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MISTAKES. 

BY M. A. S. 

I 

' The shades of the twilight are lulling; 
The darkness is coming apace 

And thought for the day and its business 
Ii to revcry fast giving place. 

Before our mind'H eye hangs a curtain; 
Across it dark shadows move fast, 

Cast by memory's own magic lantern 
From fast-moving slides of the past. 

• What are these, that with threatening visage 
Would fright us from comfort and joy? 

The sins and the wrongs we've committed 
Come back now our souls to annoy. 

But we say to the specters, in triumph,] 
" Past sins cannot frighten us now: 

Thou ' • gh you stained our hearts deeper than crimson, 
rlst's blood washes whiter than snow." Chrl 

These pass; and then follow black shadows 
Out of graves which hide loved ones from view, 

And the wounds time in mercy was healing 
Seem opening and bleeding anew. 

But we soothe them with thoughts of reunion 
In the "mansions" prepared by Christ's love; 

And the shades from the hearse and the coffin 
Soon fade in that light from Above. 

Ah! here are new shadows appearing; 
Not frightful, nor sad as the last, 

Yet gloomy—not sins, and not sorrows; 
"No; we're the mistakes of the past. 

'Tis true we've 110 power to frighten, 
Perhaps not to cause you .deep grief, 

But we'll stand here and face and annoy you; 
Say, where will you turn for relief?" 

We pause awhile, waiting to answer; 
But echo alone answers, " Where?" 

Close our eyes, or pretend we don't sec them, 
But still we are sure they are there. 

We know well what to do with past sins; 
We've a balm for deep grirjs and heart aclies; 

But will somebody wiser than we, 
Tell us what to do with mistakes? 

—Christian L'nion. 

LITTLE DETECTIVE. 

BY FRANCIS T. RICHARDSON. 

CHAPTER I. 
Hardly had the Paris world, or more 

particularly the world in -the neighbor
hood of Montrouge, ceased talking of the 
frightful murder that had been commit
ted in that quarter on July 28, when 
another, more frightful if possible, 
took place in the Quartier Montmartre. 

In the first instance an old man had 
been murdered in his bed, his valet left 
for dead in an adjoining room, and the 
apartment searched so thoroughly that a 
considerable sum of money which the 
old man had, as he thought, successfully 
hidden, was found, and the murderer de
camped without leaving the slightest 
clue whereby to trace them. 

The search for this villain had not 
ceased when, on the night of August 13, 
Mme. Yiardot, a widow and a wealthy 
householder, was killed in her dressing 
room. She had evidently been sleeping 
on a couch in that room 011 account of 
the extreme heat of the weather, and 
the sum of fifty thousand francs, which 
she had that day withdrawn Jfrom the 
hank for the purpose of making a pay
ment upon some property she had re
cently bought, was abstracted from the 
secretary in her bedroom. There were 
indications that the poor woman had 
struggled with the assassin; but not a 
sound had been heard by her maid, 
whose room was near by, nor was it pos
sible to surmise how the murderer had 
entered or left the house. 

Mme. Viardot had attended to some 
rather tiresome business during the day, 
and had retired early, while her maid, 
after performing her usual duties, had 
followed her mistress' example. 

She had slept so sountly as not to have 
heard the slightest sound, and in the 
morning, after waiting to hear Madame's 
bell, had knocked at her door to remind 
her Jbat she had intended to go to early 
mass, as it was the anniversary of her 
husband's death. She had received no 
reply, and, after rapping once or twice 
more, had softly opened the door, even 
then a little alarmed, for Madame was 
an unusually light sleeper. Her screams 
as she saw her mistress dead before her, 
soon reached the cook and housemaid, 
who flew to her side, and in a few mo
ments more a mnmmaire de police and a 
stern appearing sergent derille were in the 
room examining, questioning and search
ing, but in vain, for some clue to the 
murderer. . 

" It is the same man, Gustave," said 
the commissaire in a low tone to his sub
ordinate. 
" I am sure of it, monsieur," replied 

the sergeant. 
It was evident, said the surgeon, that 

death had been caused by a blow which 
madame had received on her head, from 
some heavy, blunt instrument. " And 
that is precisely what they said about 
M. Morgat, who was murdered last 
month," said the coachman to the weep
ing cook. 

It was quite true, but that was all 
they found; and in spite of all their vig-
ilence, a fortnight passed, and they were 
no wiser than before. 

About six o'clock on the morning of 
the 6th of September, a young man, only 
partly dressed, and in a state of great 
excitement, was seen in a window in the 
Rue Poissonniere. He was gesticulating 
violently, and heard to scream in shril 
tones, " Aux secours, aux secours! Je mis 
vole, je mis vole!" 

To the sergeant de ville. who had come 
quickly to his aid, he explained that the 
day before his uncle had confided to him 
for safe keeping a considerable' sum of 
money which hebad not cared to carry 
to his country home, and which he was 
to use on tlie morrow. The uncle, when 
he arrived from St. Cloud, corroborated 
the young man'B story. Again the 
police examined and questioned; again 
ail was in vain; but in reply to the 
youth's lamentations that he had slept 
so soundly as to have been unable to de
fend the property intrusted to him, they 
gravely reminded him of M. Morgat and 
Mme. Viardot, who probably had been 
awakened by the same criminal, only to 
be sent by him to their long, dreamless 
rest. 

They did not doubt that the same 
mind had planned and the same hand had 
executed the murders of July 28 and 
August 13, and the robbery of Septem
ber 6. 

By this time public excitement had 
risen to a great height, and the daily 
papers criticised the police in a manner 
most distressing to the feelings of that 
vainglorious but generally most efficient 
body of men. They were angry, morti
fied, frightened., This was 110 common 

,, criminal with whom they had to deal. 
Ten days more had passed, and on the 

evening of September 17 the papers were 
full of an affair that had taken place in 
the Boulevard de Sebastopol the night 
before. M. de Joly, who lived en garcon 
on the third floor of a large and very re
spectable house in the Boulevard, had 
made a very pretty fortune at the 
Bourse. He was unmarried, and bis 
only relative was a brother, to whom he 
was sincerely attached, who had gone 
many years before to the United States, 
settled in New Orleans, where he had 
married, had a large family, and lived 
most comfortably. He continually 
wrote the most affectionate letters to M. 

de Joly, begging him to come and pass 
the remainder of his life with him. 

This the elder brother had at last de
cided to do. He had sold his furniture, 
let his apartment to a friend who was to 
take possession of it oh September' 17, 
on the evening of which day it was the 
intention of M. de Joly to sail from 
Havre to New York, as he had an old 
friend in the latter city whom he was 
anxious to meet before establishing in 
New Orleans. 

He had a considerable sum of money 
in the house, though less than might 
have been expected, for late in the day, 
acting upon the advice of a friend, he 
had bought letters of credit for large 
amounts on New'Orleans. 

It was the custom of the old woman 
who waited upon him to rap at his door 
punctually at 8 every morning; but she 
had been directed to call him, on this 
his last day in Pans, at 6. Hoping that 
monsieur's geneioaity would equal her 
diligence and punctuality, she was there 
at the moment, rapped, and awaited a 
reply. 

Again she rapped, and waited again; 
nothing but silence. Muttering to her
self that monsieur must indeed have 
been very tired since he slept so soundly, 
she rapped a third time, and called, a 
little impatiently. 

" Monsieur, monsieur! It is past the 
time you desired me to call you "—and 
listened. The silence was * at length 
broken by a faint sound like a heavy 
sigh, and followed after a short interval 
by an unmistakable groan. Another in
terval, and groan succeeded groan. 

" Monsieur," cried the old woman 
thoroughly frightened, "are you ill? If 
you can unfasten the door, I will come 
to your assistance." 

A deeper groan was the only reply, 
She waited for a moment, then ran rap
idly down stairs to the lodge of the con
cierge and told him what had occurred. 
Arming himself with an immense bunch 
of keys, he rapidly followed the woman 
as she ran up stairs, and in a moment 
more the door was opened. The same 
instant showed them that M. de Joly 
was not lying ill in his bed as they had 
expected to find him, but was stretched 
motionless and unconscious on the floor 
of an ante-chamber, his face and head 
covered with blood. 

"Fly! fly for help!" cried the old 
woman in an agony of fear. "He is 
dead "—and almost before she had done 
speaking the concierge was in the street, 
and in an incredibly short time had re
turned with a physician and a sergent de 
villa, who after a slight examination sent 
to the nearest police station for his super
ior, the commissaire. In the meantime, 
M. de Joly—thanks to the skillful treat
ment of his physician—had recovered 
consciousness, though some time elansed 
before he was able to speak. At®fast 
slowly, and with great ettoil, he related 
the following facts: 

He had retired early on the previous 
evening, being much fatigued, and in
tending to rise at an unusually early 
hour 011 the following morning*. How 
long he had slept he did not know, when 
he was roused by a very slight sound in 
the adjoining room. Half asleep, and 
thinking that it was a great Angora cat, 
of whom he was very fond, scratching to 
be admitted to his bed room, he rose 
without a moment's hesitation and open
ed the door between the two rooms. . No 
sooner had he done so than he received a 
heavy blow upon his shoulder which 
caused him to fall to the floor in great 
agony, and another on his head, which 
must have deprived him of consciousness. 

Two or three times during the night he 
had recovered himself, only to sink again 
into insensibility; and he had made a 
great though unsuccessful effort to reply 
to the old woman and to open the door 
for her. He had been robbed of his 
money and papers. Again and again did 
M. de Joly reply to the questions asked 
him, that he could say no more; and he 
only saw, as he opened his bedroom door, 
the figure of a little man in the light that 
came through the window from the 
street. But in reply to the questions put 
to him, the concierge declared positively 
that no one left the house to his know 
ledge after seven o'clock that night. 

" Would it be possible for any one to 
leave without your knowledge, mon 
sieur?" 

" No, monsieur." 
Upon hearing this statement, the po

liceman who had been on duty in that 
immediate neighborhood between, the 
hours of twelve and two, declared that 
he had been walking slowly up the 
street, watching two women, evidently a 
young lady and her maid, who passed 
him rapidly, and who seemed to be 
frightened at being out so late. He 
heard the young lady say, "Hurry, 
Toinette. 1 do not like being out at 
this ." But he lost the rest of the 
sentence. He had followed tbem as far 
as he could, thinking that his presence 
would reassure them. His beat ended 
at the corner of the Rue des Acacias, 
and the house in which M. de Joly livec. 
was two doors from the corner, on the 
pposi te side. As -the women were cross

ing the street he looked at his watch and 
saw that it was fifteen minutes past one, 
As he again looked at the two women 
they were passing No. 95 (the house in 
which the robbery was committed) and 
he saw the door open, a short, thickset 
man come leisurely out, close the door 
behind him and walk slowly away in an 
opposite direction. It did not excite 
his curiosity or surprise in the slightest 
degree, for it was no unusual thing for 
people to be out in Paris at unseasonable 
hours. 

The inmates of the house were ques
tioned, and it appeared that none of 
them had been out late on the preceding 
evening, or had had company, with the 
exception of the family on the fourth 
floor, whose grandfather had called 
early in the evening and gone away at 
half-past nine precisely, and the family 
in the entresol, who had received a visit 
from the fiance of mademoiselle their 
eldest daughter—but he had gone away 
at a very few minutes after ten, as all 
the family could testify, as well as the 
concierge, to whom the nappy lover had 
generously and extravagantly given the 
munificent sum of ten francs. Not 
only that, but he proved to the entire 
satisfaction of every one that lie had 
gone directly from No. 95 to the Cafe 
d'Algerie, where he had played bezique - - . „ que 
with some of his brother officers until a 
quarter of two. 

The young lady was found who had 
passed with her maid, and who had no
ticed the man who came out of No. 95 as 
they passed the door. 

He was short'. She did not see his 
face distinctly, but thought she should 
recognize him again by his general ap
pearance. He was not stout, but looked 
very strong. 

And this was. all. M. de Joly recover
ed his health, Jbut not his money; the 
police were in a state of baffled disap
pointment and frantic fury; the Parisi
ans were in a pitiable condition of terror 
and indignation. How was it possible 
for this miscreant to enter and leave the 
house unnoticedb ' How was it possible 
for him to know exactly who had and 
who had not money, and to spot his vic
tims with unerring precision ?-• -

CHAPTER H. 
On the morning of the 26th of Sep

tember the children of the Faubourg 
Montmartre were wild with glee: for on 

the afternoon of that day the favorite 
and justly celebrated M. Valet was to 
give the first performance of the season 
of his famous troupe of trained ponies, 
goats, dogsj and monkeys, 

M. Valet frequented all the fetes of 
Paris and its environs with his little 
company; but in spite of his numerous 
engagements he found time each year to 
devote a few days to the children of 
Montmartre. 

In a vacant lot, on which an old house 
had lately been demolished, he set his 
tent, gay with flags and streamers, in the 
rear of which stood the gaudily painted 
wagons in which he carried his property 
from place to place. 

The first performance' ;md commenced 
punctually, at two o'clock, ill. Valet, a 
large, stout, rosy-cheeked young man, 
clad in a very tight and dirty green 
frock coat, and equally tight but per
fectly spotless white leathern breetches 
and top boots, had made his bow to the 
crowd of blaok-eyed, bright-faced chil
dren, who with their mammas and 
nurses, very nearly filled the little tent. 
A few fathers and elder brothers were 
there prepared to thoroughly enjoy M. 
Vallet's snow. 

The children laughed, and chattered, 
and applauded. The ponies had done 
all their tricks, the goats had been intro
duced and played their parts with the 
greatest gravity and dccorum; the dogs 
had danced, and walked upside down 
and wrong end foremost; had smoked 
the pipe of peace, and directly afterward 
killed and buried each other; and then 
—then camc the long-expected moment 
when M. Valet announced the monkeys. 
What shrill cries of "Mon Dieu! que 
e'est drole!" what shouts of delight and 
clapping of hands, as twelve little mons
ters in their tawdry finery, securely fast
ened to the bench on which they sat, 
glancing sharply from right to left, and 
anxiously at their master, were carried 
in by two very dirty-faced young men. 
What cries of delight when the bench 
was placed before a table covered with a 
cloth which might once have been white, 
and which was evidently the banqueting 
board. 

It must be confessed that the guests 
did not strictly observe the rules of eti
quette, but displayed intense delight at 
the prospect of a feast, mingled with 
fear lest they might yet be disappointed. 

They clutched madly at the table 
cloth, and kicked wildly at the table, 
upon which as yet no viands had been 
placed, rattling the chains which bound 
them, or stopped suddenly to search 
gravely for one of those minute but 
active creatures which render their lives 
a burden to them, but which they never 
succeed in finding. (If a monkey were 
to devote the same time and patience to 
the attainment of any other object, the 
art of talking for instance, what wonder
ful results he might obtain.) 

After a short delay, the ragged carpet 
that served as a curtain was once more 
lifted, and a comical little monkey, a 
tiny, tiny creature, in the white cap and 
apron of a cook, appeared, carrying a 
little basket, which, small as it was, was 
evidently too large for his slender 
strength. He stopped occasionally on 
his passage from the greenroom to the 
banquet'hall, and peering anxiously at 
his master, whose attention was divided 
between his very boisterous guests and 
himself, abstracted from the basket a bit 
of apple or a nut, and quickly thrust 
them into his capacious jaws. 

This grotesque yet melancholy little 
object, having as length reached the end 
of his journey, unwillingly yielded up 
the precious basket to M. Valet, who, 
with an impartial hand, distributed its 
contents and that of a much larger one 
among his greedy party; when, with a 
wild shriek of terror, the little cook tore 
off his cap and apron and flew, father 
than ran, over the shoulders and heads of 
the afrighted audience, and past the 
astonished young woman who was count
ing her money at the door. M. Valet 
followed him as quickly as possible, as 
did a few of the audience; but nothing 
was to be seen of the terrified creature, 
in a few hasty words M. Valet offered a 
reward for his recovery and safe return, 
stationed some idle boys and men to 
watch the neighborhood where he had 
disappeared and returned to finish the 
performance. In a little speech to his 
audience he told them how much lie 
valued this little monkey, whom he had 
only some two years, not only on account 
of his intelligence and droll ways, but be
cause lie was the most affectionate, the 
most loving little creature in the world; 
and he begged them, if they had any 
suspicion as to the cause of his terror and 
flight to confide it to him. No one had 
seen anything. One or two persons were 
entering at the moment, but apart from 
the slight confusion they made in finding 
their places, every one Avas intent upon 
the monkeys and their dinner. The per
formance was quickly ended, and M. 
Valet, whose good nature and unassumed 
grief won him many sympathizing 
friends among the children, set forth in 
search of the lost monkey. 

He had not been seen, and not even the 
flutter of a leaf on the trees had escaped 
the attention of the gathered multitudes 
of gamins, idle men, pretty bonnes with 
their little charges, and even one Or two 
fierce-looking gendarmes, who were gaz
ing anxiously at every spot where a fly 
might have taken shelter. 

" He can not have gone far," declared 
M. Valet. " I am sure he is in the ivy 
that grows on those old houses opposite. 
He will come to me when he sees me." 
And he called and whistled, and sang 
those airs with which his pauvre petite 
ami had been most familial. 

Poor little Zizi, meantime, had flown, 
like one possessed, to the shelter of the 
ivy which grew so luxuriantly upon the 
neighboring houses. Once concealed 
among its clustering branches, he looked 
for a few moments anxiously and fear
fully about him, shivering with cold and 
terror; then slowly and carefully poked 
his way upward, until at last in the Man
sard roof ne found an open window. 

this reflection toi.be, to engage in the 
search for that fyme of his existences', the 
active and voracious flea, he hopped 
slowly over to the toilet table, and Zizi 
peered into it'and behind it, vainly try
ing to touch the little animal that so 
constantly eluded his grasp. At last his 
curiosity became so much excited that 
he began the search in earnest, and with 
activc, nimble fingers was feeling all 
over and around the little piece of furni
ture. At the back one of the board was 
loose, and though his slender fingers 
looked too weak to demolish even this 
cheap, shabby little article, Zizi's dex 
terity and adroitness were greater than 
his weakness, and in a few moments the 
back of the mirror was stripped off, and 
Zizi's delight at pulling out the papers 
that he found neatly folded between the 
wood and the glass caused him quite to 
forget the object of his search. 

His attention was, however, directed 
from this charming employment by a 
sound in the next room, and with one 
wild cry, as he recognized the man whose 
appearance had so terrified him in the 
tent, Zizi fled by the open window. 

The man who had entered the room 
stood, with the lighted candle in his 
hand, as if transfixed with astonishment; 
and then, muttering to himself, proceed
ed to examine the apartment. 

He laughed a little as he found that 
the little devil, as he called him, had 
eaten his supper; but his amusement 
changed to anger when he found the 
broken mirror and pieces of paper, He 
examined them all caresully, and then, 
apparently satisfied with his scrutiny, 
replaced them in the hiding place from 
which Zizi had taken them; and with 
dexterity and spryness almost equal to 
the monkey's, he mended the broken 
mirror. 

As dinner time approached M. Valet 
was left alone, or nearly so; but still he 
kept his post, and watched and waited, 
whistling ancfsinging patiently. 

As night fell, and the terrified Zizi, 
once more hidden in the ivy, peered 
anxiously about him, lie heard hie 
master's voice, and in a moment more, 
cold. and trembling leaped on his 
shoulder, and, clinging desperately to 
him. hid himself in the warm, familiar 
breast. M. Valet held him tightly, and 
tried to warm and comfort him; for the 
poor creature shook and shivered in an 
agony of fear. 

"A la bonheur," cries a gendarme, who 
had been standing on the opposite side 
of the street. "So you have got the 
little wretch again. I have been w&tch-
ing that window for the last ten minutes, 
and saw the little good for-nothing 
come flying out, and then peep from the 
ivy at you. I was just going to tell you 
to look at him when he began to descend, 
and I was afraid if I moved or spoke it, 
would frighten the poor beast away 
again." 

" Poor little man, how terrified lie is," 
said M. Valet, opening his coat to stroke 
Zizi, who still struggled to hide himself. 
"But what hast thou there, my little good 
man?" he asked, trying to take from 
Zizi's hand something which he still 
clutched tightly. 

" It is money. " Oh, you little thief!" 
said the policeman, as the stepped under 
a gaslamp and examined the crumpled 
paper. 

" It is not a bank note—" 
" But a draft—on New Orleans—and 

to the credit of—of—Jules Alphonse de 
Joly—de Joly. Mon Dim! It was he 
who was robbed and so nearly murdered 
a few days since, Saprhtc! but you 
have done well this time, you wretch. 
Listen, monsieur. He must have enter
ed the apartment of the murderer or of 
one of his accomplices, and stolen this 
bit of paper, which shall be the means 
of discovering the villain. I must make 
this known at the prefecture without de
lay, and yet I dare not leave the house 
for fear that the wretch may make his 
escape in my absence. I hardly know 
what to do. Ah, there is the concierge 
of the house at the door. Happily he is 
a friend of mine, and an honest man. I 
will have three words with him, and 
find out who his lodgers are at this mo
ment. Will you watch the window for 
a moment, monsieur, and if the light 
should be extinguished give me some 
ignal; whistle something—'Ah, e'est 

toi, Mme. Barras,' for instance?" and 
before the astonished showman could re
ply the gendarme had left him, and was 
seen slowly approaching his friend the 
concierge, who stood idly leaning against 
the door enjoying the fresh evening air.: 

" Bon Koir, won ant!," said the gend
arme as lie stopped by his friend's side. 
" How art thou?" 

" Very well, I thank yon, mousieur, 
but a little anxious. Indeed I havesome-
thing strange to confide to you. An 
hour ago something extraordinary took 
place in this house." 

"Indeed!" said the gendarme. "Of 
what nature was the event?" 

" Listen monsieur, and I will tell you. 
We have a lodger on the fifth floor whom 
I do not love. He has done nothing that 
I know of to deserve my hatred, but 
confess, neverthclses, that I feel the 
strongest aversion to him. He is occu 
pied, he tells me, at the Theatre de la 
Porte St. Martin; but I do not believe 
him, and to-morrow I shall, take steps to 
ascertain the truth. His movements are 
very irregular. Sometimes he is away 
for a week at a time, in the country, he 
says, and sometimes he does not leave his 
apartment for days. However, I should 
not have thought so much of that but 
for what took place an hour ago. Listen, 
monsieur, and I will tell you all. I had 
gone up to the fifth floor to put away 
some articles belonging to my wife, in a 
closet that nearly adjoins the apartment 
of M. Benet, when I heard his step ap
proaching on the stair. I did not care to 
meet him, so 1 blew out my light and 
stood with the door of the eloset ajar in 
my hand until he should have passed, 
and I could descend unheard. He 
stopped at his door and pulled from his 

fied on that point very soon, my friend, 
but for the moment I am dumb. In the 
meantime you can, by any chance, re
member upon what occasion M. Benet 
has been absent for a night or for 9 long 
time?" 

" I can not remember, but I can ;sliow 
exactly; for I am very systematic, and I 
keep a little book which will tell you all 
you wish to know." . < 

" Good, very good," repeated the gen
darme. " You are a model concierge. 
Ah, I see," lie added, as he glanced over 
the book, which his friend quickly placed 
in his hand. "He arrived on July 14, 
from sea, you think, from the appearance 
of his packages, and was away in the 
country J,uly 27, 28 and 29. He depart
ed again for the country on the after
noon of August 13, and returned on,, the 
evening of the 14th. He was absent 
again the last week in August. Again 
for a day on September C and 7. I think 
I have seen enough, thank you my 
ftiend, and that we shall be obliged to 
furnish apartments, at the expense of the 
government to M. Benet;" and raising a 
little whistle he had to his mouth, ne 
blew softly upon it. 

Instantly twe figures appeared, ap
proaching slowly from opposite direc
tions. 

In a moment more the two newly ar
rived policemen were left to guard the 
door and prevent the egress of this one 
person, while our old acquaintances, the 
gendarme, M. Valet, ana Zizi, hastened 
to the Prefecture, where the marvellous 
story was soon told, and M. Benet's cap
ture speedily effected. 

"Ah," exclaimed M. Valet, as his 
eyes rested upon the prisoner's face, " no 
wonder poor little Zizi was frightened 
It was of this villain I bought the poor 
little beast, all bleeding and wounded 
from his cruel blows. And—now 1 re
member—it was you who entered my 
tent just as poor Zizi fled screaming. It 
was you who terrified him. Ah, you be 
gan badly, my friend, in ill-treating a 
poor, helpless little beast, and you have 
ended badly in killing the poor, helpless 
sleepers whose goods you stole." 

"That is enough M. Valet—quite 
enough," said the commissaire at last. 
" We have discovered, thanks to your 
little friend, this wicked culprit. It 
now remains for us to search his apart
ment, and to find, if possible, the bills 
and papers he undoubtedly has in his 
possession. 

" It is not necessary, M. le Prefet. I, 
villian as I am, believe in God, and He 
it is who has discovered all this. Two 
years ago, when I was not as bad as I am 
now, but bad enough, I was beating poor 
Zizi by the window. A good old priest 
passed by and saw me. '.Take care, niy 
friend, take care,' said he. ' Some time 
you will wish you had not struck so 
many blows.' That time has come. I 
do wish it with all my heart. The good 
God knows I wish it. But to save you 
trouble, monsieur, I will tell you all, 
only give me time. The papers you will 
find concealed between the glass and the 
wooden boards at the back of my little 
mirror that stands on my table. I will 
answer any questions you may ask, mon
sieur." 
" fSapriste! but this is an extraordinary 

prisoner we have here," said the Prefect 
to the commissaire below his breath.. 

" It is truly," replied the commissaire, 
"but he must be none the less carefully 

uarded. To-morrow we will know all. 
'hat is all for to-night;" he added, turn

ing to the prisoner,Remove him"—to 
the guards. 

"One moment,if you please, Monsieur 
le Prefect," said Benet, his face flaming 
scarlet. " May I see a priest now—to
night?" 

" Mon Dieu! yes," replied the prefect 
in astonishment; and in a moment more 
the prisoner and his guards had disap-. 
peared. 

The priest came and went, his grave, 
sweet face sadder and paler than usual as 
he passed the guard at the door, and beg
ged that the prisoner might have a cup 
of cold water taken to him. To the 
gendarme who carried him the water 
some minutes after, the prisoner was 
most grateful. "I will answer all their 
questions in the morning," he said as he 
handed back the cup. "Bonne nuit, mon 
ami, bonne nuit." 

"Bonne nuit" replied the guard, less 
gruffly than usual. 

But the murderer answered no more 
questions, for when they entered his cell 
in the morning he was quite dead. "It 
was not suicide," said the surgeons who 
examined him, " but a visitation of 
God." He had died from heart disease, 

But MM. le Prefect and le Commis
saire will never cease to regret that they 
delayed questioning him until morning. 

They will never know now how he com
mitted these crimes. 

CALIFORNIA GRAPES. 

Dr 
noticed 

Then he stopped, listened, and peeped 
cautiously in. Not a sound did he hear, 
not a living creature did he see, but in
stead a tiny little room, with a range for 
cooking on one side, in which a fire still 
smouldered, and a table on which lay a 
heap of apples and apricots. Zizi loved 
the warmth of the fire even on the warm 
September afternoon, and the fruit 
tempted him so that he almost forgot his 
strange terror as he gazed upon it. 
Cautiously he entered the open window 
and approached the table. To place the 
apples and apricots in a little heap on 
the piece of carpet by the fire, and .settle 
himself comfortably to enjoy the feast, 
was the work of a few moments for M. 
Zizi. This done, he rested from his 
labors, and dozed a little, very lightly, 
however, for at the slightest sound he 
opened his little black eyes and gazed 
anxiously around him. Nothing but 
the closing of a distant door disturbed 
him, however; and at last, gathering 
fresh courage, he set forth to explore his 
new domain. The kitchen did notocchpy 
him long, and he slipped nimbly into 
the adjoining room. The clean white 
bed in one corner, and the garments 

jing from a row of pegs on the wall, 
dividea his attention, until at last Zizi 
caught a glimpse of his double in the 
little mirror that stood on the toilet, 
table. 

Hesitating a moment before he joined 
his new acquaintance, as he supposed 

pocket a little piece of candle which he 
lighted before he entered the room. He 
opened the door very softly and entered, 
I watching him, when suddenly, mon
sieur, I heard the most fearful, the-most 
blood-curdling shriek you can imagine. 
It was not like a woman's voice, and 
there could have been no woman in the 
room. The man stood for aninstkrit like 
one petrified with astonishment. 
Then, muttering to himself, he proceeded 
to examine two rooms. I could watch 
every movement from where I'stood, and, 
monsieur, he found nothing; there was 
no one there but himself., But .some one 
had been there, for M. Benet found his 
mirror broken and some papers which he 
had evidently hidden there strewn all 
over the table and floor; and monsieur,, 
from where I stood they looked like 
bank notes." 

"Ah!" said the gendarme. " What 
did he do with1 those papers?" 

" He replaced them smoothly between 
the glass and the back of the mirror 
which he mended." 

"Ah!" repeated the gendarme. 
" Does the mirror belong to M. Benet or 
to the house? " 

"To the house, monsieur. He rents 
the apartment furnished." 

" Crood—very good," " said" the .gen
darme. "It is evident ouf friend has no 
immediate intention of depriving utf of 
his delightful society." 

" But the scream, monsieur? " demand
ed the concierge. 

"I think your curiosity will be Rati*-

A Nose Fashioner. 
Cid, an inventive surgeon of Paris, 
d that elderly people who for a 

long time have worn eye-glasses support
ed 011 the nose by a spring are apt to 
have this organ long and thin. This he 
attributes to the compression which the 
ipnng exerts on the arteries by which 
the nose is nourished. Not long 1 " 
ward a young lady of 15 consulted him to 
see if he could restore to moderate 
dimensions her nose, which was large, 
fleshy and unsightly. He took exact 
measurement, and had constructed for 
her a "lunette prince-nez"—a spring and 
pad for compressing the artery—which 
was worn at night, and when she con-
viently could during the daytime. In 
three weeks a consolatory diminuation 
was evident, and in three months the 
young lady was quite satisfied with the 
improvement in her features. This story 
recalls Captain Marryatt's phrenological 
developer, 

Whittier's Slow Popularity. 
An intimate friend of Whittier says 

that Muzzey of Cornhill (Boston) bought 
the poet's copyrights, years ago for $500 
and a percentage on ,the sale of his 
books, and by putting them in neat cov
ers made them quite profitable, to the 
poet's amazement. Tickndr & Fields 
made an arrangement with Whittier after 
Muzzey's death, and put him in blue and 
gold, but he had little benefit from these 
because of the. $1,200 he had spent in buy
ing back the copyrights from Muzzey's 
estate. " Snow-Dound," which the au
thor thinks a rather indifferent piece of 
verse, surprised him by its sudden popu
larity, which floated his other poems 

"also, so that one winter morning he could 
remark to a visitor: "Thee will have to 
excuse me, for 1 must go to the office of 
the collector." Then with a humorous 
gleam in his eye, he added: " Since 
' Snow-bound' was published I have ri*»n 
to the dignity of an income-tax." 

M. X is a Widower. Since the 
time He lost fcis Jwife^ whom he 'adoiisd,' 
five years ago, he has not left of! looking 
every day at the locket containing the 
hair of his dear companion. Yesterday 
he had a visit 'from a friend at the 
moment when he was dyeing the lock of 
hair of the much-loved one. "What 
are you doing?" asked.his friend. "You 
see well enough I am dyeing this hair an 
ash-blonde, because this color is much 
worto now. I wish the hair ofrrty saintfcd 
Maria tobq infa«hioni'" 
" MY luck," exclaimed a Bohemian, 

" is so atrociously bad," that I believe if 
I Were to invest in some Boap, washing 
would go out of fashion to-morrow," 

The Growth «f Vlneeultnre in the 
«old«n State-Seme t'ncU About the 
Wine District. 

Correspondence of the Boston Journal. 

The crop of grapes in California the 
present year will probably be the largest 
ever known. Greater attention than 
ever is being paid to grape culture, and 
the quantity of wine that will be the re
sult of this season's product cannot be 
less than 8,000,000 gallons, which, at 25 
cents a gallon, would yield a revenue of 
$2,000,000. The larger portion of the 
grape crop, I find, is turned into wine, 
brandy and vinegar, while the remainder 
is used for the table, and converted into 
raisins. Probably there ar& not Icte' tljtan 
30,000,000 vines now under cultivation 
in the stttte," all gfbwing iff the middle 
and southern portions. The Sonoma 
Valley is the great wine district the 
county of Napa, which a few years ago 
was almost given up to wheat raising, is 
now nearly one immense vineyard. 

As the result of my observations in 
some of the vineyards I have visited, I 
find that the soil and climate of Cali
fornia seem to, be especially adapted to 
grape culture. It makes no difference 
whether the vines are grown on rich and 
fertile lands in the valleys, or on the dry 
and serile hill slopes of the Sierras. In 
fact, the wine made of grapes grown on 
the latter is stronger ana considered of a 
better quality than the valley wines. 
Where vineyards depend upon irrigation 
I am told that the water greatly deteri
orates the grape for wine-making. The 
character and quality of the wine made 
appear to be greatly influenced by the 
climate and soil. Take the same variety 
of grape and plant the vine in di-
ferent sections, and you get. a 
different quality*of wine. From the 
same vine I also find that dif
ferent brands are made, many which are 
of superior excellence in color and rich
ness, and make desirable table wines. 
Some of the wine makers claim that their 
wines will favorably compare with ihe 
best of foreign importations and in some 
respects fully equal them. 

If what I am informed is true, there 
are millions of gallons bearing French 
and German labels sold for foreign wine 
which is really from California. This 
shows that it is the brand that governs 
wine drinkers and not the quality of the 
wine, and also indicates that there are 
but few wine drinkers who are judges of 
tho article. There is no doubt in my 
mind that an immense quantity of Cali
fornia wine shipped to the east gets 
" doctored " by middlemen, and that the 
consumers there don't always get the 
pure grape juice, I also learn that in 
shipping either by rail or water, some of 
the more delicate wines are impaired in 
flavor and bouquet by certain chemical 
changes taking place on the way. Or
dinary wines, however, can be shipped 
with but slight injury. 

The original grape vines were- planted 
in this state a century ago by the first 
missionaries. But the early mission 
vine, although yet largely cultivated, is 
greatly outnumbered by foreign importa
tions which are far superior. >-ome of 
the vineyards are very extensive, cover
ing exhausted grain fields and abandon
ed placer mining districts. An acre of 
land will produce, nearly four hundred 
gallons of wine. Fourteen pounds of 
grapes will make one gallon of wine, jind 
five gallons of wine will make one gallon 
of brandy. In five years the wine pro
duct has increased over two hundred per 
cent. Last year there was a large falling 
off in Eastern sales, probably uot over 
one million gallons being shipped. This 
left such a large surplus here that the 
cellars of numerous vinters are now 
overstocked. This will probably effect 
the demand for this year's vintage. 

The principal varieties of wine made 
are hack, champagne, sherry and port. 
In flavor and aroma some of these 
brands, a gentleman who professes to. be 
a connoiseur tells me,, will fully equal 
the best foreign brands. An excellent 
article of ciaret is made from the Zin-
findle grape. All of the poor and un
saleable wines are made into brandy. 
The strong wines are the best for distil
lation. Last year there were over 
250,000 gallons of brandy made, and this 
year there will be more. There are 
some defects in brandy making which 
skill and experience will undoubtedly 
remedy. Most of the brandy made is 
crude and fiery, and is not in such de
mand as the different red and white 
wines. 

Some of the choicest varieties of grape 
are made into raisins. I have seen 
specimens which, in quality, seemed to 
ne equal to the best foreign importation 
The genuine Malaga Muscatel is raised 
in numerous vineyards. There is one 
raisin grower who expects to turn out in 
the course of four or five years some 100,-
000 boxes annually, or one-ninth of the 
entire importation of the country at the 
present time. There are now only made 
some 20,000 boxes in the whole state; but 
their manufacture is increasing because 
it is a profitable industry. A gra 
grower informs me that he can mal 
money at making and selling raisins fit 
six cents per pound; but he prefers con
verting his grapes into wine, because it 
is more profitable. 

There seems to be a general opinion that 
the wine industry of California before 
many years will be carried on to such an 
extent that she will take the lead jn the 
markets of the world for her vinous pro 
duct. Every year increases the reputa
tion of her wines. One advantage she 
possesses over European grape-growing 
countries, and that is while their vine
yards are subiect to the terrible ravages 
of phylloxera, here such a pest is almost 
wholly unknown. 

A11 Old Tombstone. 
The workmen on the foundation of the 

enlargement of the Boston postoffice 
building unearthed a gravestone about 
seven feet below the level of the street, 
It bore the following inscription: • 

HERE LYETH BURIDE 
Ye BODY OF JOSHUA ; ! 

HEWES AGED 6C 
YEARS DEPARTED v, ; ... 
THIS LIFE Ye 25.. , 

DAY OF JANUARY, . , / 
1675: ;v"7. 

The stone is oi blue slate, two feet 
four inches long and one foot six and 
three-quarters inches wide. The toj) is 
in the form of a segment, with two 
small, semi-circles at the sides, under 
which is a rosette bearing traces of a 
skilful carver. The stone will probably 
be placed among the Old South collec
tion for awhile.. iU" : 

-»*Tr-
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Mad, XVIII. 202. . 

BY ALFRED TBNNYSOK. 

So saying, light-foot IrU naai'd *war< 
Then roso Achillea, dear to Zeus; and round 
Tho warrior's puissant ihi . . . Pallas flung 
llvr fringed tegis, and around ms head 
The glorious goddess wreath'd n golden cloud, 
And from it lighted an all-shining flame. 
As wlicn a sinoke from a city goes to heaven 
Far off from out an Island girt ny foes* . 
All day the men contend in grevioua war, « 
From ihfilrown city, and, with set of sun 
Their fires flame thickly, and aloft the glare 
Flies streaming, if perchance the neighbors rouud. , 
Mar see, and sail to help them In the war; 4 
•So from his head the splendor went to heaven. 
From wall to dyke, be stept, he stood, nor Jolu'd . > . 
The Achrcaris-r-honoring his wise mother's word-. • 
Thero standing, shnutea;4>allat far away 
Call'd; and a boundless panic shock the foe. 
Forfikc h Wear voice when a trumpet shrlllg, ,':i •r 

Blown by the.flcreetlWlcagiftrs of a "town,. 
So rang the clear voice ol^akldpn-
And when the brazen cry of ^aftldcs 
Waa heard among the Ti-ojuns,,ail iheir.hearU - , 
Were troubled, and the full-raaned horses whirl'd 
The chariots backward, knowing grief» at hand; 
And sheer-astounded were the charioteers 
To see tho dread, unwearlahloHre 
That always o'er the great Melon's head 
Burnt, for the bright-eyed goddess made it burn. 
Thrice from the dyke he sent his mighty shout. 
Thrice backward recl'd the Tr.ij.-ins and allies; 
And there and then twelve of his noblest died 
Among their spears and chariots. 

—Nineteenth Century, -

WIT AND HUMOR. 

Cruel War. 
The Courier from Helpna, 

latches from\ Gibbon, reached Fort 
lhaw the following day. As the dust-, 

covered horseman, approached the quar
ters, a lady , sitting in front of one, 01 the 
cottages, with a young baby in.her arms, 
accostedhim: • ' 

" Have you news from the command ?" 
" Yes, madam, I bring dispatches." 
" Tell me the news, quick." A "•>• •< ' 
" A battle was fought on the 9th. Cajt-

tain Logan and Lieutenant Bradley are 
,*><"..! il-d 

ThebaDy dropped from the nervelege, 
arms and the young mother fell back 
in a swoon. 

It was Mrs. 'Bradley, the wife of the 
brave officer first to fall in the battle of 
the Big Hole.—Helma (Mont.,) JTeraleL 

DOG days are almost over, but cat 
nights last all the year round. 

THE health journals now say that we " 
must sleep with our heads toward the 
north in order to be healthy. By and by 
a man will need the services of a civil 
engineer when he sleeps in a strange bed. 

"MADAME," said an impertinent 
boarder to his landlady, "your butter is 
too aristocratic for my democratic taste. 
It is one of the cases in which sweetness 
is preferable to rank." 

" CABPEKTKB," said a gentleman, J 
finding a lot of nails strewn about (lie 
floor, " if you do not pick Jip those nails < 
they will be lost." " No fear," said the 
man, " you will find them all in the bill." 

GUSHING rural correspondent.—"See 
the cattle disporting themselves in yon- . 
der field. Wnat would that little lamb 
be without its capers?" It wouldn't be 
fit to eat, in our estimation. 

I DON'T want any trashy books 'bqUt 
travels," said a tax-paying Comstocker 
to a rashly importunate agent, " but if 
you've got any of them cyclopedros, I 
don't knpW.but.what I might take a vol-
uw."—Virginia' Enterprise'. " *» 

WHEN we see an item headed "Ivy 
Poisoning," we know ^ome person,has 
been poisoned by ivy; but When we see 
"Wife Poisoning," the wife is not the 
poisoner, but the poisoned. A beauti
fully simple language is ours. 

GOVERNESS: "DO you know, Ernest, 
that I heard of rt little boy not older than 
you, who can read and write well, an,d 
who has begun Latin—Ernest: " Oh, 
I say, what a jolly good teacher he must 
have!"—Punch. ./ 

HE was kneeling at her feet and saying: 
"My precious sweet, life lingers to me 
as a petunie streaked with tne glorious 
golden fretting of a soul which knowcth 
no love *0—" "O. Henry!" said she, 
that's the cheese." ' 

1 A PHILOSOPHIC Benedict,says: "To 
be nagged at and blown up by a beauti
ful being of your own, who loves you 
all the while like apple pi®, and whom 
you love as plum pudding, is, to my 
idea, the happiest privilege of matri
mony." 

AN old farmer on being asked why A 
peacock that.was strutting through the 
yard was like the figure 9, couldn't see 
the resemblance; but light broke in on 
him when he was told that it was because 
it washothing-without its tail. 

A NIAGARA hackman, during \ quar
rel the other day, was shot 
through the heart:* Not being hit in a 
vital part, he has recovered, while a fel
low hackman, who was kicked in the 
pocket during the same quarrel, died in
stantly— Ifaipkeye.,- . { i 
• A HACKENSACK man purchased a bot
tle Of-oil of'pennyroyal and leftr the' 
dork out so as to drive away the mos
quitoes. in the morning he found that 
tne monsters had not only drank all the 
oil, but had broken the bottle and were 
licking the pieces. 

AFTEB careful inquir.y among a num
ber of. church-going friends in different 
parts of the. metro poll", Mayfair finds 
that no less than seventeen clergymen 
laid the emphasis on the lqst word in the 
27th verse of the thirteenth chapter of 
the first book of Kings: "And he spake 
unto his sons, saying: 'Saddle me the 
ass,' and they saddled him." 

THE heaviest man at the Waterbury 
clam-bake weighed 39ft pounds—after the 
feast. IjLis usual weight is 375 pounds 
and'his friends wanted him to eat just 
one more pound of clams, and pull the 
beam at 400; but lie said he was not 
going to make a life insurance company 
of himself, and<bu$t.—Norr. Herald. 

"Sip!" exclaimed a long-suffering . 
Burlington creditor, whose patience wis 
entirely exhausted, "Sir, I have sent 
you no less than seventeen bills, for-this 
one lot of goods,. and what have you 
done with tnem?" " Vetoed 'em; vetoed 
every one of 'em/' ,wa$ the. calnj, reply, 
as the debtorlit a fifteen-cent cigar and 
hailed a street ext.—Burlington Ilawkeye. 
" WHY, inquired Spilkins of a com

panion down at Coney Island the other 
day, "why is that young lady who is 
picking up shells over there like Gold
smith's heroine?" The companion turned 
pale and ran for his> life. ''.Because," 
continued Spilkins, not noticing his ab-
sence, " because she stoop' to conkah." 
—N. Y. Comnierciql Advertiser. . 

; , " IT was the undertow that took you 
out—always look out for the undertow, 
sir," replied young Diver as he and his 
friend set old Puffin back safely on the 
sand at Long Brai)chv "tMy,under-
toe?" said the,old Mlbw, spitting out a 
pint Of salt water ; i'lno such k thing, • 
sir; no toe at all, but ten feet, sir—ten 
feet of salt water's what did it."—Boston 
Com. Bulletin. ' >'> • 

WHEN (Jen. Chaugarnier was in Africa 
he was colonel of a regiment, and was 
more fearful of a draft of air than the 
lead of his opponents. His mind ap
peared to be constantly occupied with 
drafts of air. On one pccasipn the balls 
were flying thick: around him. An officer 
saluted; ana said, " Colonel, you are ex
posing yourself." "True, said Chan-

farnier, " we are fithting in a gorge." 
[e turned up his collar. 
" WHY don't I go into the country?" / A 

ax a mean and small-souled enough to 
man to work fpr his,victuals.. Do.you 
suppQge I *want to have the btfck^ of mv 

ip, and-my hands stuck 
full of thistles, and like as not get mashed 
in a thrashing-machine? Ana besides, I. 
nevet.. could eat fried pork and hot bis
cuit all the time. It ain't healthy." 

THE Russians have a pleasant way of 
ansporting their prisoners, the 

most parttney a*re marched in gangs of 
40, 50 and 60 men, manacled together in 
couples, and attached to a chain passing 
frote,the.'first to the reajsmost, files. In 

gentle savages, 
are enjoined to behave with every con
sideration to the hapless captives. The 
instructions arc « sort of sarcasm, how-. 
«ver, 


