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Utah Jack.

Jack Halyurd was a Jollf tar,
Who loved a roving life:

In every storm he found a port,
In every port a wife,

A farmer he was bred on land.
Al'ghm ."ﬂ;.'.i l:n'g awut to sea
n? to live on board.

He liked plain deal all his i!%,
i
phat b plowed e i

Were both » deal too plain.
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h od" he was still

nh-’?&% were Iying to.

B*I he resolved one to quit
be briny deep for life,

d never more to go to sea,
cept to see his wife.

t vhl'&l wile oh‘o should anchor to
was not 5o plain.
He bad 4 ~gal™ in Portugal,
ho:‘..:r og in Spain.
A th:lrd“q.:elt“" l: Turkey dwelt—
e e A
He didn"t care & g for hor,
or figure was so big,

Ti‘suh Fatima was fat, yot she
as sweet us any flower:
Jgft'- taste the other way,
o lean—like 's tower,

He roamed thro Italy to Rome;
A Nice girl took his b

Then he took in **two Rieilys,"”
And them he left for Naney.

A&;{ #0. to cut his *true loves not.”

Ot T Lk o e
To Utah with his harem.

Like Lot’s one wife, should " Utah's " lot
Look back and turn to salt,

W‘i‘[h such a lot as his, the price

ould make a summersault;

And " Sal” would then be very dear
s ‘?tt m"oﬁefd“ ‘lu: the “saints "
a not sav
Should such & thing befall.

For women, whether ssit or flesh,
The ** Church's" pillars are;
And Salt Lake saints would let it slide
Without more fresh ones there.
= Editor's wer, in Harper's Mogozine for May.

A VISION FROM THE PLAINS,

A Thrilling Sketeh of California Life,

Early in the summer of 1849 a lon
emigrant train arrived on the banks o
the Platte river, on the way to the
newly-discovered gold regions of Cali-
fornia.

The weary emigrants had accomplish.
ed about half their journey from the
Mississippi Valley to the Pacific coast,
but not the worst half, and they halted
on the green prairie till means should
be devised to cross the river.

Various plans were discussed. Some
talked of a bridge, others of a stationary
raft, others of moving up or down the
stream till a ford might be found. But
every device met with some serious
obstacle.

Among the emigrants was a young
man named Abram Wilder, who with
his wife and two little children—a girl
and a hoy—had faced the setting sun
to seek an independent home,

He was one of those honest, thrifty
fellows who like to make money square-
ly, and who are generally a benefit to
any community, and it occurred to him
that a temporary ferry might be made
profitable.

Hiring two men of the train named
Mallity and Sears to assist him, he felled
some cottonwood trees and prepared
three canoes. These he lashed together
covéring them with puncheons, and
thus forming a float that would sustain
the weight of a wagon.

Thus the ferry was opened, doing a
thriving business day and night, till
Wilder _ accumulated considerable
money. Was not that enterprise in
that w:ld region?

That he might lose no time, he sent
his family on with the train, retainin
a riding-horse, with which he pro:
to follow in a few days; and, while he
accumulated gold and silver, Mrs.
Wilder and her children traveled on
towsrd the Rocky Mountains,

A week —ten days—two weeks
and Wilder did not overtake them.

But, at least, his two hired men—
Mallity and Sears—came along on horse-
back, saying that Wilder would come
up next day ; then pushed on ahead of
the train with singular haste,

Abram Wilder was never seen again.

Five years passed. In the summer of
1854 the minin t of Forest Hill, in
Placer county, California, had its popu-
lation augmented by the arrival of a
family consisting of a woman, her boy
of twelve, and daughter of eight years.

The woman, who had a pale, weary-
looking face, was Mrs, Wilder, and she
had toiled hard for those children dur-
ing the last five years, She had spent
most of this time in Sacramento, where
she had done washing and all sorts of
bard work ; but, suffering from ague,
she had resolved to go up into the
g particularl

er y ge, was i y in
faver of this; declaring that he would
dig gold and make them all rich.
the second evening after their
arrival at Forest Hill, a good-natured
miner came strolling by their tent, and
sccosted Mrs, Wilder, who, as it was
very warm, sat outside.

“Good evening, ma'am,” he said,
politely,

She returned his greeting courteously.

“ It's late now,"” said he, “ to offer my
assistance. [ would have come round
and helped to put up your tent, if I
bad known you were alone with these
children. Isn't your husband living,
ma'am?"

“ No—he is dead.”

And a shade crossed her pale face, as
she recalled the Platte river and the
prairies,

Then she recounted the whole painful
history, telling how she had worked in
Sacramento, saying that she was willing
to wash for the miners, and that her
boy was determined to dig gold.

“I hope you'll get along well, ma'am,”
said the good-matured fellow; *“and

1

your boy shall have every show, Wash.
ing is hard work, but if you want to do
such work for a while, till your boy
strikes it rich, you will find “Yhnty to
d:.lrnd every man in camp will pay you
w L]

“Thank you," said the poor woman,
delighted at the prospect. “I am veg
willing to do the work. 1 feel so mu
better up here already. [ should have

died if 1 had stayed in Sacramento.”
“It's an unhealthy p'ace, I know,”
said he; *“but it will renovated in

time. By the way, you mneedn't be
frightened, but I must tell you that
thieves prowl about our camp. They've
been going it for some time, and we
can't cateh them.”

Mrs. Wilder was somewhat startled.

“Oh, don't be scared!" said he,
“ They're not rous. They are the
sneaking kind. ey omly pick up
things slyly, and get out of camp as
soon as possible. They've been seen,
but always escaped. Joe Harris saw
them one night last week, and says
they're Indians. It won't be good for
them if they're caught."

* What would be done with them 7"

#(Oh, they'd be hung, of course! We
folks hate stealing; and it's the only
thing any one has ever been hung fer
at Forest Hill.”

“Would they come into our tent?"'
asked Mrs, Wilder.,

“0Oh, no! They might reach in at
the door, or under the canvas, to see
what they could carry off, but they are
mighty sly."”

“If they come here, mother,” put in
the' 'little boy, “I'll kill them with the
ax.

“ What could you do, George!?
They're hiimon, you know.”

“I'd fight them, anyhow,” he said,
bravely.

“Good, my boy!" said the miner,
“You'll bs the right kind of » man
when you grow up. But of course
ou're not very strong yet. If the rob.

troubmou, just yell. Thatwould

do more g than yourax. [t would
rouse the camp ; and if you should be
the means of getting them ght, I'd

raise a collection of five hundred dollars
for you before the breath should be
fairly out of their bodies,”

The miner stood talking with the
Wilders till the sun had set—then he
sauntered on.

“If I can do anything for you or the
children,” said he at parting, “let me
know. i(y name is Tom Cook. I live
in that cabin over there, just next to
the one with the sign of ‘Choice
Liquors.” There is a mess of us—six.”

rs. Wilder thanked him, and when
he bad walked away she took her hand-
kerchief and wi away some tears
that were gathering in her eyes. The
kind voice of that blunt, honest man
had touched some tender chord in her
heart, and she wept—she knew not
why.

It was far, far in the night. The
moon had not risen till eleven, and it
was now away up in the bright sky, so
that it could look down into the dee
est canon. The Wilders had lain
awake for hours talking about the rob-
bers, which seemed to have made an
unusual impression on them, but at
last dozed off into unconscious rest,
and the whole camp was wrapped in

'rf. children slept soundly, but Mrs,
Wilder was restless, and awoke fre-
quently from half-feverish dreams,

When I relate the singular circum-
stances that occurred before the morn-
ing, [ do not claim that they were di-
rected by supernatural agencies; nor
do I avert that they were not. I sim-
pl{ tell the story.

t was between 3 and 4 o’clock when
Mrs. Wilder seemed to fall intoa deeper
¢lumber than she had enjoyed that
night. But it was not free from
dreams. Thus far she had dreamed
only of the mysterious robbers of which
Tom Cook told her; now her vis-
ions wandered away back over years,
Again she was on the Platte river;
again she saw her husband—so dis-
tinctly—building his ferry ; sgain she
bid him -by, and traveled on over
the prairies; again she saw the Rocky
mountains loom up in the distance.

But here the dream made a digres-
sion. Sears and Mallity did not come
now ; but instead of them came Abram
Wilder, She flew to meet him, but
stopped, for her hushand wore such a
strange look on his face. He stood
still, waved her off, then pointed to the
grass at her feet. She looked down
auad saw a grave open ; saw her husband
ly;i::j in it, with a ghastly wound on his
head ; saw two men hastily filling the
g:::up. They were his hired men—

and Mallity.

With a scream that must have wak-
ened every sleeper at Forest Hill, Mrs.
Wilder started up from her rude couch,
now fully awoke, and in the dim light
she saw a shadowy figure standing a few
feet from her, with a hand still int-
ingat the earth, for it was the same figure
she had seen in her dream. It stood
perfectly motionless for a couple of
seconds, then vanished.

Within the same two seconds several
shadows were described against one of
the slanting sides of the tent, on which
the moon was shining, and they, too,
dhap;ennd simultaneously with the
sound of retreating footsteps without;
while something fell with a clatter, in-
side the tent, as though it had actually
dro[wed through the canvas,

- * hnt’:_i th:i matter, mothd . :ir?" ml:kd
eorge, springing up an n ax.
At the umo‘titl:la his little sister

cried out in her terror:

us | " and she added a wail to

e -
eral confusion. il

“ Hush, child!” said Mrs. Wilder,
who trefn'bgod 80 that she could hardly
speak ; “they've gone away.”

l;‘l?h. they'll oo.ﬁ“ bnok-zl know they
' "

George had hurried on his clothes,

and he rushed boldly out of the tent

“Oh, it's the robbers! They'll kill|T

with his weapon, uttering a loud shout,
Miners bounded from their tents and

the scene. One or two of them caught
sight of two Indians making off into
the woods,

Mrs. Wilder strucka light with trem-
ulﬂn hands, and hastily attired her-
s

“What's the matter? Is that you,
sonny ?"" asked the first miner, hurry-

int up.
t was Tom Cook,

“Yes, sir,” replied George. *The
robbers have been here. Mother heard
them, and 1 heard them running

a ‘F!
Tu. Wilder came out,

% Were they here, Mrs. Wilder?" he
asked ; for he had learned her name in
the evening.

“Oh—yes—some ome was,”” she an-
swered, breathlessly, *I've had—esuch
a terrible dream!”

“ Maybe _lyou only i ned it, then?"

ted Tom Cook; while the miners
were hu.r{yiglﬁ u ﬁ'omdnél‘.gi;-eclionn.!

“ No she didn't,” sai ¢, eagerly.
“] heard them!"

“ You bet she didn’t,” exclaimed one
of the miners excitedly, for he had
caught the hurried conversation as he
came up. ‘‘[ saw them goin' for the
woods; and they were derned sneak-
ing Indians, I'd swear it."”

e crowd and the excitement in-

Tom Cook was standing where he
could r into the tent, and he noticed
that there was a rent in one side.

“ What is that, Mrs. Wilder?" he
asked, as he stepped to the door and
pointed to the aperture,

Mrs. Wilder looked.

“Why, it's been cut!"” she said, as-
tonished

Cook went round on the ou with
a number of others, and examined the

int of interest, &’u, the canvas had

n ripped with a knife,

By l.Eis time the whole camp had
gathered around the tent of the Wild-
ers, and as they learned the particu-
lars, loud imprecations were invoked
on the unknown robbers. All was hub-
bub and confusion.

Suddenly a scream was heard in the
tent. A rush was made for the door.
Had one of the robbers concealed him-
self within, and had Mrs., Wilder just
discovered him? If s0, Heaven help
him |

No, there stood Mrs. Wilder, gazing
with a terrified air at something she
bad picked up near where the rent had
been made—and now, with a shudder,
she let it fall again at her feet,

“ What isit? What's the matter?”
was asked, and Tom Cook, followed by
others, waived ceremony and entered
the tent, while George, with his ax, was
without, answering the hurried ques-
tions of new comers. '

“Obh, Lord of Heaven!" exclaimed
Mrs. Wilder; “ my murdered husband
has been here this night! I shall soon
go to him, I know! It is a warning!
Uh, Abram ! Abram ! "

Scarcely knowing whether to think
the woman sane or not, Tom Cook ad-
vanced and picked up the object that
lay at her feet.

It was a knife—a large ket-knife
—with two blades, one of which was
five or six inches long, and open, and
the handle was of rough buck-horn. It
was a peculiar, old-fashioned knife, and
there was a small brass &hte on it, con-
taining the initials “A, W.”

“It was my husband's knife!” said
Mrs. Wilder, while a tremor ran through
her frame.

The men stared at each other,

“Isaw him in a dream—yes, and I

saw him standing in the tent when I
awoke—and I heard that knife fall 1"
i The first thought that went the rounds
was to the effect that the ghost of Abram
Wilder had visited the window, and left
this article, that she might izeit;
but that idea was quickly dispelled by
the assurance of one of the miners that
he bhad seen two Indians retreating.

“Then, Mrs. Wilder," said Tom Cook,
who did not like to give the ghost up
entirely, *your husband has appeared
to warn you of your danger."”

This idea was received with general
favor, and while a confusion of voices
discussed the matter, the moon paled,
and gray morning came over the moun-
tain,

Among the miners was one named
Tirrell, who had recently come from
another camp a few miles distant known
as Bear Gap. By-and-by he examined
the knife, When he did so he started
scratched his head in an intellectual
way, opened his eyes too wide, and ut.
tered a significant exclamation.

“ What now, Tirrell? What'sup

“I—know—this—knife!” he said, as
if he was not quite sure about it.

' Are you sure? Don't speak rashly,
Tirrell,”

He scrutinized it more closely, and
then said,

“Yes; I'd swear to it. I borrowed
that very knife two weeks ago, and re-
turned it to its owner."”

A pause ensued. The miners looked
at each other a moment, as if hesitating
to ask the momentous question,

At last Tom Cook asked it:

“Who?"

“A man at Bear Gap. But, mind, I
don't say he's been here at any bad
tricks. His name's—Mallity."”

“What!" exclaimed Mrs, Wilder,
starting as t-houjh she had trodden upon
;urpent; “ Mallity ? Where—where is

e ?Il

“ At Bear Gap."

“Do yeu know him, ma'am?”’ asked
om Cook. .

“He is one of the very men Itold you
of last evening, Mr. Cook—one that I
always thought murdered my husband !
I know it now, and this knife is his con-
demnation.”

Thereu she briefly related her
story to Tirrell and others, who had not
heard it before,

“Can it be that this man has been

coming all the way from Bear Gap,
week after week, to rob us 7" asked Tom
and cabins on all sides, and hurried to | Cook

“ But how about the Indians " asked
another.

“They have been ised. Who
could the other be, Tirrell

“Don't know, unless it is his bunky.
Another man and he live together in a
cabin at Bear Gap."”

“Who is the other?' asked Mrs.

“Oh, Heaven!" exclaimed Mrs. Wil-
der, *“the very names! They are the
two men who murdered and robbed mg
poor husband on the Plains, and that
the way this knife came here., Oh, shall
they escape unpunished ?"

“No! no!l not by a jug-full! Not if
they're in Bear Gap or in California,"
was shouted on all sides. * Let's track
them home—hunt themdown! Who's
ready 7"

The wildest excitement prevailed,

Shortly after sunrise a committee of
six started for Bear Gap,and at mid-day
they returned with two prisoners, whom

ht face to face with Mm,
Wilder, She knew them in a moment,
and they sank down upon the ground,
hhllf dead m:fd rl:.mom and terror, as
they recogni r.

“Yes yes!" she exclaimed, wildly,
“Iknowyou, Sears—Mallity—you killed
my busband ! You know it May you
meet with the mercy hereceived at your
foul hands!”

Her voice was raised almost to a
scream, and she waved her right hand
in an excited way, as if invoking the
ven ce of Heaven.

es, the Vision from the Plains—the
ghost of the murdered man that had
come from the mountains, and carried
the dreaming widow back to the Platte
river—that roused her from her
slumber with a shriek that startled
the marauders, while in the act of cut-
ting their way into the tent, causing
them to dl:;p the tell-tale knife—was
the means of hunting down the camp-
robbers, and their days were numbered.

A search of their quarters at DBear
Gup had disclosed a considerable amount
of gold dust, which they had evidently
stolen, for they had never been known
to dig much ; but worse than all, snugly
rolleﬁ u ami packed at she bottom of
a sack that was filled with other things,
were two complete Indian outfits—
feathers, belts, wigs of long, black hair,
and materials for staining the face.
Disguised as Indians, the two villains,
Sears and Mallity, the murderers of
Abram Wilder, had been robbing jhe
various camps in that vicinity “for
months,

Before sunset that evening they con-
fessed all—including the murder of
Wilder—and the gathering shadows of
uight frowned on two silent figures that
were dangling hideously from the
boughs of a tall tree.

ra. Wilder was avenged!

But shespoke with a prophetic tongue
when she said her loved companion had
called her., Her health failed rapidly
from that night,and within two months
she left her children there in tie moun-
tains and went over the dark river to
meet him with whom she had parted on
the banks of the Platte,

Forelgn Notes.

Livixcsrons, the African explorer,
has been gone just six years.

A svstex of storm signals is to be es-
tablished in the West Indies.

Faeemasonsg count in their organiza
tion every prime minister in Europe.

Maxare, the rich Australian, is dead ;
he once sent to London an order for a
ton of books to fit up a library at his
colonial home.

I is stated that when sick persons in
Metz have no hopes of recovery, they
cause themselves to be conveyed across
th.el frontier in order to die on French
soil.

Tar deposit of rock salt reported to
have been found in New South Wales
is corroborated. It is the first of the
kind discovered in Australia, and very
valuable,

Tue Austrian Embassy, Belgrave
square, Londom, is one of the hand-
somest in the city,and Count Beust one
of the most esteemed and popular am-
bassadors,

Tee German papers report the death
of a M. Hanselt, a farmer, who in 1850
conveyed Kinkel and Carl Schurz, un-
der cover of darkness, across the Prus.
sian frontier,

Tuz new paper money which has a
peared in Paris is printed in blue in
on fine tissue parchment &per, and is
issued by the Societe nerale for
small payments of one, two and five
francs,

ExcLAND manages to get along with
killing one paasenger in 1,256, on
her railroads ; France, one in 1,955,555 ;
Belgium, one in 8,861,804 ; Baden, one
in 17,614,977 ; Prussia, one in 21,441,488,
Those who are about to travel in Europe
:lrilin::b this that it is much safer to

oit ia,

Russia is about to inaugurate s new
system of taxation. Hitherto, only

rsons liable to military service have
»een liable to taxation, so that the no-
bles and the Government officials have
shifted all burdens of the sort on the
,l.:eumt.ry and the manual laborem.

his extrsordinarily unfair discrimina.
tion is to be done away with. Taxation
will hereafter be universal, and mili-
tary service very nearly so.

Taz German Freemasons have re-
solved to found a German lodge in
Mets. The Emperor has given his
sanction to the act, The lodge will be
called * The Temple "of Peace;" the
formal opening will be celebrated on
A'pril 3. Councilor Brandenberg, chief
of the Lotharingain Department of
Works, has been elected Master.
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Varieties.

Jersey Crry youth keep the palice.
men in a proper state of subjection by
stoning them regularly.

Tue reason why Horace Greeley op-
poses famnluuﬂ"n{ge is doubtless because
the ladies are all freetraders,

Tux base-ball fever is breaking out all
over the country, and promises to as-
sume an epidemic form again.

A uax carries a pound and three.
quarters of phosphorus about him, and
it's no wonder he sometimes gets light.
headed o' nights,

Ir some one would only get up a sew-
ing machine to collect rents, mend nan-
ners and repair family breaches, what
a sale it would have.

A Lirrie Rock, Ark., paper takes
pleasure in announcing the erection of
a peanuttery as an evidemce of the ma.
terial progress of the city.

A ~newry married couple from Ilowa
Falls, Iowa. on arriving at the hotel at
Fort Dodge, left their marriage certifi.
cate on the office counter by way of a
guarantee,

A sivister who thought that report-
ing sermons was all vanity, afterward
concluded that if the thing must be
done it should be well done, and slipped
u greenback into the reporter's hand,
saying, ** Do not condense me."

Nvuzrouvs residents of Lafayette, Ind,,
bave established a Druidical “grove,”
and their wives have got from the cir
culating librn.ri: all the copies of the
“ Mystery of Edwin Druid’ to learn
what sort of doings are contemplated.

Hoxrace GreerLey having heard a cer-
tain man alluded to as the leading milk-
man of Connecticut, wrote to him to
know whether he was at present culti-
vating cocoanuts or cows, and which he
found most profitable for butter and
cheese.

Wuy should an autograph-hunter
naturally call on Messrs, Edward Eggle.
ston, E. E, Hale, Emerson Etheridge, or
grare they living) Edward Everett and

ol. E. E. Ellsworth for autographs, with
reasonable hope of suocess. Because
they all write their names with great
E's (great ease).

Sax Francisco has grown to be a great
mart for raw fars., The furs imported
lnst year were valued at over two mil-
lions. All the Alaska furs and those
from Eastern Siberia now pass through
San Francisco as the nearest route to
their market, in this country or in Eu-
rope, and the trade is rapidly growing,

Mr. Lincowx used to tell a story of a
boy who was ordered his father to
scare a stray urchin off the premises.
He departed on his mission with a
“turkey gobbler" strut, and shortly re
turned with a discolored optic, bleedin
nose and very much demoml‘zed. an
told his father the “ darn'd boy didn't
scare worth a cent.”

“Hoxe axp Sociery,” in Scribner’s, is
to be enlarged and improved. Some of
the most accomplished of American
women writers will here contribute to
the edification of their eountry-women,
in matters of household economy, dress,
social ethics, the culture of tiowers,
home decorations, etc., ete.

Sowk twenty unfortunate young Phil-
adelphians were arrested in the City of
Brotherly Love on Sunday last for
lounging on corners. Considering that
Philadelphia deems it sinful to keep
open libraries or other places of inno-
cent recreation on the Sabbath, and
that its bar-rooms are closed on that
day, it would really seem as if the aver-

dweller in boarding-houses had no
ternative but to lounge on corners.

Unaccountable Phenomena ata Party.

The following story is told of a young
lady and a gentleman at a fashionable
party in Nashville: The young man
was handsome and happy, the young
hd{ arrayed in lavender, rose, &e¢.,
with gold-powdered hair flowing over
her swanlike neck. Finding the heat
of the room too much for them, they
sought the cool shade of an arbor where
they might listen to the fountsin’s full.
The music rose and fell, time flew on
silver pinions, and after an absence of at
least an hour, our young friends re:
entered the brilliantly illuminated
3::.10:1. The lady passed on in the

ce, but the young man was slightly
taken aback b{ his next meighbor in:
forming him that round his neck was
the unmistakable print of two arms in
chalk and dinmond dust, on ode shoul-

der a large pile of yellow powder, and
on his upper lip and cheek diamond
dust, bloom of youth, and yellow
rowdar mixed up nerally. The
ady’s hair was observed to be several
shades paler,




