1 Want to be 2 Granger.
Western papers have amusement over the

aaziety of politicians there to learn ways agri- |

cultural, Here is some poetry one.of the pa-
pers publishos, the verses supposed to have
boen sung by a local politician :

I want to be a granger,

And with the grangers stail
A horny-headed farmer,

With & haystack in my hand.

Beneath the tall tomato tree
I'li swing the glittering hoe

And smite the wild potato-bug
As he skips o'er the snow

I've bought mywelf a Dunham ram
And a gray alpaca cow,

A lock-stitch Osage orange hedge
And a patent leather plow.

The Shoemaker's Song.
The shoamaker sat at his leathern bench,
And sang as he pegged his shoe ;
He worked and sang aud sang and worked,
While he drew the wax onds through,

Porchance his song was not o sweet
As the nightingale's swoetest trill;
But he worked as he sang and sang as he
worked,
And sang and worked with a will.

was not of love and Cupid's power
That the shoemaker gaily sang;

But ho worked as ho sang and sang as ho |

worked,
While the shop with the echoos rang.

Mo did not sing to Italian strains—
Those words that none can tell !

But he beat the time to his own heart's rhyme |

With the hammer that rose aod fell

The wonds that he sang are known to all,
And are known the old world through ;

But little he dreamed of his coming fame
As he sang and pegged his shoe.

He bad loft the door of his shop ajar,
For a breath of cooling breese,

That murmuring sighed in the forest wide,
Of the gently whispering trees,

From the clover red in its orimson bed,
The breeze its fragrance bore,

And swept it along with the stream of soug
That flowed from that open door.

As he sang and pogged his shoe
While a fly lit on the end of his nose
As be drew the wax ends through.

His hands were full and be could not stop,
So what todo was he ?

Then he sang in the words that echo yet—
4 Shoo, fiy! don't bother me.”

And he beat the time, ina Uml of chime,
And his hammer that rose and fell;

And the wonds of his song were borne along
Wherever the broezes swell.

When now so soon the sun of June,
And summers sultry sky,

Shall work on man the curse and ban
By bringing back the fly.

Then whereso'er the breezes swell,
©On land or o'er the sea,

His sopg shall rise in countless cries—
“Bhoo, fiy ! dou't bother me.”

AN UNINVITED GUEST,

It was nearly three o'clock on a hot |
summer's day ; the long polished ecoun- |
ters of our bank were crowded with |
customers ; money was flowing in and |
running oat in the usual business-like |
From a raised desk in my |
ivaie room, I, the manager of the | the matter only the worse.

mAanner.

| ed at the sudden misfortune that
| happened to me,

{ his
| cheeks, which were erossed, would have

| row,
| had some distrust of
| caused the checks to be demeanded out
| of due course,

| di¢

| clerk did not think he had.

| been in, the porter said.

| I asked his advice.
| warrant

FRED. KURTZ, Editor and Proprietor.

| VOL. VL

CENTRE

HALL., CENTR

E Q0. .

THURSDAY,

NOVEMBER

Terms: 82.00 a Year, in Advance.

-’

v

27, 1B73.

NO. 48.

I turned white and cold.
you must refuse them,” 1 said to the
cashier,

When he went out, I sat in my chair
quite still fora few moments, bewilder
had
Charles Thrapstow
was olearly a defaulter ; but there was
this one chance—he might have given
the checks in the confidence of selling
those bonds, and placing the balance to
accouunt. In due ecourse, those
been bronght to the clearing-house,
and have been presented on the mor-
But it seemed that his creditors
had

him, and

The clock struck three. Charles had
not come back. The bank doors olosed
with a clang. 1 could endure the sus-
pense no longer. Telling the bank

| porter that if Mr. Thrapstow came, he

was to be admitted at the private door,
and was to be detained in my room till

{ I returned, I went out, and made my
| way to his office, which was only a fow
| hundred yards
| there, The clerk, a youth of fifteen,

distant. He wasn't
knew nothing about him. He was in
Capel Court, perhaps—anywhere—he

{n'l know. Had he been in within
half-hour? Well, no; the
His story,
then, of the customer waiting at his

the last

. | i N s N,
And this was the song that the shoemaker sang, | office was a lic

With a heavy heart, I went back to
the bank. No; Mr. Thrapstow hadn’t
I tooka Han-
som, and went off to the office of Mr.
Gedgemount, the solicitor to the bank.
“Could I get a
against this Thrapstow fer
stealing the bonds ?”

* Upon my word,” said Gedgemonnt,
“]1 don't think you can make a erimi-
nal matter out of it. Itisn't larceny,
because you abandoned the possession
of the bonds voluntarialy. No: I dont
see how you can touch him. You must
make a bankrupt of kim, and then you
can pursue him, as having frandulently
carried off his assets.”

But that advice was no good to me,
I think I was wrong in taking it. 1

| think I ounght to have gone straight off
{ to the r‘-lim station and put the affair

in the hands of the detectives. Digni-
fied men of law, like Gedgemount, al-
ways find a dozen reasons fer inaction,

{ except in matters that bring grist to

their own mill.

I went home completly disheartened.
How could [ face my directors with
such a story as that I had to tell ? The
only excuse that I could urge, of pri-
vate friendship and confidence in the
man who had robbed us, would make
Clearly, at

yal Domestic Bank, looked out on | the same time that 1 told the circum-
the busy scene with a certain pride and | stance to the directors, I should be

ure. The Royal Domestio is net a
established institution, and, with-

out vanity, I may say that much of its
ity and success is attributable

the zeal and experience of its mana-

. In cor ion of this stat. t.
f:n'ght refer to the last printed Report
of the directors—Ilaid before the share-

bound to place my resignation in their
hands, to be put into force ¥ they
thought fit. And there could be little
doubt but that they would accept it.
How damaging, toe, the story would be
to me, when 1 tried to obtain another

, appointment!

I had promised to take my wife and

holders at their annual meeting—in | children for an excursion down the

which they are pleased to say
after all, perhaps I might be thought
of undue egotism and conceit,

1 repeat the flattering terms in which

the; of me.
A’ mk puts his head inside my door.
“lr:"l‘hnpctow. sir, wants to speak to

you. :

“ Send him in, Roberts,” I said.

Charles Thrapstow I had known from
boyhood. We had both been reared in
the same conntry town. The fact that
his parents were of considerable higher
social status than mine, perhaps made
our subsequent intimacy all the
pleasanter to me, and cansed me to set
a value upon his good opinion greater
than its intrinsic worth. Thrapstow
was a stockbroker, a very clever, pnuh-

ing fellow, who had the reputation of |
possessing an excellent judgment and |
lnck. At my request, he |

good

Erbwnght his account to our bank.
It was a good sccount ; he always kept
a fair balance, and the cashier had
never to look twice at his checks.

Charlie, like everybody else in busi-
ness, occasi y wanted money. I had
let him have advances at varions times,
of course amply covered by securities—

and the securities redeemed

| able quantity of charred tinder.
advances which were always promptliy‘

But | river, as soon as the bank closed, and

the youngsters eagerly reminded me
of my promise. I replied so savagely
and sternl_\', that the children made off
in tears ; my wife, coming to see what
was the matter, fared little better. I
must have had a sunstroke or some-
thing, she told me, and brought ban-
dages and de Cologne. I flung
them away in a rage, and went out of
the house. I must be doing something,
I felt, and I hailed a cab and drove to
Thrapstow's lodgings.

Mr. Thrapstow wasn't coming home
that night, his landlady told me. She
thought he was away for a little jaunt ;
but she didn't know. He oeccupied the

| ground-floor of & small housein Eccles-
ford street, Pimlico—two rooms open- |

ing into each other. I told the woman
that I would sit down and write a letter.
She knew me well enough, as I had
frequently visited Thrapstow, and she
left me to myself. Then I began to
overhaul everything, to try to find out
some clue to his whereabouts. A few
letters were on the chimney-piece ;
they were only circulars from trades-
men.,
He
had evidently been burning papers re-
cently, and a quantity of them. I

Atthis time he had five thousand pounds | turned thetinder carefully over, spread-

of ours, to secure which we held City of | ing it out upon a newspaper.

I found

Damascus Water Company’s bonds to | nothing legible except one little scrap

the nominal value of ten thousand.
My directors rather demurred to these

of , which the fire had not alto-
ge&:‘l"e:ﬂluced to powder, on which I

bonds, as being somewhat speculative | saw the name Isabel shining with

in nature; but
the ¥
and its

as I re

the advance. ps a little |
feeling m about those |
bonds, for they were not everybody's |

and there might have

n |
|

nted that | metallic lustre. Then I went to the
y respectable, |

was

well quoted in the mar- |

ket, and that T had 1nll]oonﬂdenee in |

our customer, our e sanctioned |
I th ~

bedroom, and searched that. Here,
too, were evident preparations for
flight ; coats and other garments thrown
hastly into the cupboards, boxes turned
out, an odd glove or two laying up-
on the dressing-table. I carefully
searched all the pockets for letters or
other documents, but I found nothing.

some {lm difficalty in finding a cus- | The keys were left in all the recepta-

tomer for them in case of the necessity |

for a sudden sal>,

a good.

and e, bright
gray, a nose tilted u 8, givin
» saucy, resolute air. He was always
well dressed, the shiniest of boots, the
most delicate shade of color in his light
trousers and gloves, the iest of
bmmu,w i
over it, a blue 's-eye
is in which was thrust

came in radiant. He was |
ing fellow, with a fair beard |
es of bluish |
lu'mi

lustre, lndlyaﬂn'ubutengold.
“Well, m.'m“ for those
Damascus waiting at my office ;

sold 'em well, too—to Bllhngrf:otheu,
who want them for an Arab

preminm, and I bought at ome dis-
emmlt." lad of Chai

“I'm very g of it, rlie,” 1
said, and I felt real pleased, not onl
for Thrapstow’s sake, but fnume {
should be giad to get rid of the bonds,
and the directors’ whenever the
bonds were mentioned.

“ Hand ’em over, old fellow,” said
Charlie, “and I'll bring you Billing’s
check m five minutes. You won't
have ¢ by then ; or if you have,
T'll come in at the private door.”

I went to the safe, and put my hand
upon the bonds.

Chaslie stood there, looking so frank
and free, holding out his hands for the
bonds, that T hadn’t the heart to say to
him, 88 I ought to have “done : * Bring
{oir customer here, and let him settle

or the bonds, and then I will hand
them over.” I should have said this to
anybody else, but somehow I couldn’t
say it to Charlie. There would only be
five minutes’ risk, and surely it was no
risk at all.

The thing was done in a moment; I
was carried away tow’s irre-
sistible manner. ed over the
bonds, and Charlie went off liks a shot.

It wanted seven minutes to and
I sat watching the hands of the eclock
in_a little tremor, despije my full con-
fidence in Thrapstow ; but then I had
RO h a knowledge of all the
rules of banking, that I couldn’t help
feeling that I had done wro: A few
minutes, however, would set it right.
Charlie’s white and glittering topaz
would soon put in an appearance.

‘Just at a minute to the cashier
brought me three checks, with a little
slip of paper attached. They

were
w's checks, for fifteen hundred | chamber,

;-“fvalve hundred ?dhi-m hundred
'M'd’l an: bdm“ Was
ouly five hundred odd,

t dust-coat |
scarf round |
& mas- |

sive pin, containing a fine topaz, full of |

One |

cles—an instance of Charlie's thought-
fulness for others, in the midst of his
rascality.
Lying upon the washstand was a
, which was blank upon one side,
but on the other had the name of a
photographer printed upon it. The
yard was wet, as if it had been soaked in
water; and near the upper end of it was

a round irregular cut, which did notquie |

netratethe card. Ithadevidently once
ad a photograph fastened on it; ac-
cordingly, the card had been wetted, to
facilitate the removal of the photograph,

whilst the face of the portrait had evi- |

dently been cut ount, in order to be
lace it in a locket or something simi-

It struck me at once that the photo-
graph, about which a man on the eve
of a flight would take so much trouble,
must be a person very dear to him;
ﬁmbably his swhetheart, Although I

ad been intimate with Thrapstow, he
had always been very reserved as to his
own friends and associates, and I had no
clue to gmide me to any of them except
the photographer's card.

Re-entering my cab, I drove off to the
photographer’s. There was no number
or distinguishing mark n}mn the card,
and the chances seemed faint that he
would be able to tell me anything about
it. Indeed, at first, when the man
found that I was not a customer, he
seemed little inclined to trouble him-
self about the matter. The promise of
a fee, however, made him more reason-
able, and he offered to let me sece his
books, that I might search for the
name I wanted to find. It was unlikely
that the photograph had been done for
Thrapstow ; if it had, there would
probably appear in the books only the
useless record of his address, already
known to me. Then the man shook his
head. If I didn’t know the name, it
was no use looking ; the card was noth-
ing, he said ; he sent hundreds out

every month. What information could |

he possibly give me? Then I tried to
describe the personal appearance of |
Thrapstow, but

head. If he hadn’t taken his likeness,

he wouldn’t be likely to remember |

him; bardly even then, so many people
through his hands.

All this time*he had been carelessly
holding the card in his fingers, glan-
cing at it now and then, gn
an idea seemed to strike him, * ng
a bit,” he said, and went into his dar

, and presently emerged,
smelling strongly of chemicals, ‘“ Look
here,” he said, triumphantly, Ilooked,
and saw a very faint ghostly impres-

“Of course

In the fireplace was a consider- |

again he shook his | him into a corner, be

suddenly | e

sion of a photograph “It's printed
itself through,” smid the wman-—** they
will sometimes—and I've brought it to

light Yes, 1 know the original of
that.”  Again he dived into a closet,
and brought out a negative with a

number and label to it, Then he turn
to his book, and bronght out a negs
tive with a number and label to 1t
Then he turned to his book, and wrote
down an address for me—Mrs. Maid-
mont, Larkspur road, Notting Hill,
Away I went to Larkspur road, Mrs,
Maidmont's house was a small com

fortable residence, with bright win
dows, verandahs, gorgeous window-
boxes, and striped sun-blinds, Mrs,

Maidmont was at home, said a very
neat, pretty-looking maid; and I sent in
my card, with a message: *‘‘On most
important business.” The maid came
bLack to say that her mistress did not
recognize the name, but would I walk
m?

I was shown into a pretty drawing-
room on the first loor. An elderly lmt_\‘
rose to greet me with old-fashioned
courtesy, at the same time with a good
deal of uneasy curiosity visible in her
face. This was not the original of the
photograph, who was a young and
charming girl.

“Madam,” I said rapidly, “I be-
lieve that my friend, Charles Thrap-
stow, is well known to you; now, it 1a
of the utmost u;:swr(mm- that I should

ascertain where he is at this present
time."”
“Stay !" said the old lady. *‘You

are laboring under a complete mistake.
I know notking whatever of the gen-
tleman whose name you mention—a
name I never heard before.”

Was she deceiving me?
think so.

“* Perhaps Miss Maidmont may know
him,"” I sard eagerly.

“Miss Maidmont is not likely to
have formed any acquaintance without
her mother’s knowledge,” said Mrs,
Maidmont with dignity. There seemed
to be no alternative but for me to retreat
with apologies.

“1 am very busy, you see,” went on
the old lady, with a wave of the hand;
and indeed the room, now I looked
about me, I saw to be strewed with pre-
parations for some festive event, a snnll
perhaps, or, from a wreath of orange
blossoms that I saw peeping out of the
milliner's box, more likely a wedding.
1 was about to take my departure reluc-
tantly, when a young girl, a charming
young girl, bounded into the roem.
She was the original of the photo-
graph,

“Oh, mamma !” she eried, * here's a
letter from poor Charlie to say he can't
possibly come here to-night. Isn't it
provoking ? And I want to consult him
about so many things.”

““Well, my dear Isabel,” said the old
lady placidly, ““you'll have enough of
his company after to-morrow.” From
which I judged that my surmise as to
the wedding was correct, and that
Charlie was the bridegroom elect.

“ By the way,” she went on, * here's
a gentleman, Isabel, who insists that
we know a Mr, Charles—I forget the
name now,”

“Thrapstow,” I interjected.

“A Mr. Charles Thrapstow.
know of no such person, Bella ?”

“I know of no Mr. Charles but
Charles Tempest,” said 1sabel,

“*Tt is singular, too, that the initials
of our friends should be the same.
May I ask if yon have given your por-
trait, taken by Blubore of Kensington

I did not

Yon

“Upon my word,” said Mrs, Maid-
mont, rising, and sounding the bell,
*“this is rather too much from a total
stranger.
and we don't know you.
this gentleman out.”

“But a gentleman,” I ecried, ** with

Susan, show

blue eyes, and yellow beard and mous- |

tache, and turned-up nose.”

“No more I"” eried Mrs. Maidmont.
“Am I to repeat onee more, we know
nothing about him ?"

What could I do under these circum-
stances but take my leave? In Susan,
however, I found an unexpected ally.
She had heard my parting words of de-
scription, and she turned to me as we
were descending the stairs, and said :
“‘ Miss Isabel’'s young man is exactly
like that.” Half-a-crown and a few

| blandishments, which, under the ecir-

cumstances, I think even my worthy

| spouse would have condoned, put me

into possession of the facts,
Miss Maidmont was really going to

be married to-morrow morning at St, |

Spikenard’s Church to a Mr. Charles
Tempest, a very geod-looking young
man, whom they had not known long,
but whc seemed to be very well oft. My
description of my friend tallied exactly

with Susan’s of the bridegroom; but the |

coincidence might be merely accidental.

“ Had Miss Maidmont a photograph
of her lover ?” I asked.

She had, in her own room, it seemed,
Susan couldn’t get at it now withont
suspicion; but she promised to secure
it, and bring it with her, if I would

of the street.
I was punctual to my trust; and at

likeness of my friend, Charles Thrap-
stow, massive pin with topaz in it, and

all.
Now, what was to be done? Should

how she was deceived in her dnu‘{htﬂ‘n |
)

lover ? That would have been t
the Maidmonts; but would
back the five thousand pounds?
thought not.

“Miss Maidmont,” I soliloquised, |

““will find some way to warn her lover.
Even robbing a bank may not embitter
a girl against her sweetheart, and no
doubt she's over head and ear’s in love
with Charlie.,” No; I determined on a
different plan.

I rose early next morning, dressed
myself with care, puton a pair of pale
{»rimrune gloves, donned my newest
veaver, and took a cab to St. Spike-
nard’s.

The church-bells were jingling merri-
ly as I alighted at the c‘imrr‘h-( oor ; a
small crowd had already gathered on
the pavement, drawn altogether by that
keen foresight of coming excitement
characteristic of the human species.
“Friend of the bridegroom,” I whis-
pered to the verger, and I was forth-
with shown into the vestry. The cler-

an was then already, and shock
hands with me in a vague kind of way.

“ Not the bridegroom ?" he said in a
mild interrogative manner, I told him
that I was only one of his friends, and
we stood looking at each other ina
comatose kind of way, till a little con-
fusion at the vestry-door broke the
spell. “Here he comes!” whispered

| some one ; and the next moment there

ap d in the vestry, lookigz pale and
agitated, but very handsome, Mr, Charles
Thrapstow.

the arm and led
ore he recognized
who I was. When he saw me, I thought
he would have fainted. ‘“‘Don’t betray
me,” he whispered.

I held out my hand with ligniﬂew‘
gesture,

““ Five thousand,” I whispered in his

I had caught him b,

ar.
“ You shall have it in five minutes,”
“ Your minutes are long ones, Master
Charles,” I said.
With trembling fingers, he took outa
pocketbook, and handed me a roll of

We don’t know your friend, |

it l’“"? | ing intelligences,

“1 meant it~ for you, Tom,"” ho said.
Perhaps he did, but we know the fate
of good mtentions,

It didn't take long to count over those
notes ; there were exactly five thousand
lu-unvl\.

“Now,"” saild I, ** Master Charley, take
yourself off'!
© “You promised,” he urged, *‘ not to
betray me.”

“ No more I will, if you go."”

“She's got ten thousand of her own,”
he whispered.

““Be ofl, or else

“No, I won't,” said Charley, making
up his mind with a desperate effurt,
“1'll not. I'll make a clean breast of
| R

At that moment there was a bit of a
stir, and a general call for the bride
groom, The bride had just arrived,
people said. He pushed his way out to
the oarriage, and whispered a few words
to Isabel, who fell back in a faint,
There was a great jfuss and bustle, and

then some one came and said that there

was an informality in the liconse, and
that the wedding wouldn't come off that
day,

[ didn't wait to see anything further,
but posted off to the bauk, and got
there just as the board were assem
bling. I suppose some of the directors
had got \\m\{ of Thrapstow's failure,
for the first thing 1 heard when 1 got
into the board-room was old Venables
grumbling out: * How about those
Damascus bonds, Mr. Manager ?" 1
rode roughshod over old Venables, and
tyrannized considerably over the boand
in general that day, but I couldn’t help |
thinking how close a thing it was, and
how very near shipwreck I had been. |

As for Thrapstow, I presently heard
that, after all, he had arranged with his
ereditors, and made it up with Miss
Maidmont, He had a tongue that
would wind round anything, if you only
gave him time, and I wasn't much sur

| prised at hearing that his wedding-day

was fixed. He hasn’t sent me an invi
tation, and I don't suppose he will, and
I certainly shall not thrust myself for-
ward a second time as an uninvited
guest,

An Anecdote of Harrison.

Colonel Chambers, of Kentucky, an
intimate personal friend, who had serv
ed on the staff of Geuneral Harrison in
one of his campaigns against the In
dians, was under an engagmeont of mar
riage with the widow of his son, Cham

at his request, and the arranges
that he should have the appo
Register of the Treasury, and after the
marriage he was to reside at the White
House, Mrs. Chambers to be the pre
siding lady of the executive mansion,

| She was an sccomplisked, elegant wo

man, greatly caressed in Washington
society, The flnished gentlemen by
whom she was surrounded at the seat |
of government contrasted so strikingly
with her Kentucky lover, who was a
plain man, of brusque manners, that |
she finally declined to fulfill ]
gagement, General Harrison
concerned at this unfortunate

contre-
lcm‘-s. and perceiving that Chambers

would be uncomfortably placed in
Washington, offered him any appoint
ment elsewhere that he might select
The unlucky suitor asked for the office
of Governor of the Territory of Towa
The place was assured him as a matter
of course, Meantime Mr. Webster had
sromised the office tohis friend General
Wilson, of New Hampshire. At a cabi-
net meeting Mr. Webster informed the
President that it hyl been decided by
the gentlemen of the cabinet that James
Wilson should be Governor of Iowa,
“Ah ! that is the decision, then, is it ?”
said General Harrison, The gentlemen
of the eabinet replied inthe aflirmative,
Without making any further remark,
the old gentleman wrote a few words
:Tun a piece of paper and handed it to
Mr. Webster, requesting him to read it
alond. The Secretary of State looked a
little embarrassed, but there was no al-
ternative, and he read, in an audible
voice, “William Henry Harrison, Presi
dent of the United States.” The gen
eral, rising to his feet, said, “And Wil
liam Henry Harrison, President of the
United States, tells you, gentlemen,
that John Chambers shall bo Governor
of Towa.” Of course that councluded
the subject, and Chambers was ap-
pointed.

A Printer’'s D,

Colonel Forney, in his new series of
“Anecdotes of Public Men,” lets us in-
to a little of his personal history. He
says : “I claim to know a little about
newspapers, for I was fairly reared in
a printing office, having served as
‘devil," apprentice, and journeyman ;
as compositor, copy-holder, proof-
reader, pressman, reporter, and finally
editor, I have worked with the buck-
skin balls, and pulled the old woodeu
Ramage ; have made and pushed the
glue roller ; have worked off large edi-

\ S elock } | tions on the Washington iron press,
't he . :

meet her at niue o'clock at the corner | 454 have fnally owned an eight-cylin
| der
: -~ At modern rivals, more than realizes the
nine, Susan made her appearance with |

a morocco-case containing an excellent |

lightning Hoe, which, with its
fiction of the Arabian genii. Harnessed
in steam, with lightning couriers, they
‘strike the earth breathless' with their

| thunder, and fill the very heavens with

their millions of messengers. I have

An Ol Plea,

It is about thirty years ago—I think
it was in 1844 —that Clark Befton was
indicted and tried for murder, He had
been a publie character, and had many
and influential friends, Of the fact of
the killing there could be no doubt ;
and it wonld be dificult to set up any-
thing like due justifieation. The pub
lic was indiguant, and it was evident
that if the case came to speedy trial
conviotion would sure, Bo the
friends tried to stave the trial off till
the publie feeling should be eool ; but
in this they were foiled, The case was
to comé on at the very l“‘ll session of
the court. 'I'he friends—two of them-
went to Philadelphia and consulted Oy,
Carpenter, one of the best eriminal law
yers of his time, and a boon eompanion
of B. 8. Prentiss, They told him if they
could gain time—if the trial counld be
put off three or six months—they were
confident Sefton could be cleared. SBaid
Carpenter,

“Keep quiet, and leave the ease in
my hands. But don’t, on any agoount,
mention my name, You know Selfrish
MeDonald ?*

“ Yeu."

“Hire him to defend Sefton at the
approaching trial.”

“ Bat,"” eried the friends, in amaze,
MoeDonald is p

“ Never mind,” interrupted Carpen-
ter. ‘Do as I bid you. Becure Sel-
frish MceDonald for chief counsel of the
accused, and await the result.”

The friends, trusting OCarpenter,
thongh much against their better judg-
ment, engaged Selfrish MceDonald to
conduet the defence in  behalfl of Clark
Sefton, and the attorney entered upon

be

| the work with a maguificent flourish,

The trial came off, and Clark Sefton
was deelared Guilty,

Then Cy. Carpenter came to the res.
cue, and made a motion for a new trial
in the ease of Clark Sefton, acoused of
murder, on the ground of the iusanity
of his counse!! The insanity of MeDoun
ald was proved to the satisfaction of the
Court, and a new trial was granted. In
the next trial the jury disagreed, and
in the end Sefton went clear.

Another case transpired of like char-
ter—that of Marsh, accused of mur-
der and convieted, at Newark, New
Jersey, about the same time (1844.) In
this case, as in the other, a motion was

made for a new trial on the ground of |

insanity of counsel, and argued before
Judge Hornblower I forget how it
terminated, though doubtless some of
onr friends in Newark will remember,

Inconvenient Loyalty,

The Levant Times narratos an extra-
ordinary adventure of Queen Olga of

Uireece, sister-in-law of the Princess of |

Wales, resulting from the exuberant
loyalty of the Hellenie colony at Galatz,
On passing that town on her way down
the Danube, a deputation of Hellenie
rosiderts came on board the royal yaeht
and begged her Majesty to land and
show herself to bher loving subjects
Giving her arm to the Grand Duke
Nicholas, the queen landed at the court-
yard of the Danube Steamship Compa-
ny. Queen Olga had hardly stepped
ashore when a sudden rush was made,
and she was separated from the Grand
Duke and foreibly carried by the surg-
ing crowd out of the yard into the
stroet. Here their loyalty broke all
bounds, and laying hands on their sov-
ereign’s dress, they began to divide it
amongst them as relies, The queen,
however, did not lose her presence of
mind, but forced her way into a bakal's
As it was, her Majesty escaped
with her clothing in the same condition
as that of France st this moment, whose
mantle, sccording to M. Hugo's Iatest
rhapsody, has its skirts torn off.  Her
Maujesty was then escorted on board by
the gendarmes, and had hardly placed
herself in the hands of her Mistress of
the Robes, when the ery was raised that
the hope of the Hellenes, Prince Con-
statine was missing. A seach was made,

shop,

and his Royal Highness was soon found |

hoisted on the shoulders of a stalwart
son of Hellas, who had managed to slip
on board, and who was exhibiting the
little Prince to an admiring crowd of
Lis countrymen on shore,

How it Arose.

The disturbances between the whites
and negroes in Colorado county, Texas,
arose from a very trifling canse, /
deputy constable named J. R. Hone ar-
rested a freedman who was charged
with stealing a beef, and the prisoner
was rescuned by another of his race.
The officer then got his revolver and
arrested the negro again, and in taking
him into custody he struck the freed-
man who had interfered with the pris-
oner on the head with his pistol, which
at the same time went off. That night
a party of unknown freedmen fired fif-
teen shots into the house of the officer,
but fortunately Lis family, apprehend-
ing danger, had left. The next night
two freedmen, who lived near the scene
of the disturbance, were murdered by
some unknown persons while on their
way to Eagle Lake. This aroused the
whole colored population in that re-
gion, and some four hundred of them
armed and marched on Eagle Lake with
the avowed intention of taking the
place. The persuasions of the Sheriff
of Colordo county, however, and the

; seen many a small sheet expand into a | knowledge that one hundred armed
I go to Mrs. Maidmont, and tell her | a great hlj;nke(_ and fold nu'au,‘....] die; | White men had come to the assistance

and I have watched the few firstlings of

e way | " 2y came 3
best adapted o spare the feelings of ! a penny paper till they came to thous- |

ands of households, like so many morn-
: What a school is a
rrulting office! What a short space in

of the threatened villagers, led them to
renounce thisintention ; but at the last
accounts there was an extremely bitter

feeling existing between the two races, |

and fears were entertained of serious

ustory is a generation, and yet what | trouble. 2 .

revolutions aro crowded into it !

were made delightful by the reading of
the times,
newspapers,
through.

and so we read them
|

Specie Payment, |

Mr. Amasa Walker, of Mass,, is ont
in favor of a resumption of specie pay-
ments. His plan is the issuing by the |
Government of compound 6 per cent,
notes, convertible after two years into |
10-40 bonds, at b per cent. to be issued
at the rate of five millions a month,
and paid out for all ordinary expenses
of government. These notes being put
in circulation, would, be thinks, be
gradually hoarded, and finally funded,
and thus the currency would in five or
six years be contracted to its natural
limit, when it would, of necessity, be
at par with gold. This scheme post-
pones the resumption of specie pay-
ments for five or six years, and it as-
sumes a ‘‘natural limit"” for the cur-
rency of the country, whioch limit is not |
defined or specified. ;

|
LiMe As A PreservaTive or Woon, — |
Certain facts have been made known
which show that lime is a good preser-
ver of timber. Ships and barges used l
tor the transportation of lime last much |

longer than others. A small coasting- |
schooner, laden with lime, was cast |

ashore and sunk, She was raised, and |

set afloat once more, and remained in |

ound condition for thirty years. A |
pla‘form of mine planks was used to |
mix mortar on during three genera- |
tions, then, being no longer required, |
was neglected, and at length hidden by |
grass that grew over it. Sixty years | charge of
afterward, on clearing the ground, it | were honorably
was discovered sound end well pre- | corrosive sublimate teken in a

The |

| hours I spent at the case and the press

We had comparatively few ‘

The Death of Napoleon,

The following incident from the pen
of the eelebrated ecclesiastical histor-
ian, Abbe Roulbacher, contradicts the
irreligions stories that have been circu-
lated in reference to the death of the
great Napoleon : * When near his end,

| after having received the sacrament, he

said to General Montholn, * General, I

| am happy ; 1 have fulfilled all my re- |
ligious duties. I wish you at your death |

the same happiness, f had had need of
it. I am an Italian—a child of the
rank of Corsiea. Thesound of the bell
affects me ; the sight of the priest gives
me pleasure, 1 wished to make a mys-
tery of all this, but that would not be
right. T ought to, I will, render glory
to God.
to restore me to health....There is
nothing terrible in death; it has been
the companion of my pillow during the

past three woeks, and now it is on the |
I should |

wint of seizing me forever,
Lavn been glad to have seen my wife
and son again, but the will of God be
done.’ On the 3d of May he received
the second time the holy viaticum, and
after having said adien to his generals,
he pronounced these words, ‘I am at
peace with all mankind.” He then join-
ed hands, saying, ‘My God!’ and ex-
pired on the 5thof May at six at night.”

Pomsoxep,—The widow of Benjamin
Bellew of Wilmington, Delaware, has
been poisoned nearly to death with a
seidlitz powder purchased at a drug-
gist'’s. The physician thinks that
there was corrosive sublimate in the
powder, The circumstance derives ad-
ditional interest from the fact that the
Rev. Mr. Mann, of Raleigh, N. O,
whose daughters were arrested on a
mvins poisoned him, and

ischarged, died from
peidlitz

| ime to be lost

I think he will not be pleased |

The Beaton Famlily,

The Daughters of * Old Bullion He-
duced to Poverty--Siungular Misfor-
tunes of Mrs. Fromont, Mrs. Botlleau
wnd Mrs. Jones.

** Aaron Boilleau, who was sentenced
to imprisonment by a French Court for
his connection with the Memphis and
El Paso Railroad affair, is confined in
the Conclegerie. Before kis trial M,
Beilleau had abandoned all his fortune
and that of his wife in favor of the
stockholders of the Memphis and El
Paso Railroad. Mme, Beillean & at
Boulogne, She and her six ehildren

live through the generosity of their |

friends,”

To many people of Missouri, says the |

8t. Louis Dispateh, this brief paragraph
will convey more than a passing inter-
est.  Nine or ten years ago Baron Boil-
leau was the French Consul at New

York eity, trusted and respected by his |

government and popular and acocom-
plished in his intercourse with the peo-
ple of America. He married, while

 Consul at New York, Susan, a daughter
of Colonel Thomas H. Benton, having
met this lady in Washington city a few
months previous, The movement was
a most happy one, and between the two
there existed only the utmost confidence
and perfeet affection,

Baron Boilleau was afterwards ap-
| pointed Minister to Eeuador, South
Ameriea, and it was while performing
the functions of his office in this locali-
ty that he was recalled and disgraced
by the French authorities. During his
stay in New York he had become in
volved in railroad schemes, and had
been induced in an evil hour to recom-
mend, in his capacity asan official agent
of the government, the negotiation of
the Memphis and El Paso rmilroad
bonds. In this he wviolated the plain
law of his country. Rigid in all such
matters, and foreibly in contrast with
the known indifference or collusion of
the United States, the French govern-
ment earried out the law to jts utmost,
and imprisoned him whom it before
hovrored in the Conciergerio or debtor’s
prison, thus mak.ng the example all the
more suggestive, It will also be remem-
bered that Fremont is & brother-in-law
of the Baron, and that the same Court
which tried and found hisconnection
guilty, also sentenced the General to

tution. He made good his escape from
France, however, and, in the absence of
anything like an extradition treaty, will
probably keep it good.

Time brings about strange events
There was once a period in the affairs
of Missouri when Colonel Benton was
its political autocrat. Thirty years in
the Senate gave him something of the
intense individual imperialism of the
Roman. He tolerated mo opposition,
compromised with no resistsnce, and
died as he had lived, with the war har-
ness on. Troubles not a few have come

| to those whom he nurtured and loved.

Mrs. Fremont is the wife of & man who
kas been declared a felon, because of a

| speculation which has ruined his broth-

er-in-law, bankrupted his family and
cousigned his wife and children to
charity. Another daughter, Mrs. Wil-
liam Cary Jones, now a widow residing
in San Franecisco, Cal., has felt also al-
most terribly the misfortunes of life,
and, though enduring all the privations
cf extreme poverty, is supporting her-
self and children on the small wages

paid to her as a teacher in the public

schools. The many friends in the State
of these estimable yet unfortunate Indies
will read of their late afictions with
feclings of the most sincere regret.

A Strange Shipwreck,

The news of the wreck of the steamer !

Agra off Columbo has already been
noted. The details of the disaster are
quite exciting. It appears, according
to a letter to the London Times, that
the captain, to save fuel, sought an-
chorage outside the port.

The pilot let go the anchor too near
a weoll-known rock, and the sea, tum-
bling in as it knows how to tumble off
Galle in the southwest monsoon, caused
the chain cable to part, and the vessel
to surge heavilyon therock, The work
of destruction was rapid ; those on
board were startled by the metallic
sound of the ripping iron sides of the
steamer as hoer hull was torn in shreds
| by the piercing rock. There was no
The vessel was fast
filling, and to save passengers’ luggage

| was hopeless, They had barely time to

escape into the boats as the seas came
tumbling over the sides, sweeping
everything before them, carrving away
one poor invalid siilor, and bursting

! open the cages and dens of an extensive

menagerie on board, going kome for
the Zoological Gardens. The escape

Fand striking out amid the waves of a

crowd of tigers, elephants, ete., and
their roars and sereams, added to the
terror of the wretched passengers, One
elephant managed to swim ashore,

Our Present Duty.
The way to make easy times is as
clear as daylight.
Let every man or woman who owes
| money pay it at once, if it is possible,
Be willing to make a sacrifice in order
to meet promptly all your engagements,
Stop grumbling at the fanlts or mis-
| takes of others, and attend faithfully to
your own affairs.
Deal fairly, leniently and cheerfully
with all persons who ewe you or are in
| pecuniary trouble.
If you are out of debt, thank the
| Lord ; and then go round among your
| friends, and enemies, too, if you have
them, and render them all the assistance
| in your power.

don't hoard your money ; but loan |

| it, or use it to relieve the needy, on the

| same principle that you would give |

bread to the needy in a day of famine.
Do what you can in every way to re-
lieve pecuniary distress, to check the
current of financial embarrassments
| and restore public confidence.
| 1f you are a bank officer or director,
don't be cross a minute, Smile, as a
Christian duty, from morning till night.
Give an eacouraging word, if possible,
to all and by all means strain every
nerve to help all who need it.

A Mixed Mess,

In San Francisco a Chinese chop
| house was noted for its unequaled pot
pies and sausage. Becoming suspicious,
the authorities investiga and found
after John had left for
that his guests had n eating a
strange mixture. The delectable pork
pie and a sausage of incomparable pro-
portions were found to be compounded
of marmot, owl, and sucker, and stuffed
in the inside skin of the domesticated
rattlesnake, The industry throve
rapidly. The outer skins of the snakes
were tanned into a sort of shagreen for
covering fancy boxes ; marmot fur was
made into felt, the skins into imitation
chamois. Packages of the pies were
regulu(ljv shipped Eastward, to New
York, Chicago, and Boston. At the
time of the exposure the Chinaman had
twenty-seven hands employed, and
worked a steam-engine of twelve
horse power, so great was the demand
for his pies and sausage.

It is said that a bar of iron worth five
dollars is worth, when manufactured
into horse-shoes, $10 50 ; table knives,
$180; buttons and buckles, $4,085;
springs of watches, $200,000,

serve a term of years in the same insti- |

Lr::ts unknown, |

Bursting of a Bog.

Sceme of Devastation in Ire
land.

Mr. W. L. Trench, writing to the
London ZYmes to appeal to the chari-
table for aid for some unfortunste
families, gives this account of the
bursting of au Irish bog. He says :

“1 have just returned from inspeo-
ving one of the most pitiful scenes of
the sort it has been my fate to witness
sinee I saw the remains of the village
of Visp, in the Bhone Valley, Switzer-
land, after its destruction by
BOIME YOArs ago,

“The scene to which I refer is the
result of the bursting of a bog, situsted

Sirange

about three miles east of the town of
Dunmore, in the northern of Gal-
way county, Heretofore this bog was

oconnected with the Danmore River, at
Dunmore, by a small stream called the
Corrabel River, flowing through a econ-
tinnation of pasture and tillage lands
inits course, The level of u,

| surface of the bog was formerly 260 foet
above the sea, and that of the water st
Danmore 190 feet, showing a fall of 70
feet. Up to a fortnight ago this bog
presented the usual ap of most
of our undrained Irish bogs, i e, its
skirts, adjoining the arable land, con-
sisting of high turf banks, being ex-
oecdingly wet and spongy.

“On the first of Po.()«;w\m the farmer
oooupying a farm on the Corrabal
stream, near the bog, was digging his
potatoes, when he suddenly observed a
brown mass slowly approsching him,
He left his spade in the ground and
went for the neighbors ; on his return
the muss (which was the movi bog)
had half covered his potato Beﬁl, and
completely hidden from sight his field
of corn, with the exception of a few
‘stoeks’ situated on a knoll; they still
remain an island in the middle of a
scene of desolation. This was but the
commencement ; sinoce then the bog has
continued to advance in a rolling mass,
continuing its course right down the
valley to Dunmore, burying on its way
thiee farm houses, and cow at
least one hundred and eighty seres of
pasture and arable land to a depth, in
some places, of six feet. The unforta-
nate oocupiers of the three farms have
been turned, by this visitation of Pro-
vidence, { and bhomeless, with
their families, on the world,

“At Dunmore a small bas
been removed, near the junetion of the
Corrabel stream with the Dunmore
River, to afford relief to the lands up
the valicy, and a bog-laden torrent is
being discharged into the latter river.
The worst may be said to be over, but
the discharging powers of that river
will be materially affected by this influx
of solid matter. The source of this dis-
aster presented a wonderful
The subsidence at the di ng point
cannot be less than about 35 feet. The
extent of the bog affected is most clear-
ly defiied by a series of black * crevas-
ses,” where the upper crust of the bog
has, by the subsidence below, been torn
asunder, The whole assumes the form
of a erater half a mile in diameter.

“With oconsiderable difficulty we
piloted our way to the centre, where we
found the brewn liquid boiling out
{like a stream of lava and feeding the
moving mass in the valley below, At
the point where the bog burst, the turf
banks were foreed right over and rvund
on either side, and assumed somewhat
the a oo of ‘ moraines.’

“ Tuis and similar disasters to which
this country is liable must be attributed
to the sbsence of a complete and good
| system of arterial drainage, A similar

catastrophe oceurred a couple of years
ago, occasioned by the backwater of
| the River Suck, near Castlerea.”

A Young Qirl Dreams the Day and
Hour of her Death,

The following remarkable story is
vouched for by 50 less a person than the
venerable Bishop of Gloucester :

Sir Charles Lee, by his first wife, had
only one daughter, of which she died
in childbirth; and, when she was dead
her sister, the Lady Everard, desired
to have the education of the child, and
she was very well educated till she was
marriageable, and a ma was oon-

cluded for her with Sir William Perkins,
‘; |

t in her |

| but was prevented in & most exi
inary manner. Upon a Thursday ni
| she, thinking she saw a li
chamber after she was in knocked
for her maid, who presently came to
her, and she arked why a candle was
left burning in her chamber. The
maid said she left none, and there was
none but what she brought with her at
that time. Then she said it was the
fire ; but that, her maid told her, was
quite out, and she said she believed it
was only a dream, whereupon she said
it might be so, and composed herself
ain to sleep. About two o'clock that
night she dreamed that a little old

' woman appeared before her and said |
that she was her mother, that she was |
| happy, and that by twelve o'clock that |

| day she should be with her, and then
the old woman vanished,

ing, looked at her watch and noted the
time, and then knocked again for her
maid, called for her clothes, and when
she was dressed, went into her closet,
| and did net come out again till 9 o’clock.
Then she brought out a letter which she
had written to her father, handed it to
her aunt, the Lady Everard, told her
what had happened, and desired thatas
| soon as she was dead, it might be sent
|to him. Bat her aunt thought that she
had suddenly lost her reason, and
thereupon immediately sent to Chelms-
ford for a physician and surgeen, who
| soon after arrived ; but she could not
| discern even the indication of loss
of reason, or of any indisposition of her
| body. The young lady then desired
that the chaplain might be called to
| read prayers, and when they were over,
| she took her guitar and sat down an
{ played, and sung so melodiously and
| exquisitely, that her music master, who
| was then there, marvelled greatly. -At
| about the stroke of twelve, she arose,
| and, seating herself in the gmtlrl‘ni
| chair, gave a great g or two, an
| immediately expired, while the bell was
| yet striking twelve. She grew so sud-
| denly cold, that the physician was at a
| loss to mccount for it. She died at
| Waltham, in Essex, three miles from
| Chelmsford, and the letter sent to Sir
Oharles at his house in Warkwichshire,
contained the full iculars of his
daughter's dream, which wss so pain-
| fully realized. She was buried at her
| own request by the side of her mother

| at Edminton in the year of 1862,

Scorpion in a Lady’s Hair,

“A lady in this city,” says the Nevada
Transcript, “‘a few evenings since, was
startled in a most shocking manner on
discovering a scorpion on her head-
dress. It appears that, during the af-
ternoon, she had been out to the grave-

ard, where the bug probably got on
Kar dress, thence to her -dress,
During the evening, when she was
about arranging her hair, she felt some-
thing singular about it, and commenced
to assertain the cause, and no sooner
had she placed herhand on the b
when she received a severe and painful
sting on one of her fingers. Her hus-
bnns. who happened to be near by,
rushed to her, and, seeing the situation,
folded a towel together, and took the
bug from her hair, and, while doing so,
received a sti thro

the thickness
o cloth to bie and, 0"

=

The Policoman’s Dog,

i

n the riots of July, 1863, & patrol- | Eagland
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The Tarantula iz Kansas,

While Mr, Samuel Vellier, Chief of
tthn;rnvIndhn.living‘nn-h
south Baxter, was going about
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