
been used for the last five months. With
what she has won from him, dealing berscl?,
ehe has paid £450 for a buggy and built a
pretty little brick cottage which cost a little
over $1,000.

“I told her to put the whole arrangement
in her trunk last weck,” said the reclaimed
gambler, “that I was tired of gambling, I
shall never toueh another card.”

But tha sequel is yet to come. The corre-
spondent happened to look into a gambling
room the other night a few hours after he
had heard this story, which is frequented
almost entirely by the well-to-do merchants
and professional men of Santa Fe. Thera
was a biz game of faro going on, and at
cone corper of the tabie, his face flushed with
the gambling cxcitement, betting his chips
and losing steadily, sat the man whom his
wife thought she bad reformed.

Xot 2 Geod Season.
Detroit Free Press,

“Itell you it's been a powerful eclose sea-
son in Michigan this summer,” said the
tramp as be fished in his pocket for another
green apple, ‘“Why, last summer 1 kept miy-
telf dressed like a gentleman by stealing
the scara-crows from the corn-felds. but this
year the farmers rip a pair of pants in two
and make the two ragged legs do duty over a
whole forty acres!”

Mistakenr in the Ark.
Ymth’l Companion.

“What was in the ark of thecovenant
which the priests carried on their shoulders?™
asked a Sunday school teacher of ber class of
boys. Up went a small hand.

“You may tell Jimmy,” she said.’

“Noab and his family, and two of every
Alﬁu creature.” was tha.nrompt rep!y. e

A ROUNDABOUT TRIP,

A Five Hundred Mile Ride to Find a
Home Three Blocks Away.

——

Tales by James Payn.

It was a very wet evening and I took shel-
ter in a doorway in the Edgeware road. Po-
liceman XTI soon joined me there. Now, I
never let an opportunity slip when there is
the least chance to obtain information, so I
quietly commenced a conversation with XL

“What is the curiousest thing I ever came
across?’ said he, “Well, sir, that ain't a ques-
tion as is very easy to answer, especially ona
night like tlu. " he added.

“Well, bnu. is a shilling for you, my good
friend, to kcep out the cold, aad to assist
your memory.”

“Then, sir, in course I'll do my | " and
he at once placed himself inan a itude of.
deep thought.

“Well, sir, I've been a rleescman six years,
and last Saturday night, in this ere very
street—it was not murder or robbery, nor
nuthin’ spicey of that sort, but the curicusest
thing as ever I came across,

“It was 10 o'clock, fine and clear, when I
see a crowd; and where there is a crowd. that
is my place, and I'm allus there. It was too
late for Punch, and too early for fighting, so
I thought it might be serious.

‘“When Igot up, it was only a respectable
old party who had lost her way. I thought
at first she was a furriner by her talk, but at
last I found out there was some English in it,
and I managed to find out that she came
from Devonshire, where she said they all
spoke like that, which seemed ridiklus,
doa’t it, sir?

“Ridiklus indeed,” returned L

“Well, there she was,”said he, “a hale,
active old party, with an immense uxghtcap
on her head, her sleeves tucked up to ber
shoulders, and abar of yellow sozp in ber
hand.

“She had been asking ber way to ‘her
daughter Salily’s” of every one she met for
balf an hour or more. And as mest of the
people could not understand what she said,
they took her for @ mad woman, and well

they might.
“‘Well now, my good woman,” said I,
‘what is it?

“Then she told me her story, and though
I could not understand all she said. I man-
aged to pick up that she lived in Deeplane,
Devonshire, and hiad come up the day before
to sed her daughter Sally. It was the firsg
time the old soul had ever left Deeplane, and
Sally’s husband met her at Paddington sta-
tion and took her home, hut where that
home was now she had not the faintest idea

“It was her daughter Saily’s, No. 3, and
that was all she knew. Wheat was her bas-
band’s name? ‘Tom,’ she said: sbe knew no
more.

“She had lost herself in this manner: She
had helped her daughbter to wash, and the
soap ran shiort. The shops were about to
close. o she volunteered to go. She had
been to the grocer’s with Sally, aad could
find her way again. So off she started, and,
after some difficuity, found the shop,bought
her soap, and was returning, but now other
shops were closed, all looked different; she
was in a dilemma; she had even ﬂ,r'rotten
the grocer’s name, who was now closed, and
so she wandered up aud down asking for her
daugbter Sally’s No. :

*I was puzzled w uat todo. Hadit beena
poor child lost, there woukl have been no
difficulty; it would have been as casy as
lying.”

“How so? said I, “I should bave thought
it would have been more difficult witha child
than an adult, even though she came from
Devoushire.”

“Not a poor child, sir. In this case wo
allus says, ‘where does your fatber get his
beer? and out like winkin® comnes the name of
the public house.

“Well, I took her up first one <treet and
then another, thinking she might identify the
right one; but she identified ’em all—they

were all alike to her. So in despair I gave
itup. She would not go fo the station-

bouse, and she wounld not zo to the work-
bouse and what was Ito do with the old

party

“‘I've got my Sally’'s direction writ.
down,’ said she at last, ‘in one of her let-
ters.

“I was just going to let fly, and eall her o

-~ but I thought of my  own ol mother
being in such a fix, and the old party added,
‘Not in my pocket, Mr. Pleeseman, no, not
in my pocket—1 wish it was—bnt in my bak-
ky box (she meant her snuff-box) thac I left
at Deeplane, becavse [ knew there was
plenty of snuff in London, i
side of the bottom drawe

“‘How very particular

‘was as to the
there she

she
exact locality of her Loz, and yet
was in T‘d"cwme road, with nothing but
*Saily, No. 3.

v"‘( & nl Il:’l
vlanc

4 QVell,” saysT,
maust just go back to Dee
e letter.’

lady, vou

for

and lock

bare arms, soap,
trudged ington static
our mien, aud I beard that i

pany took her to Deeg
nothing, ¥s
company and increase i
**And so she came back i
forty hours, with her bar of
ter in her h:m! and reac
Saily’s and No, 3
around about 300 miles; a
ousest thing I ever met on my beat.”

City (’hildrcn in the Country.
Grmnessee Valley (N.Y.) Pnu

“Are those r-<h~mr’ f
little things. they look sickl;

No, madam those are my children!

Two girls here picked berries which they
sold to their bostess for 10 ecnis a quart. 18
was afterward discovered that they had
strippal Virge Willard's private berrvy-
pateh.

One small boy says he can drive, imt ko
cannot “steer” a horse.

On seeing a scarc-crow one  youth opened
his eves in horror and exelaimed:

“What wicked people they is here to harg
a poor old woman.”

Friendly Augelican and small “freshic:”
“Hello, here’s a little New-Yorker.” ~Well,
Iwani you to understand ¥m no eountry
squash.”

When one little zirl was being put to bed
sbe remarked, “We dowt sleep this way as
home. Thercare six of us and we sleep
cross-wise,”

ren? The poor

Ostrichies for Beel
Clicago Heraid.

Ex-Comunissioner of Agriculture LeDuc
thinks domesticated ostriches will soon be
preferable to mules for street car service, and
when worn out will be valuable for beef, An
ostrich, he says, fattened on saw-dust and
scrap iron, makes the best beef in the world.

oth Sides of the QGuestion.

Arkansaw Traveler.

“If the public only knew how much work I
put on my articles. and how bard it is to
write them,” said a political editor, “‘I think

“they would read them with more consider- .
ation.” " replied abystander, “and if
vou knew how hard it is for the publicto
read yourarticles, blamed if you would write
them.”

After the Ezuana.
Springfield Republican.

*“What be them?” said a countryman, stop
ping in front of a fruit store yesterday and
pointing to a bunch of bananas. Having
learned, he bought a plump redskin, and,
without stopping to peel it, bit off the end.
The banana was finished in the same prim-
eval style, and then the granger remarked:
“The rind ain’t much, but the peth is pratty
fair.

Some one who believes that “brevity is the

wul of wit" writes, “‘Dou't eat Q enmbers,
1 Theyll Wup™




