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by the castle gate, and to that I led my MADRID.
The City susd .its Parka.

In the Tower of London.

Prentioe Mulford's Utters to ths Baa Franolsoo
Bulletin.)

I made my first visit to the tower of
London a few days since. Its a fear-

ful risk I've run, that of remaining in
London over a year and nrver seeing the
inside of the tower. The staircases
are verry narrow. In ascending them I
had my eye nearly poked out by an old
American gentleman who would persist
in carrying his nmberella on his shoul-
der. The warders who show the place
are arrayed somewhat in the costume of
" Metamora." They take visitors about
in, squads of twelve to a warder. Ad-

mittance one shilling. From eight
hundred to a thousand visit the tower
daily. At this rate the establishment
ought nearly to run a prince. Of course,
you have read all lout the kniphts in
rtrmor, the guns and swords. The in-

struments of torture, the headman's
block and ax, the spenrs and shields,
and dungeons and names carved on the
wall, which are shown and explained to
yon. I saw the crown jewel.". Two
rusty, faded, sour looking women have
them in charge. One delivers the ex-

planatory lecture and the other takes
the tickets and watches to see that no
one runs off with the spoons. There are
spoons in the lot, gold salt sioons. The
crowns and other royal gimcracks aro
kept nnder a great glass ea. It is
merely a royal jewel show. When the
faded lady who looks as if she had keeu
dying by inches of envy and covetne,
because of her inability to own any of
the vast wealth, besides which her daily
life is passed, and which Tantalus-like- ,
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ATTOHXEY AT LAW,

And General Collecting Agent.
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HOTELS.

GUEST HOUSE,
Soatlt Main Street,

COLU1TBIA, TENKESSEE.

Board, f3 pec Day.

Carriages, bnggies or saddle horses furnished oa
application to the proprietor,

JAMES L. GUEST.
Colombia, Jan. 1, 1873.

NELSON HOUSE,
WALKER A LIPSCOMB, Proprietors,

COLUMBIA, TENXES8EE.

This well known house is undergoing thorough
repair and newly furnished, and is now open for ths
accommodation of the public generally.

Onr tables shall be furnished at all tunes with the
uei ice country win auora.

Hervants polite and attentive, and every attention
will be given to make our house inferior' to none in
the South.

We solicit the patronage of the public generally,
mch7-T3- tf Walks. A Proprietors.

mTxwell house;
Wasaville, Tennessee.

rTTTrOTST tt CO.. Proprietors.

ST. CLOUD HOTEL,
Cor. Summer And Church St's,
NASHVILLE, TENN.

MI SCKLLAS ICOl'S.

HOOKS!! BOOKS!!!
PERIODICALS,

Stationery, Wall Paper,
Wisdow Shailrs, New?, NoTl"is. lc ,at

"W. K. EXG E S,

West fside Public tiquar , ' iui'r! n, Tennessee.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
OF COLUMBIA, ti:nn.

Capital. lOO.OOO.
IHBECTOlf :

T. W. Kkfsek, R. B. Mooitr, T. B. Mains, J. SI.
Towi.eb, I FRimsoN, J. H. Thomas,

Jl'HM FK1ERS03.

Receives deposits, deals iu foreign and domentlo
exchange, gold, silver and government securities.

Collections niade and remitted for on day of pay-
ment at current rates of exchange.

Revenue stamps for sale.
JOHN FIUEBSON,

President.
LUCIUS FRURSOM,

Jas. B. Chxldbiss, Cashier.

W. H. WILLIAMS. ,IOE. TOWLF.R

Williams & Towler,
Wholesale and Retail

DRUGGISTS.
A full niippty of Medicine, Paints, Oil, GImb,
mHi aim U'luurK, i onaccn ami uigara, etc., oon

tautlT on band ; aluo (harden fveeda.
PrHcriptiona carefully compounded at all hours

ci day and nig tit. fel 7

Wm. Shirley's

Monuments
AND

TOMB STONES.
all of the

BEST ITALIAN MARBLE:

Also, I bavs the latest Styles of Designs.

AU week as cheap as can be done elsewhere.
Mannfaotory on West Main street, near the Insti- -

mch28-l- y

Sewing Machines.

Best in Use.
OiTcn universal satisfaction. Sold and guaranteed
1 the

SINGER. MANUFACTURING CO.,

Masonic Hall,
ap4-73-l-y Columbia, T

Fancy tbe feelings of a Pennsylva
nia mother who observe! that her child
(fonr months J was breathing with great
difficulty in its cradle asleep. Inspec-
tion was the work of a moment, when
it wan discovered that "something like
a cord " was ronnd the child's body un-

der its little night-gow- n ! Something
like a cord, indeed ! It was a snake
thirty inches long coiled tight around
the frame of the cherub. In fact, the
wicked old serpent was so comfortable
that it waa with a good deal of difficulty
that he was persuaded to uncoil ; and
when he did so, instead of (stopping like
a fair-minde- d snake, to have his photo-
graph taken, he bolted hastily into a
hole.

--rDr. MeCormac read at the recent
meeeting of the British medical associa-
tion a paper urging the employment of
anaastht-tic- s in slaughter-house- s to ren-
der animals unconscious before killicg
them for food. The only question is
whether the graduel administration of
chloroform would not W more disagreea-
ble to an unreasoning animal than an
unforeseen blow ..u the dead which im-
mediately stuns it.

VOLUME XIX.

THE OLD STOHT.
T AUCI CAST.

The waiting women wait at her feet.
And the day is fading down to tne night.

And close at her pillow, snd ronnd and sweet,
The red rose burns like a lamp

Under and ever the gray mist leps,
And down and down rrom tne mossy eaves.
And down from the sycamore's long wild lesves

The slow rain drops and drops and drops.

Ah ! never had sleeper a sleep so fair ;
And the waiting women that weeD around

Have taken the combs from her golden hair,
And it alideth over her face to the ground.

They have hidden the light from her lovelv eves
And nown rrom me caves where tbe mosses grow
i ne isin anpping, so slow, so slow.

And the night wind cries snd cries snd cries.

From her hand they have taken the shining ring
They have brought the linen her shroud to make

O the lark, she was never so loth to sing.
asu tne morn sns was never so loth to awake !

And at their sewing they bear tbe rain
imp-dro- p, drip-dro- over the eaves.
And dripdrop over the sycamore leaves.

As if there would never be snushine sgain.

The mrtming train to the grave hsve gone,
Ana ine waiting women are here ana are mere.

With birds at the windows and gleams of the sun.
Making the chamber of death to be fair.

And nnder and over tbe mist nnlaps.
And ruby and ameinyst burn through the gray,
And driest Dusnes grow green witn spray.

And the dimpled water its glsd hands claps.

The leaves of the sycamore dance and wave,
And the mourners put off the mourning shows,

And over the pathway down to the grave
The King grsss blows and blows and blows.

And every drip-dro-p rounds to a flower,
And love In the heart of the young man springs,
And the hands ot tne maine is snino with nils.

As if all life were a festival hour.
Atlantic monthly.

A SUPERVISOR'S STORY.
It was at , in Yorkshire, that I

first met with my friend the supervisor,
I had the pleasure of an evening s con
vernation witn mm, an evening ana a
morning, as I may say, for .we didn't go
to bed that all night, and the tots of toddy
reached a total that caused Keasou to
totter on her throne. We were conver
sing, among other topics, noon Fenian-
ism ; and I remarked to mv friend the
supervisor, that 1 felt a little tender in
touching on the theme, for that I didn't
exactly know, although I was certain he
was a iScotchman, whether he migntn t
be an Irishman as well. Youll bear in
mind that we'd reached the stage of our

todilv tournament which misrhl be
termed the melee, or the mellow, in tbe
vernacular; anyhow, we were getting
mixed in our ideas.

And I am not surprised at that same,
said Sandy, for I lived many years in
Ireland, when I was just a gauger, and
I grew so intimate with the Irish, that
my tongue got a twist that it s never re
covered from to this day. And to tell
vou the truth, it was the pleasantest
country to live in of all the islands of
Great Britain. Why, a man who was a
crown officer, and had ready money once
a quarter, was equal to a lord ; and
there was-- something in the air of the
country that was wholesome to that de
gree, that ye might be drinking wtnsKy
all the dav. and be never a penny the
worse for it at night. 1 was in a wild
ish part of the country, up among the
bogs of Tipperary. I was just a raw
laddie then, upon my approbation as it
were, and I was gey active, ye may be
sure, routing about the country hunting
for stills and shebeens, "searching auld
wives' barrels," trying to epeer out
something that might be a feather in
my cap, and bring me speedy promo-
tion. But never a drop of potheen or
the whiff of a still I could oome across,
though they were swarming about me
the whiles.

But one day. as I sat on the top of a
bit hillock. looking over the wild coun
try, and thinking of the braes o Kirko- -

kvrie. I spied a man coming along a wee
bit track over the moor, and he was a
fou as the laird o Craigdarroch.

He was a stranger to the parts, too,
and didn't know the face of me, and he
came rolliner and sliddering along to
where 1 was sitting.

" (tod save vou. friend ! said x.
" The purtect you !" said my

friend.
It s the decent drop o liquor you

get up there beyant.
" lie me bouI, it is.
"And it's a decent gossoon that sells

it, I went on.
" Indeed, he is.
" Will there be a drop left in the jug

up beyant.
" There's lashings of it."
" Maybe ye like a drop more of that

same ?
"Indeed, I would."
" Then I'll be for treating you

friend ;" and I linked my arm with his,
and away we went over hill and dale,
while we come to a lone hut in a bit
hag or dingle, where there was a reek of
peat-smo- ke and a bit of bummling noise
that was the poor fellows inside singing.
Well, my friend gave a sort of counter
sign that I couldn t see the trick of, and
he and I both walked in and sot down
on a heap of turfs by the door, and
called for the potheen, and I paid for
it. and never a one of them was the
wiser. But they hadn't got the still
there. I found that out ; it was up
among the boera somewhere, and I was
hoping they'd let drep something that'd
give me a line to where it was, when all
of a sadden there dropped in a little
man, a grocer from the town, and the
shine of the door as it opened upon me
lit np my face, and in the surprise of
the moment he sang out :

" Lads, ye've got the gauger among
"ve

There was a great kish of turf just
behind me, and before I could stir a
hand, somebody had clapped it oyer
me like an extinguisher, and what with
the dust of the turf, and a wheen few
trifles that was among it, and the reek
and the stink, I didn't come to my
senses for a minute or two ; and when I
popped my head out of the basket,
never a soul was there but the old
grandmother snoring away in her old
chair by the fire.

But though they saved their still,
they couldn't get over the selling of the
drink: that was p'ain enough against
them ; against Terence Macarthy, that
is, who lived in the cabin. He was just
the cat's-pa- w of the men that worked
the still ; but he got all the punishment,
mo.-e'- s tbe pity ! Well, I summoned
Terence, and got him fined 100 ; and
as there was nothing in the world in his
lint but tho old turf kish as I'd kicked
the bottom out of, and his grand-
mother's chair that had been thatched
wiLh a bit oat straw, I took out a body-warran- t,

as we call i, and made up my
mind I'd have to take my friend to
Dublin castle.

Now, Ireland's a different country al-

together from this ; and after we'd had
onr sessions, and tbe magistrates had
signed the warrant against poor Terence,
we went into the public house close by

the whole lot of us, magistrates and
all and began to drink whisky like
fish.

" Sandv, me bov," saiiVXKke Hacliett
ye remember Mike? lvandy, isn't it

trembling ye are with apprehension?
He was very particular in his conversa
tion, was Mike. " Ifn t it shaking ye
re. from the crown of your occupit to

the very phalanxes of your pedals at the
job you've got in hand to incarcerate
Terence Macarthy?"

"lhey say 'twas he shot the bailin,
shouted one.

" Divil a one than he murthered the
sheriffs officer," cried another.

" O he 11 take a detachment of dra
goons from Killoo," called a third.

"Come,' I said at last, getting rather
cross the way they was chaffine me :

come, I'll bet a gallon of potheen with
any sportsman in the room, that 1 11

take the boy to Dublin castle all by my
self."

" Done with you !" cried a dozen
voices.

And I was booked for about a hogs
head of whisky before I knew where I
was. But I wouldn't go back ; only
wh-'- n the excitement of. the drink was
out of nip, I ft-l- t as if I'd a deal rather

NUMBER 11.

. Tin: wixds.
The south wind sings of hsppy spring",

And summers hastening on their way ;
The south wind smells of cowslip tells.

And bloesoni-epangle- d meads of May ;
But sweeter is her red, red mouth
Than all the kisses of the sontU.

The west wind breathes of rusvet hesths,
And yellow pride of woods grown old ;

The west wind flies from autumn skies.
And sun-clou- overlaid with gold;

But the golden locks I love the beat
Outshine the glories ef the west.

The north wind sweeps front crystal deeps.
And Arctic halls of endless nlgbt;

The north wind blows o'er drifted snows,
And mountains robed in virgin white;

But purer far her maiteni soul
Than all the snows that shroud ths pole.

The east wind shrills o'er the detsrt hills
And dreary coasts of barren sand ;

The east wind moans of bones.
And ships that sink in sight of land ;

But the cold, cold east may rave and moan.
For her soft warm heart is all my own.

Ckambm' Juwrnml.

Conductor and Vice-Presiden- t.

At a certain period, some six or eight
years ago, the officers of one of our
principal railroads had good reasons for
believing that some of the conductors
upon a particular section of their road
were in the habit of rendering inaccu-
rate returns ef their receipts from
"way passengers;" and as they were
unable to fix the defalcation upon the
particular i individuals, Pinkerton was
employed t investigate the matter,
and test the accuracy of their
suspicions. For the execution of
this delicate service he selected a
sufficient number of his best men to
furnish four for every car in a train,
one to be seated at each door and two
in the centre of the car, the latter fac-
ing to the front and rear, so as to see
every person who went in or out. These
men" were directed not to recognize
each other, but to pay their fares, and
otherwise deport themselves like ordi-
nary travelers. Each one was provided
with pencil and paper, and instructed
to keep an accurate reoord of every per-
son that entered or left the cars, not
ing the stations to and from which they
traveled, eta, so that if at the end of
the trip their notes were in aocord, it
would be good evidence of accuracy.
In this manner the major was enabled,
in the course of a few days, to make a
detailed report which showed conlcn-sivel- y

that nearly every conductor upon
the section of road under surveillance
had been guilty of swindling. He also
ascertained that one of these delin
quents owned property to a large
amount in Philadelphia, Whereupon,
as I was informed, Col. S , the vice-preside-

sent for the man, and the fol-
lowing dialogue ensued :

Mr. , how long have you teen
employed as conductor on our road ?"

"About seven years, sir.
" What pay have you received dur--

ing that time ?"
"Eight hundred dollars a year.
"Do you own the house o, iipon

street ?
" I do, sir."
" Have you other property in this

city?"
"I have."
" What is its value?"
"Well. sir. I can't tell precisely, but

it is considerable."
"What estimate do you"plaoe upon

yonr entire assets ?"
" Something like forty thousand dol

lars."
" Were you the owner of any portion

ft this property when you entered our
service ?"

" Not a dollar's worth, sir."
" You have a family to support, I un

derstand ?"
"I have a wife and three children
" Will you do me the favor to inform

me how you have been able in seven
years to support yonr family and accu
mulate a fortune oi lorty tnonsana uoi-lar- s

upon a salary of eight hundred ?"
I have not tbe slightest objection to

answer your question, Col. 8 , pro
vided you will suffer me first to pro-
pound a few pertinent interrogatories
to TOu-- " ..... ....

V Very well, sir, I ve no objection.
What are they?"

" Will vou. then, be so kind as to in
form me how long you have been con-

nected with the railroad ?"
Something like ten years.
What, allow me to ask, has been

your salary during that time ?"
1 suppose it may nave averaged

about $5,000 a year."
' You have a family to support, if l

am not mistaken ?"
"Yes, sir, I have a famuy.
"If it is not an improper question,

Col. S , will yon suer me to ask
what is the amount of your fortune ?

Well, sir, I don't know precisely,
but it is something handsome.

Would you estimate it at half a mil
lion dollars, colonel ?"

' Yes, I dare say it is.
That being the fact, sir, if you will

do me the favor to disclose to me the
secret of the process by which yon, in
ten years, have been able to transmute
$50,000 into ten times that amount, with-
out any visible means outside your sal-

ary, I will most cheerfully tell you how
I have managed by turning an honest
penny now and then, to amass the com-
paratively insignificant amount I have
named."

" That is all very well," replied the
imperturbable vice-preside- nt, " but you
seem to have forgotten that there is a
slight difference between your status and
mine upon the railroad, in that yon
are responsible to me for stealing the
company's money, whereas I am not ac-

countable to you for my transactions.
In view of this fact, it now becomes my
duty to inform you that your services
are no longer required upon our road."

The facetious conductor probably an
ticipated this result, and with his char-
acteristic coolness remarked : " In that
event, sir, it may at some future time
become necessary for me to seek em
ployment upon another road. Wonld
ll oe asiung um mucu lur juu vu give
me a letter setting forth your estimate
of my ability to perform the duties of
conductor?"

"If you desire it, I oertainly have no
objections to giving yon a testimonial
to the effect that 1 look upon you as the
most unscmlulons and unblushing
knave that has ever disgraced the cata
logue of our employes, and that any
company having any thing to do pith
yon will be morrally certain to be rob-
bed." Harper' a Magazine.

Shopptno n Two Languages. It is
great fnn to barter with a French or
Italian shopkeeper, after you are quite
sure he does not understand a word of
English, if you can keep yonr counte-
nance and make it utter one thing while
your voice says another. Anxious to
oblige, anxious to sell, and not under-
standing your worsts, he watches
cadence and expression, and frames his
replies from that. I approached one in
Turin, and affecting ho greatly admiri
a scarlet neck scarf, said to him with a
gesture of appreciation and a tone which
indicated aeiigui: -- xnis scan m, x
auppose, a wretenea, e, snouay
anair s isut, ininvnwr. ami mo

you ask six irancs is, pernaps,
Snce what wonld demand of me if I
were not a stranger ?" (With finger and
thnmb in my right vest pocket, as if in
the act of producing the money to pur
chase it.) " Yon are doubtless a great
scoundrel in most of the relations of
life ?" " Qui. moron eure (with em
phasis,) " Certainement." " Permit me.. .1 At 1 Alto tie tne miBeraDie imng aoou vne
weak-eve- d, gaping, shriveled, honey-
combed, weather-beate- n face of ma-da-

ah I does not this enhance her
natural and acquired ugliness?" "Ovi,
oui " a pause, a glance at the enraged
countenance of the learned person, a
dim suspicion of a hoax, and the sen-
tence fciided with an indescribable
shrug. Letter fr&tn Europe.

lot, were the Macarthys, and it was a
wild country they lived in.

lhe weather came on wet, I remem-
ber; and it was nearly a week before I
could get across from Shillaloo to Ter-
ence Macarthy's cabin, which was in the
barony of Tullabardine, though where
the barony went to, and who was the
baron of it, was a matter I never could
get to know the bottom of.

It was just the dusk of the evening I
8U "o me mil mat looted
Over Terence's cabin ; and a dismal hole
it seemed, that same little hacr or dincle.
There was a bit pool of black bogwater
at one end of it, and at the other was
1 lm s cabin ust a heap of turf, with a
hole for the smoke to come out.

"Sandy, my boy," I said to myself,
"youll never come out of that hole
alive." And I looked round to see rf
there wasn't some living creature near
me ; if it had be n only a shp or a pig,
it would have been a comfort, just for
companionship. There was a red streak
of light in the sky, and just across it, I
remember, there was a-- line of wild
geese flying, their long necks stretched
out and their wings beating a slow time
in the air, and I could just hear the
whang of them ; and the sea-bir- ds

screamed and whistled over my head,
though it was too dusky to see them.
Eh, mon, my heart was like to sink into
my feet with the loneliness and the deso-
lation and the danger I judged I was in.

If it wasn't for being laughed at, I'd
have gone back. Well, I dropped down
into the hollow, and walked up to the
cabin. The door was open ; and the
thought came to me for the moment
that they'd all gone off ; and pleased I'd
have been for that. Bat, no ; there was
a bit of fire in the corner, and in the
darkness I could just see some people
crouching down, and the old grand-
mother sitting in her chair by the peat
fire.

God save all here !" I said, as I
walked in.

' Save e kindly !" replied a gruff
voice from the corner.

And with that I sat down on tho old
kish that had been filled with turf, and
pulled out my pipe and began to smoke.
I could distinguish objects now in the
gloom. There was just a heap of chil-
dren in the corner, with an old rag
covering them sleeping just as sweetly,
too, a if thev d been wrapped m down :

and there was the mother of them with
the babe at her breast, and Terence ly
ing doubled up witu his head in his
bosom : but never another soul in the
hut.

" Take a draw of a pipe, mon," said I;
" and don't be down-hearted- ."

I gave him my bag of tobacco, and he
found a pipe in the corner, and began to
smoke.

"Ye'll no have a wee drap whisky in
the house ?" I said.

"Divil a drap your hamier's left us,"
said the man, dryly.

" lake a pull at my flask, then,
said I.

And Terence took it and drank.
Somehow I lelt more comfortable then.
I was safe as long as I was inside the
cabin.

' I suppose you knrv what I've come
here for, Terence ?" I said, after a while.

As though this had been a precon
certed signal, the wife here burst out
with a loud lamentation : the old
grandmother raised a feeble "wirru,
wirru ! rocking herself oackward and
forward in her chair ; the children in
the corner, aroused by the noise, began
to wail and cry ; and the little babe at
the breast howled dismally in concert.

" Whisht, whisht ! shouted Terence,
angriU ; " would ye take all the heart-
out of me, and bring me to shame be
fore his banner ?

O what will we do, what will we
do ! O Terry, Terry, will ye leave
the children to starve and the babe that
hangs to me breast ? O hone ! O
hone !"

"Whisht, woman, d'ye hear? May
hap it isn't so bad as we think. May
hap his banner will give us a week or
two, while the praties come out of the
ground and "

I shook my head.
"I can't do it, Terence ; it's a quf en's

job, you know."
And if the queen were spoken to,

yer banner, said the woman "sues
had babes of her own, she wouidn t
take the husband away from me, that
wasn't to blame at all, except with be
ing too good natureci whu inose two
black villians"

" Hold your tongue. Bridget !

shouted Terence, interrupting her.
" There is a way, I said. " If ier--

enco will show me the roaa to me
still up among the bogs, he'll be let oa
his imprisonment, and happen get twen-
ty pounds into the bargain."

" O Terence darling, do you hear
that? Do you hear what his banner
tells you ? Go on to your knees, Ter-
ence, and thank his hanner 1"

But I saw Terence was not to bo sha
ken ; he thrust away from him the cling- -

intr arms of his wife.
"Do you know that it s an mlormer

he wants me to be ? I'm ready to go,"
he said, getting up and coming toward
me. "Gome along, yer hanner, afore
my heart breaks entirely."

"All right, Terence ; we must waiK
across to where the Dublin road crosses
the tail of the bog. We shall have
plenty of time to catch the coach."

" Is it the coach I'll have to go by ?
Won't it cost a power of money ?"

Seventeen shillings th lare, two
shillings the coachman, a shilling for
refreshment; you'll cost the country a
ponn I altogether, Terence."

A poun l, vour hanner ! a wnoie
pound I a goolden sovereign to take
the likes of me to prison ! O your
hanner," said Terence, his face lighting
up all of a sudden, " if ye'd only give
the pound to the misthress, to keep the
ohilder and the babes while I lie in the
jail, I'd run by the side, yer hanner ;

ye should never take your eyes off me.
Ah, I d bless your hanner all the days
of my life, and the childer should learn
to pray for you, and the old mother,
that s almost in the grave, shall entreat
the queen of Heaven for your soul."

I was young and soft-hearte- d then :

I couldn't withstand the sight of so
much distress. I gave him the sover-
eign, which he handed over to his wife.
"Now, Terence, I said, "I shall
trust to your honer. By 10 o'clock to-

morrow morning you must be at Dub-
lin castle gate if you fail me, I am
ruined by my kindness to you.

I'll be there, your hanner, by the
holy cross," said Terence, crossing him-
self devoutly, to give effect to his
words.

I didn't feel comfortable, either, but
I wouldn't go back from my word ; so
I made my way across the hearth. Ter
ence showed me my route till we came
in sight of the Dublin road, a white
streak in the darkness, and then he
went loping on his way by some inscru-
table tracks across the hills.

After I'd waited some time the coach
cam' up ; the trout seats were lull ana
I took my place behind, where there
was nobody but an old woman, who was
fast asleep, propped up by some boxes.
I seated myself beside the old woman,
and went to sleep too. The coach stop-
ped tt Montmellick to change, and that
ronsrd me, and then I heard my own
name called.

" McAlister ! Saunders McAlister !

are you there ?
Sure enough I am," I said, jump

ing up ana niDDing my eyes; "who
wants me !"

A man clambered up to tne roof of
the coach with a dark lantern m his
hand, which he flashed full upon me
and the old womat? still asleep.

" You've got your prisoner all right,
then ?" said the roan.

What do yon know aliont prison
ers tsaid 1, sulkily : " and what do

you mean by routing a fellow about
just as he's comfortably settled?"" O " says he, loftily ; " no hairs
with me ; I'm your new supervisor.

Now I'd written just a note to our su
pervisof, old Blathery, a decent old
fellow as ever lived : " Dear Bladder,
x m going to take a prisoner to Dublin,
to-nig- ana as x come back i li come
and see you, and we'll have a gey willie
waught for auld lang'syne."

" Yes," said the man, a tallow-candl-e-

lookmg kind of chap,
.

with big teeth,
Al A1tuaii maae quite a shine, as you may
say, -- les, lm your new supervisor,
and lm astonished that you should
make so free with your superior officer
as to write such a letter to him as that I
got, to-nig- But I'm glad to see
you've got your prisoner all right. I'm
going up to Dublin, too. I've got
prisoner, and there s nobody else to
take him, so I'm going myself."

"Why, where's Blathery ?" said L
" Suspended ; sure to be dismissed
"And Tomkins and Jones, the offi

cers ?
"Suspended, too."
"Gude save us!" said I; "and

what s that for ?'

"I can't tell ye all. but I can tell ve
mis mucu : J. hey were constantly tak
mg prisoners to Dublin castle, and
getting paid for their coach-far- e and ex
penses. and all the while they'd be dri
ving them up in carts they'd borrow
from their friends for nothing; and
there was one impident fellow made his
prisoner walk, and claimed his fare just
the same,

" And was it for that they suspended
em?"

" Wasn't it enough to be defrauding
the revenue ? I'm glad to see ye've got
your man safe alongside you, for by
jmgo, if I d caught you at those tricks,
I d have been the dismission of you,

Well, I felt my heart go down into my
boots. What on earth was I to do?
Sure enough, the next time the old wo-

man woke, I'd be discovered, and then
what would be the end of it ! I'd be
dismissed in disgrace; and ruin my
prospects for life ; and then poor Katie
Stewart, who was ' v, aiting for me up in
Kirkcaldy, waiting till 1 d get my next
rise m my salary, u whatever would
I do ? Just oatch me doing a work of
mercy and charity again! "O Lord !" I
said, breathing a mental praver. "let
me off this once ; I'll never offend any
more.

The supervisor, (Jhandler, his name
was, queer enough, seeing he was, for all
world, as I've said before, just like a
tallow candle, he clambered up, with
his prisoner, to where I was sitting, and
took his place just opposite me, at the
very back of the coach, you know, with
his face to the horses. Just the jerk of
starting the coach woke up the old wo-

man, and she, looking about in wonder
for a moment, thriw her arms np and
began to cry,

"O sure I'm past the place entirely !

O sure I m left behind ! O 1 II never
find my way back !" and she tried to
jump off the coach.

I threw my arms round her and held
her down : but the more 1 held her the
more she struggled, till, in the end, I
managed to pinion her arms ; and, fairly
overpowered, she became quiet at last.

Mr. Chandler was all of a shake.
W-wh- at s the meaning ef that ex

traordinary scene?" he cried.
"Prisoner trying to escape," I said.

Ttlona me that waa a verv courage
ous resistance on your part, f11 make
a note of that," and Chandler pulled
out a big note-boo- k ; but between the
jerking of the coach and the shaking of
his hands he couldn't write a word.
However, it wasn't long before we were
at Portarlington, which 1 was thankful
to see. I was tired of hugging my oli
woman. What I'd do after that, I
didn't know. But as luck would have
it, the moment the coach stopped Chan-
dler leaped down.

"I'll get a drop of something hot,"
he cried, "to stop this shivering. Look
after the prisoners, McAlister."

"Mother, aint't you thankful to me
that I saved your life?" I said to the
old. woman, unclasping my embrace.
She gave me a look and a curse, and
stepped off the coach. And then a
bright thought came into my brain.
"Come over here," I said to the prisoner
opposite, who had been stolidly looking
on ; " you'll be warmer and more com-
fortable in this corner, and you'll get a
bit of sleep, perhaps."

The man came over, and sat down in
the corner the old woman vacated.

" What's your name?"
"Andrew Macarthy."
" How much have they given you ?"

I asked him.
" Six months."
"Now, my lad," I said quickly,

" would you rather take two months'
imprisonment as a crown debtor, living
on the best of everything, or your six
months on prison fare ?"

" Why, I'd take the two, av coorse."
" Then you've only got to change your

name from Andrew to Terence. Will
you do it ?"

" That I will, your hanner," said the
man with a grin. I think he divined my
purpose.

" Hi ! hi ! hi ! Hallo ! hallo ! Stop !

stop !" I began holloaing and shouting
with all my might, and all the passen-
gers and coachman, and Chandler among
the lot, came tumbling out of the inn.

"He's gone!" I cried; "your priso-
ner's gone !"

"Why the didn't yon stop him?"
' " How could I hold the two of them?"
I roared.

Andrew, entering into the spirit of the
scene, began to struggle violently, and I
threw my arms about him and held him
down.

" Which way did he go ? roared
Chandler.

" Down Montmellick way !"
Away went Chandler, his long legs fly

ing out behind him, his skirts fluttering
in the breeze, till he disappeared in the
outer darkness. I need hardly say
that the sympathy of the public was with
the escaping prisoner.

" What should we wait for him for ?"
said the coachman, clambering up into
his seat, and looking over the back of
the coach ; "we can't stop the coach for
him."

" Go on !" shouted all the passengers.
My heart began to beat once more, as

the coach moved, slowly on. Not till we
had cleared the lights of Poitarlington,
not till the shouts of the mob which the
escape had collected had died away, did
I feel perfectly secure.

It was gray dawn as we reached Dub-
lin, and clattered along its streets to the
castle gate. Just by the gate there stood
a solitary figure,, a masculine figure,
dressed in a long, tattere I frieze coat
and battered caubeen ; he had a cudgel
under his arm, and was leaning in mel-
ancholy guise against the weather-wor- n

walls. He brightened up then he saw
the coach, came forward, and recogni-
zing me, offered to help me in my de-
scent. It was Terence Macarthy.

"I'm ready for yon, captain," hesai J,
with a bright smile.

I was no little embarrassed by my two
captives. I had only a warrant for one,
for Terence, and the governor of the
castle would not take the custody of two
prisoners upon that warrant ; and how
could I get rid of Andrew ? or, if I took
in Andrew, how dispose of Terence ? O
if Andrew would only run away !

" Kin, man, rin !" I wispered in An-
drew's ear, as he descended from the
coach.

" Would I abuse your banner's kind-
ness ?" whispered the man in reply.

" Go ! get ont !" I said, nudging Ter-
ence with my elbow.

" Sure, your hanner's got me faster
than wid chains of iron widyonr hanner's
treatment of uie."

There was a little public house hard

Kilting Time in Saratoga
"John Paul" In the Tribune.)

Great wonderment is expressed as to
how we pass away the time now that the
races are done.' I have discovered that
after reaching a certain period in life
one is very little troubled about passing
time, all one has to do is to stand still
and time slips by yon, faster than you
wot of, faster than you wish. You do
nothing in particular, perhaps, indulge
in no niversion ; dui geiung np is neces-
sary, eating is a duty, and going to bed
at some hour of the night is fashionable;
so, before you know it, one day is gone
and another is lapping on. But for
amusement, what would you have any
where other than we have here ? There
are bowling-alley- s for ladies and gentle-
men, and couples can go there and in-
dulge in " the flowing " to their heart's
content, and come away better for the
exercise oy lar. uui n is nor, necessary
to bowl merely because you go the al
leys ; seme couples go to " bowl," others
go to "spoon," and nobody seems to
notice the difference. Then there are
two Indian encampments, with shooting
galleries and butts for bow and arrow
practice at both. The guns in nse arc
what a Cockney would probably desig
nate as hair-gun- s with 'air-trigge- and
the target is a worn on iu Scotch costume
who drums, a rabbit that keels over, and
a lion that roars, if you hit the bull s
eye. Paulina was excessively anxious
that her papa should make the lion
roar, and to please the child 1 took a
shot at it. I didn't make the lion roar
exactly, but I take pride in recording
that 1 made an old gentleman, who pos
ted himself in what he seemed to con-
sider ' a safe position, a few rods away
on the right of the target, howl most
fearfully. This was better than hitting
nothing. The archery business is meant
for ladies, but they do very little of it
Nor do the Indians encourage them
much in the practice of archery, having
found by experience that the few arrows
that get away from the bow generally
stick in the live Indian who attends, in
stead of in the stuffed one that is osten
sibly shot at. Women, I notice, shoot
bows and arrows very much as they
play whist having drawn the arrow
back, they hold on to it just as they do
to a trump, and won't lannch it; if they
do let one go by accident it generally
hits the wrong party in the wrong place,
After the ladies have practised a half
hour, the attendant Indian from a dis
tance might be mistaken for a porcn
pine, all quills. But the passion that
little girls have for bows and arrows is
strange ; it almost passes that for dolls.
Paulina urged papa to buy her an
pquipment. I refused. Shooting fath-
ers is rather encouraged by the Sarato- -

gian sentiment; but in this case it seem
ed to me unadvisable that I should be-
come an accessory before the fact. But
baskets and such things are innocent
and harmless, and of these both en
campments will sell you as many as you
wish to buy. But is is only tbe old en
campment- - that boasts of a "Beautiful
Indian Girl." This dusky damsel is one
of the pillars of the camp, for the young
men all invite her to shoot, and Sarah is
never beaten. It would surprise you to
know how many arrows this young lady
can put m the target at a cent apiece in
the course of an afternoon, am my
surprise has been awakened by some
thing stranger to which my attention
was called. Sarah has a grandmother
in camp, an aged, respectable, and I
will venture to say, virtuous female;
she sits behind the counter all day long,
and I do not hear anv young men ask
ing her to shoot with them. Neither do
they seek to engage her in conversation,
notwithstanding their avowal of an ar
dent ambition to learn Indian, and the
palpable fact that the good grandmother
has more Indian in her, and, from the
seventy or eighty years of practice she
has had, should talk it better tbaa
Sarah. But there are many very strange
things in life. Then we have besides
the circular railway, a lot of wooden
horses that revolve around a common
centre to the lascivious pleasing of a
hurdy-gurd- y, giving their riders an op
portunity to spear iron rings from a
post and bear them triumphantly away
on the point or a skillet. Ur yon can
have a weigh for nve cents, if you ve a
wrill to. Or you can have yonr fortune
told. Or you can walk out to the battle
ground. Or for ten cents you can get
some boy to pound you over the head
with a club for as many minutes. There
is no end, in fact, to the amusements
which Saratoga offers to visitors. Then,
in the early part of September, so close
upon us, there is to be a regatta, which
ought, whether it does or not, to draw
people from all parts of the country, for
there never was a better course than the
lake offers, and some good pullers are
entered for it. It has been rather cool
for two days back, and this morning a
good many guests left. Each to his lik-
ing, but this weather suits me exactly.
And if people only knew it, September
is the pleasantest month of the year to
be at Saratoga or anywhere else. That
there are fewer here in that month is
one of the principal reasons which
makes it more enjoyable, for better ac
commodations are to be had at the ho
tels, and yon are not jostled about and
trodden under foot by the multitude.
But the majority seem of a different way
of thinking, and generally stampede to-

gether. And now that the guests begin
to thin out and business becomes less
pressing, I suppose the proprietors of
the principal hotels go to writing certi-
ficates again of the skill witii which
their corns were cut by the champion
corn-cutb- er of the village. For these
certificates of theirs, written in the
early spring, probably, when business
was dull, are the most displayed arti
cles that strike your eye on opening the
Saratogian at the breakfast table. Now,
since corn-cure- rs are looming up as pub-
lic benefactors, I'll furnish a prescrip-
tion that will cure the worst corn going,
if it be faithfully followed, and I don't
want a from the cured, either.
A ten-ce- nt stamp will do for me, if
grateful convalescents insists on send-
ing" something. Listen: Pare all around
the corn with a very sharp knife, and be
careful to draw no blood. (It is better
to soften the corn somewhat with warm
water before beginning to'operate. ) Pre-
pare a salve of pure white wax, mutton
tallow and resin, in about equal parts,
and anoint the corn well with this at in-

tervals during the day. On retiring to
bed at night, draw the thumb of an old
kid glove over the troubled toe, cutting
a hole in it sufficiently large to permit
the corn to protrude. Tie a piece of
black silk thread carefully round the
corn. Now wrap the toe well np in a
strip of red flannel, saturated with a
mixture in equal proportions of turpen-
tine and sweet oil. Then amputate the
toe below the first joint, and if you set
it on fire yonr corn will disappear at
once. Or, u yon throw it out oi the
window, toe and all, and Appleton's dog
comes along and thinks he has got a
good thing, and chokes in endeavoring
to swallow it, that is his misfortune and
not your fault, and two nuisances are
got well rid of at once.

The Anchor line of steamers is ex
porting considerable quantities of live
cattle to England, and arrangements
are making to increase their facilities
for transportation. Mr. Bell of Glas-
gow, an extensive dealer in cattle, is
engaged in this enterprise, and, though
selling better and cheaper meat than

?the English, he claims to make nearly
$75 from each creature, after paying all
its cost

A tombstone-make- r in Boston chi
sels C. O. D. on a large portion of his
tombstones. He says it stands for Coal
Oil Death. One of his headstones
reads : "Biddy Fisherty, C. O. D. Let
her R. I. P."

emoarrassing cnarge.
" Now, look here, Terance and An-

drew," I said, after we'd each had i
cheek-fu- ll of whisky; "her royal
majesty has taken your case into her
gracious consideration, and she's come
to the conclusion that the interest of
justice will be sufficiently subserved if
one of you goes to prison. Now yon
cnoose between yourselves.

"I'll go," said Terence.
" I will," said Andrew.
" The devil save yon P' said Terence,
And so they went on with their aggra-

vating language, that I'm not Irishman
enongh to describe to yon, and from
words they came to-blo- ; Terence had
his cudgel.with him, Andrew broke the
leg off a stool ; I crept un ler the table
to be out of the way, bat the table was
upset among 'era, a heavy oak table, the
edge of which hit . me on the nose and
tapped my claret, as the saying is. The
fight lasted a quarter of an hour, at the
end of which Andrew was on the floor,
bleeding profusely.

" I've bate the soul out of him," said
Terence, breathless. "A dirty little
omadhaun like that to be taking the paw
of me, and to be going to be staling the
very prison away from me. Come along
quick, yer hanner."

When we once more reached the castle
gate, there was a post-chais- e standing
there ; and in the governor's office was
my friend Mr. Chandler, the wreck of
the smart supervisor I had last seen.
There were great" gaps in his row of
shining teeth, his tall hat was knocked
into the shape of a pancake ; his neat
frock-co- at was hanging in tatters at his
back.

" O man !" he groned, as I came in ;

"how could you leave me in the hands
of those barbarians ? See how I've been
treated ! Why, I was mobbed in that
horrible place ! Why did you suffer
that man to drive away and leave me ?"

"How could I help it?" said I.
Hayen't I had desperate work to keep

my own prisoner ? Look at my face ;"
it was blood-staine- d, certainly. " Look
at my prisoner ; his head was a mass of
bruises. "If I hadn't fought to the
death, I'd have lost him."

"And is this the way they generally
go on about here ?" said Chandler.

" Pretty much about, 1 said.
"Then I'll never return to that

horrible place, never, I'll go straight
back to 'Somerset house and tell 'em
they must send a prize-fight- er to take
charge of the district. I shall report
very favorably of you, McAlister, and
your desperate courage.

So he did, l m glad to say, and i got
my district soon alter, ana a rise in
salary, and married Katie Stewart.
Terence and I were fast friends from
that time, and when the old grand-
mother died I helped him to emigrate to
America, where I hear he's doing very
well m the public line ; but I never met
with such another adventure. Bel- -

grama.

The Spinning of the Silk-wor-

The silk-wor- change their skin four
times. After the fourth moulting comes

redoubled appetite, which permits
them to attain their full size in a few
davs. Then other phenomena appear,
The caterpillar ceases to eat, and
empties itself entirely ; it seems un
easy, wanders here and there, and seeks
to climb. Warned by these symptoms,
the breeder constructs for it with
branches a cradle or bower, into which
it mounts. It chooses a convenient
place, hangs itself by the hind feet, and
soon, throuch the spinner of which I
have spoken, we see come out a thread
of silk. This is at first cast ont in any
direction, and forms a collection of
cords destined to fix the cocoon that is
to be snun. Soon the work becomes
regular, and the form of the cocoon is
outlined. For some hours we can see
the worker performing his task across
the transparent cauze with which he
surrounds himself. By little and little,
this gauze thickens, and grows opaque
and firm: finally it becomes a cocoon
like these I place before you. At the
end of about 72 hours the work is done.
Once it has given out its first bit of silk,
a worm in good health never stops, and
the thread continues without interrup
tion from one end to the other. You
see that the cocoon is in reality a ball
wound from the outside inward. The
thread which forms this ball is 11 miles

lensrth : its thickness is only one- -

twenty-fou- r hundredth of an inch. It
is so light that 28 miles of it weigh only
151 grains. o that & 1-- 0 ids. oi siik is
more than 2,700 miles long. Let me in-

sist a moment on the prodigious activity
of the silk-wor- m while weaving its
cocoon. To dispose of its silk when
spinning, it moves its head in all direc
tions, and each movement is about one-six- th

of an inch. As we know the length
of the thread, we can calculate how
many movements are made in disposing
of the silk in 72 hours. We find m this
way that a silk-wor- m makes nearly 300,- -

000 motions in 24 hours, or 4,166 an
hour, or 69 per minute. You see that
our insect yields not in activity to any
weaver ; but we must add that it is
beaten by the marvelous machines that
the industry of our day has produced.
Popular Science Monthly.

A Methodist Labor Reformer.
Joeeph --Arch is by this time on his

way towards Cauada and the United
States. In both, his special mission
will derive aid and influence from his
religious character. He goes out as
president of the National agricultural
aborer's union : and the fact that he is

an accredited preacher of the gospel to
the poor in connection with the most
useful body of Methodists on the face of
the earth, has gone out before him.
That body possesses recognized minis
ters and churches in most parts of
British Amerioa; and u the great repub
lic no sect of Christians is more nume-
rous or more widely influential than are
those bearing the Methodist name. On
both sides of the territorial line, we feel
sure, he will meet with a hearty and
brotherly reception ; not only from
those who bear the same name, and had
the same common origin, but also from
all denominations in that grand region.
All Americans, and nearly all Cana-

dians, will admire and sympathize with
the self-denyi- man who has left home
and country, family and friends, for
the sake of that down-tro- d million of
his fellow patriots, who, with then-wiv-es

and families, have been too long
at the mercy of landlords and employers
considering them as serfs, and nnder
the nominal care of religions teachers
who, living in luxury, have, for the
most part, reproached them with in
gratitude for not being contented to
slave and starve. He goes ont to judge
by the sight of his own eyes whether
the happy union of liberty with plenty
and social happiness, of which he has
heard by the hearing of the ear, really
exists on the other shore of the Atlantic
ocean ; and he pledges himself before-ha- ni

that if he find the picture to be
true he will spend five years upon the
spot, in either bringing the landlords and
the farmers of England to a juster sense
of their relative duties, or transplanting
his fellow-labore- rs to a soil which in-

vites the outlay of their honest and in-

dustrious toil for the sole benefit of
themselves and their families. Bee-
hive, London.

The most accurate estimates state
that China possesses coal-fiel- to the
extent of over 400,000 square miles,
one province (Shausi) having no less
than 81,000 square ntileswith veins from
12 to 30 feet in thickness.

A Lonisbnrg, Ark., relict has star
ted a i rivate cemetery with ten defunct
husbands. I

The climate of Madrid is such that
it has become a household word all
over Europe. "As hot as Madrid,
" As cold as Madrid." Alexandre Du
mas says in his "Esquisses d'Espagne:
" For the meanest ' climate on earth.
recommend me to Madrid ;" and Al--
phonce de Lamartine speaks of the
"horrors of Madrilene heat and the
distressing chills of Madrilene cold.
Nevertheless, yon must not talk to a
true childof Madrid about all this. For,
if ever people passionately loved their
native city, it is the Madrilenos. The
Napolitans invite strangers to see their
incomparably beautiful city, and then
die ; the Viennese talk and sing about
there being but one imperial city, and
that the one on the banks of the beauti
ful blue Danube. The Kossians say
that Moscow is holy, and that St. Pe-
tersburg is the city of palaces. The
Swede calls his Stockholm the Yenioe
of the north, and the Germans point
with tbe greatest pride to the magnih
cent city of Berlin. The Saxons may
well boast of their beautifql city of Dres-
den, which is, as they call it, the second
home of all Americans. But what is all
this in comparison with the extravagant
praises bestowed by the people of Ma-
drid upon their beloved city? Accord-
ing to them, who has ever seen a more
magnificent metropolis than theirs?
Who has ever feasted his eyes on a more
magnificent marble palace than the Al
cazar ? Who has ever seen finer galle
ries than those of the museum ? Who
has ever sauntered np and down a more
splendid avenue than the Puerta del
Sol? Who, finally, has ever recreated
himself better in any public " garden
than in the parks of Madrid ? Yes, the
parks of Madrid. There are three of
these public walks, the famous Prado,
nearly two miles in length, from north
to south, on the eastern outskirts of the
city, with superb and regular rows of
trees and several fountains of surpass-
ing beauty ; the Pasos de las Delicias,
along the banks of the Manzanares, on
the west side of the city, and the Buen
Retiro gardens to the east, beyond the
Prado, Without these throe gardens,
it is safe to assert, life in Madrid would
almost be intolerable ; and none of the
monarchs of the unfortunate Iberian
peninsula not even those who seemed to
take a special delight in oppressing
their people, ever ventured to interfere
with the inhabitants of Madrid enioy
ing themselves in their peculiar manner
in these three public resorts. But these
gardens you must never visit in the day
time. Then everything looks deserted,
the trees and plants hang their leaves
under the depressing influence ef a piti
less sun ; the very grass on the lawns
looks yellow and drooping, and in the
ponds the water, receding as it is al
ways, is covered with a green film, in
dicative of sluggishness and stagnation.
Pedestrians you do not meet anywhere ;

only now and then a lazy waiter lolling
in front of a restaurant, whom you must
call five times before he will answer vou
with a " Si, Senorf " At the end of a
fifteen minutes' walk, you will ask your
self in surprise, "Is this the famous
Prado ?" He who would dare to com
pare it with the Parisian Bois de Bou
logne, with Hyde Park in London, the
Prater in Vienna, or the Thiergarten in
Berlin, would absolutely appear to you
an idiot. But wait nntil the bells of
the innumerable churches of Madrid
have rung their vespers, and wait until
the fiery sun has sunk behind the bleak
crests of the Sierra Guadarama, and
until the myriads of stars, with wonder
ful clearness, sparkle in the deep-blu- e

southern sky, wait until then, and you
will find a new, a most enchanting and
fascinating life in the Prado. The balmy
night air seems to infuse fresh vitality
into the sluggish blood of the hidalgos,
They hasten to their beloved park, and
long before 9 o'clock it is thronged with
the beauty and fashion of the capital,
Poets have often sung of the charms of
the fair daughters of Madrid. If you
want to admire them in all their sur
passing grace, if you want to bask yonr
eyes in the dark depths of orbs lustrous
and unfathomable, and arched with
magnificent brows, just saunter through
those alleys of the Prado, and look and
listen, such sylph-lik-e forms, such
faultless contours, such sweet accents
of one of the noblest tongues that Pro-
vidence has given to mankind ! But do
not believe that only the aristocracy of
Madrid is to be found of evenings in
the dark, delightful recesses of the
Prado. The plebeians are there like-
wise, and the beautiful and character-
istic costumes of the working girls, who
still adhere to the mantilla and the
rebozo, lend a special charm to the ani-
mated scene. And, O the delights of
the great pond ! No city in the world
is more destitute of water than Madrid
and the pleasures of yatching and sail-
ing are unknown to the Madrilenos. It
is only the mirror-lik- e surface of the
grand pond of the Prado that they can
enjoy a boat-rid- e of over 1,000 yards in
length. It costs money tosenter one of
these famous barques, and those whose
poverty prevents them from riding on
the watery deep can buy, for a penny or
two, a seat on the estrade, where hun-
dreds of spectators feast their eyes upon
those who, more fortunate than them-
selves, navigate on the only decent
sheet of water in New Castile. For
three or four hours the scene in the
Prado is animated. The rich and the
poor congregate there as if the society
of Madrid were the most democratic in
the world. That old gentleman, with a
lovely blonde girl on his arm, is the
Marquis de Medina-aidon- i, m whose
veins flows the blood alike of the an
ient grandees of Spain and of- the

Moorish kings of Granada. The hand-
some young fellow who passes him is
Sencr Escuviaz, the president of the
Internationalists of Madrid. At that
round table sits Gen'l Daniel Sickles,
the ambassador of the United States.
The tall, bald gentleman, who jokes
with him. and who for the world looks
like grim old Bismarck, is no other than
Emilio Castelar, the foremost orator of
Europe, and the noblest patriot of his
own country. And then there is music,
not Spanish music though, tor, strange
to say, the Spaniards of onr times have
hardly any national musio worth speak
ing of. The band plays the plaintive
notes of Verdi's Miserere from "II
Trovatore ;" and next follows " The
Watch on the Rhine. " Enthusiastic ap-

plause covers the stirring German hymn,
for yon must bear in mind that Spain
and Germany are fast friends, even
thongh the Emperor William has not
yet recognized the Spanish republic.
The air is fragrant with floral odors and
with the equally fragrant emanations of
cigars ; for one thing is certain, and that
is, that the nicotian weed is nowhere
smoked more fastidiously than in Ma-
drid. The Madrilenos will put np with
any thing but bad cigars. You may op-

press them, yon may starve them, yon
may quench their thirst with the most
abominable wine, but never dare to
offer them a cigar that does not come
from La Vnelta Abajo. And, strangely
enough, everybody in the Prado smokes
good cigars, and the restaurants have
but one quality. It is near midnight,
and the crowd begins ' to thin ont.
Lovers escort their darkeyed Pepitas
and Juanitas home. The band plays
the f March of the Republic, the stars
pale away, the hum in the Prado ceases,
ana m.auxin gwa w uw. tcwiM
Journal.

If persons about to wash new cali
co, especially black, will first soak it in
salt water, it will prevent the color
from fading.

--According to the latest definition.
a bachelor is a man who has lost the op-
portunity of making a woman miser- -

able.

daily mocks her eyes ; when she says, as
she always does, at the closo of hrr ora-
tion : "And that's the crown of Queen
Victoria and is worth a million of
pounds sterling," everybody is expected
to go down on their knees,
this when yon visit the tower.

"No gratuities allewed to atten
dants " is conspicuously pnted np in
the waiting room. This means mroply
that they do expect a ft p. Siity-flr- e

thousand stand of arms are stored in
the tower Snvder rifles, which in a few
years more will prooaoiy oe cimnKtxi
into some more improved arm. They
arrange on tho armory walla beautiful
designs in swords, ramrods, muskets.
bayonets and pistols, ror instance,
there is a beautiful flower, all of trig- -

v Tl II'.gers. The trigger nower, imier iveinn-gerenti- a;

two stamina, six pistils.
There is also a blossom of bayonets.
Order Langingenterio Apex Musketivus
up Guards and at I hem.

The ax which cnt on ixra iovste
head, in 1745, looked to mo nnsKie to
relv noon for chopping a pumpkin in
halves at a single blow. There ro
some interesting dints on the bead
block wheroon three English lords ssw
the last of their own cranial termina-
tions. I wonld like to have stolen the
dents, but could not do so without
bringing away the block.

Henry the Eigtli
. .

nrmor is enor- -
a 1 IV. 1

mous. 1 think thai juieiiRei xwcw ami
Mr. Friedlander might both get inside
of it. and there still be room left for
some "live paper" reporter to smuggle
away in the helmet and watch whatever
they might be np to.

They showed us one queer weapon oi
warfare a sort of rske, eighteen feet
long, with curved claws, with which
footmen wpm in the habit of darting
ont at horsemen and " raking them in
or " raking them down."

The Miserere at St. Peter's.
There is one grand and subhmo cere-

mony, the Miserere of St. Peter's. The
music is exquisite, the effect surprising.
Rome saw, in the sixteerth century,
that Protestantism in the art of paint-
ing, sculpture, and architecture. To
prevent this inferiority, she iiatnrslly
sought a master of song, and found the
sublime Palestrins, the Michael Angelo
of the lyre. Tho pope forbade the re-

production of his Miserere, in order
that it should le heard only in that
church whose gigantic arches were com-
pletely in harmony with its sublimity.
One day a noble yout h hoard, entranced,
the miserere. This youth, who may be
called the Raphael of music, learned it
by heart, and divulged it to the world.
He was Hozart. The Oerman genius
came to steal the secrets of the Iiatin
genius in the eternal war letweon lotb
races. No pen can descril the solem-
nity of the Miserere I The night ad-

vances. The Basilica is in darkness.
Her alters are uncovered. Through the
open arches there penetrates tho uncer-
tain light of dawn, which srt'inn to
deepen the shadows. The lust tiijer
of the tenebrario is hidden liehind the
alter. The cathedral resembles an im-

mense mausoleum, with the faint gleam-
ing of funeral torches in the distance.
The music of the Miserere is not instru-
mental. It is a sublime choir admira-
bly combined. Now it comes like the
far-of- f roar of the tempest, as the vibra-
tion of the wind iifton the ruins or
among the eypr sses of tombs ; again,
like a lamentation from the depths of
the earth, or a moarning of heaven's
angels breaking into solwi and sorrowful
weeping. Tho marble statues, gicptntio
and of dazzling whiteness, are not com-plete- ly

hidden by the darkness, but ap-Ie-ar

like the spirits of past ages coming
out of the sepnlehers and Los ng the
shroud to join the intonation of this
canticle of despair. Tbe whole ehnrch
is agitated, and vibrates a if words of
horror were arising from the stone.
This profound and sublime lament, this
mourning of bitterness dying away into
airy circles, penetrates the heart by the
intensity of its sadnoe ; it is the voice of
Itome supplicating heaven irom her
load of ashes as if nnder her saekoloth
she writhed in her death-agon- To
weep thus, to lament as tho prophet" of
oTtlby the banks of Euphrates, or among
the scattered stones of tho temple, to
sigh in this sublime cadence, iieoome

city whose eternal sorrow nas noi
mared her eternal Veauty. Thus n is
enslaved. David !one can le her poet.
Her canticle is majesty and unequaled.
Rome, Rome ! thou art grand, thou art
immortal even in thy desperation and
abandonment I The'buman heart shall
be thy eternal alter, although the faith
which has been thy prestige should per-

ish. as the conquests that made thy great
ness have departed ? None can rob thee
of thy Ood-give- n immortality, which
thy pontiffB have sustained, and which
thy artists will forever preserve. Em-ili- v

Ca$tclar.

Alaskan Mythology
The natives of certain secluded Aleu-

tian isles retain a tradition oonoerning
the origin of the latter which if al-

ready published, is worthy of repetition
together with tho emlellibment natu-
rally accruing after the lajnte of a year
or two. It is asserted that, in tho pri-miev- al

days, when the witters of tho north
Pacific surrounded not a siiule isle
among the vast ranges of the interior
oontinent, a mighty giant lived. Dwell-
ing in harmony with a giant bride, each
morning he ascended tho mountains
from which the summits were plucked
for their daily food. Lakelets formed
their evening drink. At eace with all
the outside world, they reigned whilst
ages went their course. But finally a
change occurred and discord entered the
mountain home. Whilst absent on a
distant snmmit, the giant felt the moun-

tain quake beneath his feet and, casting
upon his wife the fault of all the earth- -

uproar, hastened down with a
?uake vengeance in all his mien. The
giantess, perceiving this and fearing for
herself, ran leaping into Bearing sea,
and toward the distant Asiatic shore.
He, collecting mountains, followed the
frightened spouse, hurling them after her
with all his strength. For r time, not
one of these did harm, and midway in
the sea the "stock-ou-hand- " grew small;
so throwing one ont, now and then, he
hastened on. Approaching the Karat-chatk- a

shores and summoning all his
remaining strength, he sent the last one
whirling through the air and beneath it
sank the luckless wife. Exhausted by
exertion, despair and rage, the giant,
also, no longer held himself against the
waves, but sank into the sea, above
which, till this day, appear the snmmit
of all those sunken Alaskan mountains
known as the Aleutian isles. From
the gradually decreasing numbers of
the latter on approach to the Asiatic
coast, can we doubt the truth of a leg-
endary tale that accounts so plausibly
for the singular "melting away" 'r
comet-lik- e extension of tho Alentinai
chain ?have left it undone, for they were a wild


