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From the Augusin a}onlalo and Hentinel:
Mississippi and South Carolina.

The splondid victory won by tho
Mississippi Domocracy is held up as
an examplo for tho imitation of tho
Consgorvative Democracy of South
Carolina, who arc told that, if thoy
will, they likewise can rout tho Rad.
icals at tho next State clection. We
wish that we could think so; but South
Carolinais notin tho desperato plight
of Mississippi, and tho nogro majority
is far larger. Thoro is not the motivo
here to malco tho sacrificos which woro
made in Mississippi. There monoy
was poured out like water, and the
whites wero dotormined to carry tho
election at any cost. Somo plantors
in Mississippi gavo onc half of tho
prococds of their cotton crop to the
election fund, Thore was no holding
back. Can wo oxpect such opon
handed giving in South Caralina? Will
the Carolinians undortake to carrvy
the elections by force, knowing be-
fore hand that tho wholo oloction mas
chinery will bo in tho hands ol tho
Radicals, who have thirty thousand
negro majority at thoir back? It is
well that we look before wo leap; that
weo reason togothor; that wo beav in
mind what has actually been gained;
that we count tho cost of dofeat as
well as tho fruits of vietory., Wo be-
lieye that tho running ot a Straight-out
Demooratic ticket in South Carolina
would set the Stato baclk ton yoars,
and wo know that such a tickot, and
such afight, is just what tho Radieal
thieves will egg us on to, if they can,
<~Charleston Nows and Couvier,

Our Charleston contemporary has
always despaired of the possibility of
a Domocratic triumph in South Cnr—
olina. We are not astonished that
it gazes in astonisbment upon the
glorious victory in Mississidpi, and
doubts and foars for Carolinn. Wo
are afraid that this spivit has had
much to do with tho political troubles
which havo overwhelnoed that Stavo.
The Democrats havo lot 1 dare not
wait upon I would” year after yoar
until now alono of all the Southern
States South Carolina is still in the
toils of Radicalism. Wo state theso
things not asa reproach, but asan
illustration, Wo know Caroliniang
to bo a nobie and gallant people, who
have negleciced no opportunity to froo
their State from tho disgraco of Re-
publican rule and its attendant infa.
mies of misgovernment and corrup-
tion. But we believe experionco has
fully shown that theirpolicy has been
unwise and suicidal, and that it s now
time for them to discard it altoghor.
We claim a right to speak, for the
Ohronicle and Sentinel is a South Car:
olina as woll as a Goorgia nowspaper,
and we beliove that may Cavolini-
ans will endorso the correctnoss of our
views.

The News and Couvier says that
Bouth Carolina is not in the despor.
ate plight of Missiesippi; and that
there is not the motive thore to malko
the sacrifices which woro made in
Migsissippi. Wo know something of
the condition of both Statos, and if
there has beona timo during tho past
ton years when South €avolina was
not as bad off politieally as Migsisaippi
wo sghould like to ho informed of the
date. Tho debt of South Carolina ia
troble that of Mississippi; taxation is
higher, and the profligney and corrup=
tion of the State government has beon
greater. But bo the result of the
comparison what it may thoro aro fow
Carolinians who will not readily ad-
mit that tho “plight” of their State is
desporate enough to warrant tho
atrongeat moapuros for its rodemption.
Two yoars ago Missiasippi sont Lamar
to the Houso of Bopresontatives; what
respeotable ocitizon has roprosonted
HBouth Oarolipa in Congross sinco
18617 If tho Bouth Carollnians have
not a motive to make the “sacrificos”
that were mado in Mississippi thoy
have foully slanderod their rulors.—
All the 8tato officers are Radicals—
some'of them negroocs; a majority of
membore of the Goenoral Assombly aro
Radicals—many of thom ignorant and
corrupt negroos and ocarpot baggers;
one of the United Btates Benators isa
oorrupt apd unprincipled carpet bag-
ger who docs not ropresont South

s,

Carolina as much as he does Ponnsyls
vania; ovory Congressman is a Rade
ical—two of them nogroos, and vho
only ono olocted by Conservative
votes tho miscogonating Mackey; the
Judgos, with two eoxcoptions, aro
Radical partisans; with the excoption
of the extromo uppor portion of tho
Stato tho county governmonts are all
administered *by incompetont and dies
honest negrocs and carpot baggors,
who plunder the peoplo at will, Have
South Carolinians no motive for got~
ting rid of such a condition of affaira?
To this question wo think thoro can
bo but one reply,

What “sperifices” wore mado by
tho Democracy in Mississippi which
any poople would not bo willing to
mako in an offort to sceure froe gov~
crnmont and honest governmeont? Tho
Nows and Courior says that tho peo~
plo of Mississippi spent “money liko
water” in order to carry the election,
and asks, “can wo oxpect such open
handed giving in South Carlina?” If
such a question bo seriously asked we
answor at onco that tho pople of South
Carolinn are just ne patriotic as the
people of Mississippi, and are equally
as capable of making great sacrifices,
They will give and givo freely of
both time and money to rid their
Stato of the monstrous systom of
scoundrelism which has erushed and
disgraced it for so many yoars, To
ask such o question implies a doubt
which no ono who knows Carolina
and Carolinians shouli over ontertain.
The article from which wo quote also
intimates that forco was employed in
Mississippi by the Democrats to earry
iho oloction.  What ovidence is thore
that any undue means were used to
influenco that contest, So far ns we
have socen, absolutely mnono, It is
true that o majority of thivty thous—
and votes presents feariul odds to
contend against, but the examplo of
Mississippi shows that oven a more
formidable majority may be vanquish-
ed, Two yoars ago Alcorn was clected
Governor by nearly forly thousand
votes, and yet this immonso majority
has been overcome. There is hope
for South Carclina, and with the Con~
sorvatives united noxt year upon a
Conscrvative tickot they will assur-
edly sweop tho State,

S

A I'ine Poinr.—A lovely manner
of avoiding sea sickness has lately
been put in practico by an English
travelor, 1lo was on board of a steam
car crossing the English Cbannel bo.
twen Dover and Calais. On deck,
right opposito the Briton, was seated
a boautiful Fronch actress, who was
going to London, where sho had an
ongagement for a theatre. Tho Eng-
lishman was kooping his oyes rivered
on the face of tho lady, whose pa-
tienco becominguexhaunated, she snid
to tho islander: “Why aro you look—
ing 8o persistently at me?”  The gen-
tloman answered, with an exquisite
politeness: “Madameo, it is said that
Lo avoid slasicknoss one must rest hig
oves upon o single point, and not stop
a ginglo momoent to look at tho soa,
You aro the point which I have
choson.”

- ——— A —

Renewnp  Inrerest v Livp.—A
Vicksburg wifo informed ber hus-
band the other morning that she was
working herself into the grave for the
want of a hired girl, and, as ho went
out, she leaned back and fell to weep.
ing. The children were making a
noigo in the ball as he passed out,
nud he called out:

“You wantto stop this racket] —
Your mother won’t live a week, and
when you got a step mother here
next spring, she won’t put up with
any such fooling!”

When he eame home to dinner,
his wife met him with a smile and
anid:

“Ien’t ours a cozy home, Richard,
with only our own little family to
look aftor!”—Vicksburg Ilerald.

——ed e — -
“You'ro always off at nights, Loan..

der,” said Mrs. Spilking roproachfully
tho othor evoning. “Yes, my doar,”
roplied Spilking, “You’ll romember
even when I first proposed, you con-
gidorod mo a protty good offvor.”

The Cornet-A-Piston.
[FrOM THE FRENOH.]

“Master Basil, play us a little tune
we want to dance.”

“No, my children.”

“Why no#”?

“Becanse I have made a vow not
to.”

“To whowms”

“To myselt—to one who has gone
—to your poor mother, my child.”

At these words, spoken in a falter
ing tone, a veil of sadness suddenly
covered all the faces present,

“Oh, if you but knew what it cost
meo to learn musicl” continued the
old man.

“The story! the story!”shouted the
young people—*tell us the story!”

“Itis in fact quite astory, Listen
then,” said Master Basil. And sitting
down under a tree, whilst a crowd of
curious young heads formed a circle
around him, he related in theso words
how he had studied tho cornet a piston
It is thus that Mazeppa, Lord Byrons
hero, likewise seated under a trees
related one evening to Charles XII, a
tervible story of his riding lesson.
But let us listen to Master Dasil;

It will soon be twenty three years
sinco Spain was a proy to civil war-
Don Carlos and Isabells were cons
tending for the crown, and the Span.
iards, divided into two camps, shed
therr blood in this fratricidal strug.
gle Ibada friend a licutenant of
chasseurs, in the same battalion as
myself, tho most able man I over
knew. We bhad been brough up to:
gother—togethar we had graduntoed
from eolege. A thousand times had wo
met upon the eame battlefield, fight-
ing side by side, and wo both wished
to die in the causs of freedom, lle
was evep, if you pleaso, more liberal
than I.

Unfortunately, wmy friend Ray-
mond was the vietim of an injustice,
of an abuse of authoriiy—of onc of
thoge arbitary acts sometimes  coms
mitted by bigh officers in the army
which outrage the more honorable
uien of this noble profession, From
that moment the oflicers resolved to
abandon his goldiers, the friend to
leave his friend, the liberal to go
over to the rebels, the subordinate to
kill his colonel,

All my entreatios were useless to
dissnade him from his project. It
was a gottled thing.

We happened to be at that time in
the provineo of Asturia, three miles
from the enemy. The night chosen
by Raymond to desert bLad come—a
cold rainy night; bringing with it me-
lancholy thought; we were to fight
the noxt day. Toward midnight,
just as I was falling asleep, Raymond
entered my tent,

“DBasil 1" he whisperved fn my ear,

““Who is thoret”

“Itis I.  Adien!”?

“You are going already?”

“Yes. Good bye;” and he grasped
my arm, “Listen!” hie continuned. “It
a8 we expect, there should be a bat-
tle to morrow, and it wo moet”—

“I understand; wo are friends.”

“Woell, we will embrace cach other
and continne to fight, each on his
own side. As for myself, I shall
garely die, for I will not leave the
field without baving my revengs on
the colonel. As for you, Basil, do
not expose yourself too much. Gloryl
You sce what is—smoke.”

“And lifet”

“Yes, yon are right. DBecome
commander,” continued Raymond,
raiging his voice. “*Tho pay—that is
A more serious matter—rum, tobacco
and pretty women, Alas! everything
is over for mel”

“Good God!” what are you think-
ing oft” said I, quite overcomo. “Wa
both of us have made moro than one
narrow escape already.”

“Well, then, lot us nameo a place to
meot after the engagemant,”

“Wherever you please.”

_“In the hermitage of St. Niclolas
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at one o'clock at night. If one of us
is not there, it will be because he
could not come; ho will be dead. It
is agrecdf” )

“Perfectly. Farewell, then!”

“TFarowelll”

We threw ourselves in each others
arms; then Raymond disappeared in
theshades of night,

As wo heard, or rathor as we had
foreseen, tho rebels attacked us the
next day. Tho action was hot, and
lasted from three o’clock in the after-
noon until evening. Onco only in
the melee did I eateh a glimpso of
my friend Raymond; he wore on his
Lead the little beretta of the Carlists.
They had already named him com.
mander, he had killed our colonel,
My luck was not so good. I was
made prisoner by the enciny.

It was one o’clock in the morning
the hour of my rendezvous with Ray«
mond. I found myseelf shut up in a
room used as a prison, and in the
heart of a small village then occupied
by the Qarlists, I asked about Ray-
mond,

He is a brave fellow, they answer~
ed me; ““be bas killed a colonel, but
he must be dead,”

“Why so.

“Because he has not come back,”

Ob, how much I soffered that
night! A hope, however, still re—
mained; Raymond bad undoubtedly
waited for me at the hermitagoe, and
that was the reason they had not seen
bim again. Ifow anxious Le must
have been al not finding me at the
rendezvous, I thought to myself, Ile
bolicves I am surely killed; and in
fact, is my last hour far offt The
Carlista shoot all their prisoners; tos
morrow L must die. It is true that
Raymond will return before—but if
[ die to day? My Godl my God! 1
am losing my head!"”

Dawn broke upon me while in the
midet of these refleations. A chaplain
entered my prison; ail iny compans
ions wero sleeping.

I must diel T exclaimed on seeing
the priest.

“Yes,” he answered gontly.

“What! alreadyt”

“No; in three hours.”

A moment later my companions
were awakened. A thousand crics,
athoueand sobs, a thousand curses
echoed through the prison.

A man sabout to die ordinarily
seizes one fixed iden and clinga to it.
Nightmeare, fever, or madness, that
is what happened to me. The thought
of Raymond took posscssion of my
mind; Ieaw him living, I saw him
dead—sometimes struggling in  tho
melee, somotinies waiting for mo  at
the hermitage. I was deaf, dumb,
insensible——idiotie, 1n fact,

They took off my officers uniforin
and put the eap and hood of a private
soldier on mej then with my twenty
companions I marehed toward death
From this pumber only one, a musi-
cian, was to cseapo his doom. The
Carlists spared thoe lives of musicians
not only because they were scarcely
to be femed in battle, but becansc
they themselves wanted to form bands
of music for their own battalions.

And yon weroa musician, Master
Bagil; that ie what saved yout ex-
claimed the little folks in one voice.

No, my children, I was not a mu»
sicinn, The Carlists drew up in a
line of battle, Ono platoon was
detached, the platoon of oxecution
and we were placed before it, The
number ten was given meo. I should
thus be the tenth man to die. Then
I thonght of my wife and my daught.
or—of your mothor and of you, iy

child.
The exocution began, Agmy oyos

wero bandaged, I could not see my
companions. I wanted to count the
shots that I might know when my
turn came, but before the thivd report

I lost the count,
Lt is my turn vow, I said to myself,

Thoe balls whistled, but I was still

alive,

T —

This time is surely my tarn; it ig
all over. 1 felt some ono take meo by
tho shoalders, shake mo, speak in my
ear. Ifell, I ceased to think; then I
dreamod that I was shot dead.

Was tho dream still lasting? I
lay on a bed in my room, tho very
one which had served as a prison. 1
saw nothing. [ raised my hands to
my oyes to tako off the bandagoe, and
I found that my eyes were free, wido
cpen, bat the prison was full of shad-
ows. I then benrd a clock strike and
I began to tromble. It was evening
prayers.

It is nino o'clock, I thought, but
what day can it be?

A shadow more denso than that
gurrounding leaned over me; (his
shadow was a human form, My
lips unconsciousty murmered a namo
the name I had incessantly repeated
during my nightmaro—Raymond,

“What is it#” said a voice at my
sido.

My God, I exclaimed. is that you
Raymond?  You are alive yo't

“Yes.”

“And I

“You also.”

“Where am I then? At the her-
mitage!  ITave I been dreaming,
then? Was not I maae a prieonci?”

“No, Basil, you havoe not bheen
dreaming, 1 will tell you everything
When the moeon vosa T was very wea-
ry, but I remembered you, then |
directed my steps to the hermitage,
intending to wait for you. It was ten
o'clock in the evening; the rendez-
vous was for one. The night bofore
I had not closed my cyes; I foll a-
sleop. At one o’clock I awoke utter-
ing a cry, Ilooked around and found
wyselt alone. Two o’clock, three
o’cluck, four o’clock struck; you did
not appesr. You wore surely dead,
this thought maddened me. Day
dawned at last; I left thoe hermitage
and turned toward the village, where
my new brothers, in arms were mus-
tered. They all believed that 1 Lad
been left on the field. They received
mo with open arme; they heaped
compliments and honors upon me,
Then all at onee, while talking to
them, I loarned that twenty ono pris:
oners were to be shut that very morn,
ing. A presontiment crossed my
mind; could Basil be among thom? I
hastenod away. The platoon of exe-
cution was already formed. I heard
gomo shote; the firing had begun,
My eyes sought you, but, blinded to
grief, they could not see. Finally, I
deseried you, You were abent to be
shot dead; there wore not more than
two numbers before it came to your
turn. What was I to do! 1 was
erazy; I uttgred a ery, I seized yon in
my arma m& in an agonized, desper-
ate voice I exclaimed: Oh, not that
one, my general, not that one! The
general jresiding over tho execution
who already know of me throngh my
condnet of the provions evening, ad-
dressed me: * Why not? Is he a
musiciant”?  This word was to mo
what the light of duny would be il
made suddenly visible to a blind man,
A musician! T exclaimed; Yes, yes,
my general—a musician, a pgreat
musician. As for you, however, you
had fallen senseless,  “And on what
instrunment docs he play?” asked the
general, On what instrumont?  On
—on the—yos, that is it—that is po—
on the cornet-a.piston. *Do you
need a cornet a piston?” pursued tho
general addressing tho bandmaster.
Tho answer toek five seconds—fivo
centuries to mo, “Yoa, goneral, pre
cigoly,” said the bandmastor at lnst
“Thon let them tako this man from
ranks, and the oxccution proceedod
without delay. I lifted you in al
haste, and taking you in my arms I
carried you here.”

Raymond had not yob done spenks
ing; I made but one bound and foll
upon his neck, erying and laughing at
tho sanme timo, owe you my lifo, I
exclaimed.

“Not quite,” roplicd Raymond,

“Why so?”

“Do you know how to play the
cornot a piston?” ;
St No”
“Well, then, thot is cool!”

In fact, my childron, I had sudden-~
ly become as cold as a marble statuoe,
YAnd music?’ continued Raymond,
“do you understand music?”

“A littlo, very littlo; you know woll
enough what was taught us at col—
logo,

“Littlo enough, then, or, to come
nearer tho truth, nothing, You are
liopelessly lost, and myself with you;
they will eall me o teaitor, and that I
intended to betray them. Before a
fortnight the band of which you ought
to mauko ono will ho organized.”

“A fortnight??

“Neither more nor less, and as you
will not be able to play on the cornet
a piston unless Giod worle n miracle in
yonr favor, they will shoot us hoth.”
Shoot you, I exelaimed.  You—for
me, who owo youmy life? Oh, nol
Tt is not possiblo. Ileaven would not
permit it.  In a fortnight I will know
music, and I will play the cornota
piston,

Raymond began to laugh.

Ilow shall I tell you, my children?
In filtoen days—oh, power of willl—
in fifteen days tho night included—for
L did not tako a singlo momeont of rest
oven Lo sleep—in fifteen days I learns
od to play.

Raymond and I went ount in the
country, and together wo passed the
whole day with a musiciun of a nsigh-
boring village, who camo to give me
lessans,

But why not eseape? you aro about
to ask.

Lgeape was impossiblo; T was still

a prisonor, and closely watched, Ray.
mond would not leavo without me,
I no longer spoko, I ne longer
thought, I no longerate. I had but
one ginglo idea—music and cornet a
piston, I wanted to learn, and 1
learned. In this way 1 savod my
life, but I becamo crazy., For three
wholo years my fingers never loft the
instrument.  Tho world containad
nothing clse for me; my life was paas
sed in blowing, Raymond did not fors
sako mo,

With him I immigrated to France
and continned to play the corneta
piston, Everybody thronged to hear
me; I was a prodigy a wonder. The
cornet a piston scemed Lo broathe be-~
neath my touch; it sobboed, prayed,
ighod, roard—it imitated a bird, a wild

beast, tho human voico evon. My
lungs wero mado of iron.
Two years passod thus. At the

end of this time Raymond chanced to
dio.  Tho sight of the lifeloss body
brought back my renson. I took my
inatruamont, I tried to play. I no jons
gor knew how,

And now, my childron, do you eare
to dance? |
S P S,

A Ilome Question,—-A Detroit boy
surprised his father the other day by
asking:

“Father, do yon like mother?”

“Why, of course,”

“And she likes you?”

COf conrse she does.”

“Did sho over say so?””

“Many a time, my son”

“Did she marry yon beeanse sho
loved you?”

“Cortainly she did.”

Tho boy looked tho old man ovor,
and after a long panse, askod:

“Well, was sho as nenr sighted
then ns sho is now?”

- — s

arrnrvn ro e Lastr—Tho olher
day Sam Bowles went to church in
Springfield, Massachudetts, eays tho
Chicago Mimes, and, feeling tho ef-
fects of his sovere cditorial labors
through tho week, went to napping.
By and by he was awakonec by tho
preacher, who struck the dosk and
shouted: “Who shall be ablo to stand
up in the presencoe of the Lord on that
awful day?  And Sam Bowles, ris-
ing in his pow, remarked: “Charles
Prancig Adams is tho man that ean
do it, and I nominato him for the
position.

o e i
Work on the Laurens Railroad is

going on with rapidity,



