LAWYERS.

A M. HUGHES,
- ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Columbia, Tennesses,
Wil attenl all eourts to be holden for Maary ang

g
tthorne Block. febde- 11
(Jul“ﬂ CLEAR,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Qal R rve—
wmmnmwnMMMd_

ILL & FIGUERS,
Attornoeys at Law and Solicitors in Chancery,
Columina, Tenneasss,

WHll practics in the courts of Maury and adjoln~

tios,
in the Whitthorne Biock, mchl5-T1

—
R COCHRAN,
. ATTOKNEY AT LAW,
And Geoeral Collecting Agent,
Uolnmbia, Tennoanse,

W. J, WEBSTER.

Joux v. wrigus
FRIGHT & WENSTER,
ATDOENEYS AT LAW,
Calumbis, Tennesast

\

AVM. H. TIMMONS,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
Calumbia, Tennosses,
Special attantion given to all business entrustea

L mar-2-1y

JOHN B BOND,
OND & McEAY,
ATTOUNEXS AT LAW,
Uolunmbia, TobDesses.,
Office, Whitthorne Hlock.
Prompt attention given to all kinds of colleoting

e et e
\V M. EDWARDS,

: ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Dallan, Toxas,
s of Dallas and ths ad

--HONT, M. MOKAY,

Will practice in the oo
Joining counties,

F. & L M. CYPERT,
Attorneys at Law and Bolicitors in Chancery,
Waynesbors, Tennessee,

Will practice in the eounties of Hardin, Wayme,
fawrence, Lewis, Perry, and Decatar, and in tha
Supreme and Federn! Coprts at Naabville,

Farticalar attenbion given to the oollection of
claimmn,

They alss prosecnts
and bounty lunds, bet
ington,

iakree 1

1 ' pertedous. patents
e Tl

Urpartments ot Waals
i 1-T3-1y

l_l('l'lﬂl.!.

GUEST HOUSE,

Somth Main Streer,
COLUMBIA,.......... TENNESSEE.
Board, $2 por Day.
y buggien or saddls horses furniabed on

Carriages !
application to the proprietor,
JAMES L. GUEST.

. (‘ul:u_:bl_., Jan. .I,_l.-r?.l_h 23 _
NELSON HOUSE,
WALKER & LIPSCOMB, Tropristors,
COLUMBIA, TENNESSEE

This well known houss Is unidergoing thorough
repair and newly furnished, aod ls pow open for the
sccommodation of the public generally.

Onr tables shall be fornislied st all times with the
Lient the country will afford.

Servants polite and stientive, and every sttention
will be given to make vur booee inferior-to none o
the Bonth,

We solicit the patrouage of the pullic generally,
moh7-Tos Warnxn & Laxscoms, Proprivtors,

MAXWELL HOUSE,

Nashville, Tennessee.

FITI/TON & CO. Provprietors.

ST. CLOUD HOTEL,
Cor. Sammer and Chureh St’s,

NASHVILLE, TENN.

MISCELLANEOUS.

I{O(lﬂ‘i! BOOKS!! BOOKS!!t

FERINDICALS,

Stationery, Wall Paper,

Window Shades, Sows, Hotfone, ate , gl

W. H ENGES,

West Shde Puldic SBguar 1 CEaed,

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

Capital, - - $100,000.
DERRCTORS
T. W. Eznxx, K. B. Moonr, T. H. Hass, J, AL
Towres, L. Fruensox, J, H, TEosas,
Jomx Frepsox,

waits, deals in Torelgs snd domestic
silver and government securitios,
 day of pay-

Meceivens de
exchange, g-.::i,

Collections made and remitted for
ment al eursint rates of oxchanuge

Revenus stampa for sale,

JOHN FRIERSON,

Prosidsnt,
LUCIUS FRIERSON,
Yieo-Prewidont
Jas. B. CarLongss, Cashier.

W H. WILLIAMS, sssssnennswessoJOE TOWLER

Williams & Towler,

Wholesale and Retall

DRUGGISTS.

A full supyly of Medicines, FPaints, Oifls, Glams,
Wines amnd Ligquors, Tobaceo and Cigars, sbe., con-
wtautly om hand : aler Ganden Seads,
srafully compounded st all hours

fel?-1

Prosoripdlons «

of day aod night.

Wm. Shirley's

MARBLE NANUFACTORY

Monuments

AND

TOMB STONES,

all of the
BEST ITALIAN MARBLE.

Also, I have the iatest Styies of Desigos,

All work as cheap as can be doae alsewhere,
Maonufactory on West Maiu sireot, near the Iusti-
ute meh28-1y

r-*l.\‘tibﬁ'i

Sewing Machines

Best in Use.

vvel nnlversal saMsfaction. Sold and guarsntesd

SINGER MANUFACTURING 00,
Masonio Hall,
Columbis, Tenneasss,

apd-TE-1¥

—Fancy the feelings of a Pennsylva
nia mother who observed that her child
(four months) was breathing with great
diffieulty in its eradle asleep. Inspec
tion was the work of a momant, when
it was discovered that *“something like
a cord ” was round the child’'s body un-
der its little night-gown! Something
like & ocord, indeed! It wis a snake
ihirty inches long eoiled tight aronnd
the e of the chernb, In fact, the
wicked old serpent was so comfortable
that it was with a good deal of diffiouliy
that he was persusded to uncoil; and
when he did so, instead of stopping like
& fair-minded snake, to have his photo-
aph taken, he bolted hastily into a
r0le, .

—Dr. MeCormae read at the recent
meeeting of the British medieal associa-
tion a paper urging the employment of
anmstheties in slanghter-houses to ren-
der animals unconscious before killing
them for food. The only question is
whether the graduel administration of
chloroform would uot T more dikagrees-
ble to an nnressoning suimal than ao
unforeseen blow ou the hewd which in-
mediutely stuns it
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THE OLD STORT.
BY ALICK CAEY,

The walting women wail st her feel,
And the day is fading down to the night,
And close st her pillow, and round snd sweet,
The red rose burns like a lamp s-light,
Under and ever the gray mist leps,
Aud down snd Jown from the mossy eaves,
And down from the sycamores long wild leaves
The slow rain drops and drope and drops,

Al ! never had siceper a sleep so far ;

And the walting women that weop around

Have taken the combs from her golden hale,
And it sitdeth over her face Lo the ground,

They have hidden the light from her lovely oyes ;
And down from the caves where the mosses grow
The {ain s dripping, so slow, 8o slow,

And the uight wind cries and cries and cries,

From ber hand they bave taken the skining ring :
They have brought the linen her shroud to make
O the lark, ahe was never so loth to sing,
the morn sbe was never so loth to awnke !
And st their sewing they hear the rain—
Drip-drop, drip-d , OVer the caves,
And dri rop over the sycamore leaves,
As if there wonld never be sunshine again,

The mcuPning train to the grave have gooe,
And the walting women are here and sre there,
With birds st the windows and gleams of tle sun,
Making the chamber of desth to bas fair,
And un and over the mist unlaps,
And ruby and amedhyst burn through the gray,
And driest bushes grow green with spray,
And the dimpled water its glad hands claps,

The leaves of the sycamors dance and wave,

And the monrners put off the mourning shows,
And over the pathway down to the grave

Thae loug grass blows and blows and blows,
And every drip-drop rounds to a flower,

And love in the heart of the young man springs,

And the hands of the maine.s shine with rings,
As if all life were » festival boar.

Atlantic Monthiy.

—_—
A SUPERVISOR'S STORY.

It was at , in Yorkshire, that T
first met with my friend the supervisor,
I had the pleasure of an evéning’s con-
versation with him, an evening and
morning, 88 I may say, for.we didn’t go
to bed thatall night, and the tots of toddy
reached a total that caused Reason to
totter on her throne. 'We were conver-
sing, among other topies, nvon Fenian-
ism ; and I remarked to my friend the
supervisor, that I felt a little tender in
tonching on the theme, for that I didn't
exnctly know, althongh I was certain he
was a Seotchman, whether he mightn’t
be an Irishman as well. You'll bear in
mind that we'd reached the stage of onr
“toddy tournament” which might be
termed the melee, or the mellow, in the
vernacular ; anyhow, we were getting
mixed in our ideas,

And 1 am not surprised at that same,
said Sandy, for I lived many years in
Iraland, wﬁen I was just a ganger, 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
you the truth, it was the pleasantest
conntry to live in of all the islands of
Great Britain. Why, a man who was a
erown 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 fo that de-
gree, that ye might be drinking whisky
all the day, and be never a penny the
worse for it at night. T was in a wild-
ish part of the eountry, 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 shebeeus, “‘searching anld
wives' barrels,” trying to speer out
something that might be a feather in
my cap, and bring me speedy promo-
tion. Bnt never a drop of potheen or
the whiff of a still I conld come across,
though they were swarming about me
the whiles,

But ene day, as I sat on the top of a
bit hillock, looking over the wild conn-
try, and thinking of the braes o' Kirko-
kvrie, I spied a man coming along & wee
bit track over the moor, and ne 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
ecame rolling and sliddering along to
where I was sitting.

“ (Fod save yon, friend !" said I

“ The s-saints purtect you!” said my
friend.

“Jt's the decent drop o' liquor yon
get np there beyant.”

“* Be me sonl, it is.”

“* And it’s a decent gossoon that sells
it," T went on,

“"Indeed, he is."

“*Will there be a drop left in the jug
up beyant.”

“There's lashings of it.”

“* Mavbe ye like a drop more of that
same ?"

“Indeed, I would.”

“Then Il be for treating you,
friend ;" and I linked my arm with his,
and awsy 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-smoke and a bit of bummling noise
that was the poor fellows insidesinging.
Well, my friend gave a sort of conunter-
sign that T conldn’t see the trick of, ani
he and T both walked in and sot down
on a heap of turfs by the door, and
ealled for the potheen, and I paid for
it, and never a one of them was the
wiser, But they hadn't got the still
thers, I foumd that ont; it was wup
among the bogs somewhere, and 1 was
hoping they'd let drep something that'd
give me a line to where it was, when sll
of a sudden there dropped in a little
man, a r from the town, and the
shine of the door as it opened upon me
lit up my face, and in the surprise of
the moment he sang ont :

““ Lads, yo've got the gauger among

“-I.

7 Thera was a great kish of turf just
behind me, and before I conld stir a
hand, somebody had elspped it over
ma like an extinguisher, and what with
the dnst of the turf, and a wheen few
trifles that was among it, and the reek
and the stink, T didn't come to my
senses for n minnte 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 eouldn’t get over the selling of the
drink : that was plain enough against
them ; against Terence Macarthy, that
is, who lived in the cabin. He was jusi
the cat’s-paw of the men that worked
the still ; but he got all the punishment,
move's the pity! Well, I stmmoned
Terence, and got him fined £100; and
as there was nothing in the world in his
hint bat tho old tarf kizsh as I'd kicked
the bottom out of, and his grand-
mother’s chair that had been thatehed
with a bit oat straw, I took out a body-
warrant, as we eall it, and made np my
mind T'd have to take my friend to
Dublin eastle.

Now, Ireland’s a different conntry al-
together from this: and after we'd had
our sessions, and the magistrates had
signed the warrant against poor Terence,
we went into the public house elose by
—the whole lot of ns, magistrates and
all—and began to drink whisky like
fish.

“ Sandy, me boy,” said@Mike Hachett
—ve remember Mike ?—*‘Sandy, isn't it
trembling ve are with apprehension?
He was very partienlar in his conversa-
tion, was Mike. *“ Isn't it shaking ye
re, from the crown of your oeccupit to
the very phalanxes of your pedals st the
job youn've got in hand to incarcerate
Terence Macarthy ?”

“They say "twas he shot the bailiff,"”
shonted oue.

“Divil aone than he murthered the
sheriff’s officer,” eried another.

“0O he'll take a detachment of dra-
goons from Killoo,"” ealled a third.

““ Come,"” I said at last, getting rather
cross the way they was chaffing me;
““aome, 1'll bet a gallon of potheen with
any sportsman in the room, that 1"
take the boy to Dublin castle all by my-
self.” :

“Done with yon!" cried a dozen
voices,

And T was booked for about a hogs-
head of whisky before I knew where T
wss. Bnt T wonldn't go back: enly
when the excitement of the drink was
ot of me, T felt as if 1I'd n deal vather

Luave left 1t apdone, for they were a wild
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lot, were the Macarthys,
wild country they livedri!n.

The weather came on wet, I remem-
ber; and it was nearly a week before I
could get across from Shillaloo to Ter-
enee Mgnrnrthy‘s cabin, which was in the
barony of Tullabardine, thongh where
the barony went to, and who was the
baron of it, was a matter I never conld
get to know the bottom of,

It was just the dusk of the evening I
got to the top of the hill that looked
over Terence's cabin ; and a dismal hole
it seemed, that same little hag or dingle.
There was a bit pool of black bogwater
at one end of it, and at the other was
Tim’s eabin—just a heap of turf, with a
hole for the smoke to come out.

““Sandy, my boy,” I eaid to myself,
“vou'll never come out of that hole
alive.” And Ilooked round to sse if
there wasn't some living crvature near
me ; if it had becn only asheep or s pig,
it would have been & comfort, just for
companionship. There was a red streak
of lLight in the sky, and just across it, I
remember, there was & line of wild
geese flying, their long necks stretehed
ont and their wings beating a slow time
in the air, and I conld just hear the
whang of them; and the sea-birds
screamed and whistled over my head,
thongh it was too dusky to see them.
Eb, 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 forliaeing laughed at, T'd
have gone back. Well, T dropped down
into the hollow, and walked up to the
cabin. The door was open; and the
thought eame to me for the moment
that they'd all gone off ; and pleased I'd
have been for that. But, no ; there was
a bit of fire in the corner, and in the
darkness I conld just see some people
crouching down, and the old grand-
mother sitting in her chair by the peat

and it wag a

“ God save all here!” I said, as I
walked in

“Save e kindly!"” replied a gruff
voice frcm the corner.

And with that I sat down on the old
kish that had been filled with turf, and
Fullml out my pipe and began to smoke,

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 sweefly,
too, as if they'd been wrapped in down ;
apd there was the mother of them with
the babe at her breast, and Terence ly-
ing doubled up with his head in his
:HJGUID: but never another sonl in the
k.

* Take a draw of a pipe, mon,” said I;
“ and dou't be dnwu-Learted."

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

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

“Divil a drap your hauner’s left us,”
snid the man, dryly.

“Take a pull at my flask,
said L.

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

1 snppose you kn®y what T've come
here for, Terence ? 1 said, after a while.

As though this had been a precon-
certed signal, the wife here burst out
with a lond lamentation: the old
grandmother raised a feeble *‘wirrn,
wirrn !” rocking hersclf packward and
forward in her chair; the children in
the corner, aroused by the noise, began
to wail and ory; and the liftle babe at
the breast howled dismally in concert.

“ Whisht, whisht!” shonted Terence,
angrily ; “wonld ye take all the heart
out of me, and bring me to shame be-
fore his hanner %"

“ 0 what will we do, what will we

then,"”

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? DMay-
hap it isn't so bad as we think. May-
hap bis hanner will give ns a week or
two, while the praties come out of the
ground and "—

I shook my head,

“] ean't do it, Terence ; it's a queen’s

job, yon know."

“And if the queen were spoken to, |
yer hanner,” said the woman—* she's
had babes of her own, she wouldn't
take the husband away from me, that
wasn't to blame at all, except with be-
ing too good natnred with these two
black villiaps "—

“ Hold your tongue, Bridget!”
shouted Terence, interrupting her.

“Thers is a way,” I said. *“ If Ter-
enca will show me the road to the
still up among the bogs, he'll be let off
his imprisonment, and happen get twen-
ty pounds into the bargain.”

“ 0 Terence darling, do yon Lear
that? Do you hear what Ins hauner
tells yon? Go on to your knees, Ter-

ence, and thank his hanner "
But I saw Terence was not to ba sha-
ken ; he thrust away from him the oling- |

ing arms of his wife. I

“Do you know that it's an informer
he wants me to be? I'm ready to go,”
he said, getting up and coming toward
me. *““Come along, yer hanner, afore
my heart breaks entiraly.”

““All right, Terence; we must walk
across to where the Dublin road crosses
the tail of the bog. We shall have
plenty of time to eatch the coach.”

“JIs it the coach T'll have to go by ?
Wan't it cost a power of money 2"

“ Seventeen shillings the fare, two
shillings the conchman, a shilling for
refreshment; you'll cost the conntry a
ponn 1 altogether, Terence.”

“A pound, vour hanver! a whole
pound! a goolden soverecign, 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 hanuer;
va 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-heagted then:
I conldn't withstand the syght 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 von must be at Dnb-
lin castle gate if yon fail me, I am
ranined by my kindness to yon.

“T'll be there, your hanner, by the
holy cross,” said Terence, crossing him-
sell devoutly, to give effect to his
words.

I didn't feel comfortable, either, but
I wonldn'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 Dnblin road, a white
astreak in the darknese, and then he
went loping on his way by some insorn-
table tracks ncrosa the hills.

After I'd waited some time the coach
cam’ up ; the front seats were full and
I took my place behind, where there
was nobody but an old woman, who was
fest nsleep, propped up by some boxes.
I seated myself beside the old woman,
and went to sleep too. The coach stop-
ped et Montmellick to change, and that
rouscd me, and then I heard my own
name called,

“* McAlister !
are von there?’

“Sure enongh I am,” I said, jnmp-
ing up and rubbing my eyes; ‘““who
wants me !”

A man clambered up to the roof of

Saunders MecAlister |

the coach with a dark lantern in his
hand, which he ?ﬂh(‘d full npon me
and the old womaf—still asleep.

“ Youn've got your prisoner all right, |
then *"* said the man.

* What do Non know
ers ¥ gaid 1, sulkily ;

ahont prison
“auwd 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
f?llow as ever lived : ** Dear Bladder,
I'm going to take a prisoner to Dublin,
to-night, and as I come back I'll come
aud see you, and we'll have a gey willie
wanght for auld lang ‘syne.”

*“ Yes,” said the man, a tallow-candle-
looking kind of chap, with big teeth,
that made quite a shine, as you may
say, ‘“Yes, I'm your new supervisor,
and T'm astonished that you should
make so free with your superior officer
as to write such a letter to him as thatI
got, to-might. Bat I'm glad to see
yon've got your prisoner alf right. I'm
gomg up to Daublin, foo. I've got a
prisoner, and there's nobody else to
take him, so I'm going myss=lf,”

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

cers ?"

IIBu ndBd, tOO."

i (}u e save us ! "
what's that for?"

*‘I can’t tell ye all, but I can tell ye
this much : They were constantly tak-
ing priseners to Dublin ecastle, and
getting paid for their conch-fare 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 revenne ? I'm glad to see ye've got

our man safe alongside you, for by
jingo, if I'd canght you at those tricks,
I'd have been the dismission of you.”

Well, I felt my heart go down inte my
boots, What on earth was I to do?
Bure enongh, 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
gmapecta for life; and then poor Katie

tewart, who was waiting for me up in
Kirkealdy, waiting till T'd get my next
rise in my salary, O whalever would
Ido? Justeatch me doing a work of
mercy and charity again! ““OLord !I" I
said, breathing & mental praver, *‘let
me off this onee ; I'll never offend any
more,”

The supervisor, Chandler, his name
wns, queer enough, seeing he was, for all
world, as I've eaid before, just like a
tallow candle, he eclambered up, with
lis prisoner, to where I was sitfing, and
took his place just opposite me, at the
very back of the coach, yon know, with
his face to the herses. Just the jerk of
starting the coasch woke up the old wo-
man, and she, looking about in wonder
for a moment, thrcw her arms up and
began to ory,—

““0 sure I'm past the place entirely!
(O sure I'm left behind! O Tl never
find my way back!” and she tried to
jnmp off the coach. .

T threw my arms round her and held
her down; but the more I held her the
more she struggled, till, in the end, T
managed o pinion herarms ; and, fairly
overpowered, she became gquiet at last.

Mr. Chandler was all of a shake.

“ W-what's the meaning ef that ex-
traordinary seene?” he cried,

‘“ Prisoner trying to escape,” I said.

“* Bless me, that was a very gourage-
ous resistance on your part. 11 make
a note of that,” and Chandler pulled
out & big note-book ; 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 I was thankfnl
to see. I was tired of hngging my old
woman. What I'd do after that, I
didn't know. Bat as luek would haye
it, the moment the coach stopped Chan-
dler leaped down.

“T'll get & drop of something hot,”
he eried, ““to stop this shivering. Look
after the prisoners, McAlister.”

“Mother. aint’t you thankful to me
that T saved your life?” I said to the
old woman, nnclasping my embrace.
She gave me a look aad a curse, and
stepped off the coach. And then a
bright thonght came info my brain,
“Come over here,” 1 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 Maearthy.”

*“ How much have they given you?"
I acrked him.

“ Six months.”

“Now, my lad,” I said quickly,
““wonld you rather fake two months’
imprisonment as & crown debtor, hving
on the best of everything, or your six
months un prison fare ?”

“ Why, 1'd take the two, av coorse.”

“ Then yon've only gotto change your
pame from Andrew to Terence. Will
vou do it ?”

“That I will, your hanner,” said the
man with a grin. I think he divined my
pRrpose,

“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 " 1 oried; ** your priso-
ner's gone !"

“ Why the——didn't yon stop him?"”

“ How conld I held the twoof 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 ont behind him, his skirts fiuttering
in the breesze, 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 conchman, clambering np into
his sent, and looking over the back of
the coach ; *‘ we can’t stop the coach for
him."

“ Go on !" shonted all the passengers,

My heart began to beat onee more, as
the coach moved slowly on. Not till we
had cleared the lights of Poitarli n,
not till the shouts of the mob whieh the
escape had collected had died agay, did
I feel perfectly secure,

It was gray dawn as we reached Dub-
lin, and clattered along its streetsto the
castle gate, Just by the gate there stood
a solitary figure, a masculine figure,
dressed in 8 long, tattere.! frieze coat
and battered canbeen ; he had a cudgel
under his arm, and was leaning in mel-
ancholy guise against the weather-worn
walls. He brightened up when he saw
the coach, came forward, and recognmi-
zing me, offered to help me in my de-
scent. It was Terenoce Macarthy.

“I'm ready for you, captain,” hesai I,
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 enstody of two
prisoners npon that warrant; and how
ecould 1 get rid of Andrew ? or, if [ took
in Andrew, how di of Terence? O
if Andrew would only run away !

“ Rin, man, rin !” 1 wi in An-
drew’s ear, as he descended from the

said I; *“and

“« Wounld I abuse your hanner's kind-
ness 2" whi the man in reply.

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

** Sure, your hanner's got me faster
than wid chains of iron wid your hanner’s
treatment of me,’ -

There was a little public house hLard

by the castle gate, and to that X led my
e

“ Now, look here, Terance and An-
drew,” I said, after we'd each had a
cheek-full of whisky; ‘‘“her royal
majesty has taken your case into her
gracions consideration, and she's come
to the conclusion that the interest of
jmﬁo‘o will be sufficiently subserved if
one of yon e to prison. Now yon
choose wg yourselves.” e

“T'll go,” said Terence.

“T will,” said Andrew.

“The devil save you [” said Terence,

And so they went on with their aggra-
vating 1 , that I'm not Irishman
enongh to describe to you, and from
words they came to blows ; Tarence had
his cudgeljwith him, Andrew broke the
leg off a stool ; I crept unler the table
to be out of the way, bat the table was
23;? among 'em, a heavy oak table, the

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.

“T've bate the sonl ont of him,"” said
Terence, breathless. “A dirty little
omadhaun like that to be taking the paw
of me, and fo be %oing to be staling the
very prison sway from me. Come along
quick, yer hanner,”

When we once more reached the castle
gate, there was a post-chase standing
there ; and in the governor's office was
my friend Mr. Chandler, the wreck of
the smart supervisor | had last seen.
There were great gaps in his row of
shining teeth, his t.allpfmt was knocked
into the shape of a pancake ; his neat
frock-coat 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 L
““ Hayen't I had desperate work to kee?
my own prisoner? Look at my face;”
it was blood-stained, certainly. *‘ Look
at my prisoner ;" his head was a mass of
bruises, ““If I hadn't fonght to the
death, T'd have lost him.”

““And is this the way they generally
go on abont here 2" said Chandler.

““ Pretty much about,” I said.

“Then I'll never return fo that
horrible place, never, I'll go straight
back to Somerset house and tell ‘em
they must send a prize-fighter fo take
charge of the distriet. I shall report
very favorably of yon, McAlister, and
your desperate oou_r:ﬁo.

So he did, I'm glad to say, and I got
my distriet soon after, and 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 in the public line; but I never met
with spnch onother adventure.—fnl-
gravia, :

The silk-worms change their skin four
times. After the fourth moulting comes
a redoubled appetite, which permits
them to attain their full size in a few
days., Then other phenomena appear.
The ecaterpillar 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 monnts, It chooses a econvenient
place, hangs itself by the hind feet, and
soon, through 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 ocollection of
cords destined to fix the eocoon that is
to be spun. Soon the work becomes
regular, and the form of the coeoon is
outlined. For some hours we can see
the worker performing his task across
the transparent gauze with which he
surronnds himself. By little and little,
this ganuze 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.
Onee it has given ont its first bit of silk,
a worm in good health never stops, and
the thread continues withont interrap-
tion from one end to the other., Youn
see that the coeoon is in reality a ball
wound from the outside inward. The
thread which forms this ball is 11 miles
in length; its thickness iz only one-
twenty-four hundredth of an inch. It
is so light that 28 miles of it weigh only
15} grains. So that 2 1-5 a. of silk is
more than 2,700 miles long. Let mein-
sist a moment on the prodigious activity
of the silk-worm 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-
sixth of an inch., As we know the length
of the thread, we can calenlate how
many movements are made in disposing
of thesilk in 72 hours, We find in this
way that a silk-worm 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 aetivity 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 M&thﬂdil_ t La.bo;- R_.eformer.

Joseph -Arch is by this time on his
way towards Cauada and the United
States. In both, his special mission
will derive aid and inflnence from his
religious character. He out as

resident of the National agriemltural
aborer's union ; and the fact that he is
an accredited preacher of the gospel to
the poor in connection with the most
nseful body of Methodists on the face of
the earth, has gone out before him.
That body sesses recognized minis-
ters and churches in most parts of
British America; and i the great repub-
lic no seet 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 a8 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 d region.
All Americans, and nearly all Cana-
dians, will admire and sympathize with
the self-denying man who has left home
and country, family and friends, for
the sake of that down-trod million of
his fellow patriots, who, with their
wives and families, have been too long
at the mercy of landlords and employers
considering them as serfs, and under
the nominal care of religions teachers
} who, living in luxury, have, for the
most , reproached them with in-
gratitude for not being contented to
slave and starve, He goes out 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 pledgea himself before-
hani that if he find the picture to be
trne he will spend five years upon the
.:Kot-, in either bringing thelandlords and

e farmers of England to a juster sense
of their relative duties, or lanting
his fellow-laborers to a soil which in-
vitas the ontlay of their honest and in-
dustrious teil for the sole benefit of
themselves and their families.— Beo-
hive, London.

—The most accurate estimates state
that China possesses coal-fields to the
extent of over 400,000 square miles,
one provines l_ﬁhﬂt’::'? having no less
than 81,000 square miles'with veins from
12 to 30 feet in thickness,

A Tonishnrg, Ark., relict has star-
ted a y rivate cemeteéry with ten defunel

husbands,

mm.
The Cily and its Parks.

_ The climate of Madrid is such that
it has become a hounsehold word all
over Europe. *“*As hot as Madrid,”
““ As ocold “hum“E-lq“ Alennﬁ:gnl?en—
mas says in hi uisses d o
“ For the meanest climate on earth,
recommend me to Madrid;” and Al-
phonee de Lamartine of the
““horrora of Madrilene and the
distressing chills of Madrilene cold.”
Nevertheless, you must not talk to a
truoe child of Madrid abont all this. For,
if ever le passionately loved their
native city, it is the Madrilenos. The
Napolitans invite st to see their
i:noomﬁanhly beantiful eity, and then
die; the Viennese talk and sing about
there being but one imperial aty, and
that the one on the banks of the beauti-
ful blue Danube. The Rassiang say
that Moscow is holy, and that 8t, Pe-
tersburg is the oity of palaces, The
Swede calls his Stockholm the Venice
of the north, and the Germans point
with the greatest pride to the magnifi-
cent city of Berlin. The Saxons may
well boast of their beautiful city of Dres-
den, which i, as they call it, the second
home of all Americans. Bat what is all
this in comparison with the extrav t
raises bestowed by the people of
drid upon their beloved city? Aoccord-
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 up and down & more
splendid avenne than the Puerta del
Sol? Who, finally, has ever recreated
himself better in an blie  garden
than in the parks of rid? 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 regmlar 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 eity, and the Buen
Retiro gardens to the east, beyond the
Prado, Without these three gardevs,
it is safe to assert, life in Madrid wonld
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 enjoy
ing themselves in their peenliar manner
in these three public resorts. But these
gardens you must never visit in the day
time. Then everything looks deﬂertedy,
the trees and plants hang their leaves
under the depressing influence of 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-
dieative of sluggishness and stagnation.
Pedestriaus 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 you
with a ““ SV, Senor!” At the end of a
fifteen minuntes’ walk, yon will ask younr-
self in surprise, ‘‘Is this the famons
Prado?” He who would dare to com-
[mre it with the Parisian Bois de Bou-
ogne, with Hyde Park in London, the
Prater in Vienna, or the Thiergarten in
Berlin, wounld absolutely appear to yon
an idiot. Buot wait until the bells of
the innnmerable churches of Madrid
have rung their ve , and wait until
the flery 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-blue
southern sky, wait until then, and you
will find & new, a moest enchanting and
faseinating 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 eapital.
Poets have often sung of the charms of
the fair daughters of Madrid. If you
want to admire them in all their sar-
passing , if yon want to bask yvour
eves in the dark depths of orbs Instrous
and unfathomable, and arched with
ificent brows, just saunter throngh
those alleys of the Prado, and look and
listen, sunch sylph-like forms, such
fanltless contours, such sweet accents
of one of the noblest tongues that Pro-
vidence has given to mankind! Bat 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 atiful and character-
istic costumes of the working girls, who
still adhere to tlie 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 tﬂe Madrilenos. Tt
is only the mirror-like surface of the
grand pond of the Prado that they ecan
enjoy a boat-ride of over 1,000 yards in
length. Tt costs money toeenter one of
these famous barques, and those whose
poverty prevents them from riding on
the watery deep can buy, for a peuny or
two, a seat on the estrade, where hun-
dreds of spectators feast their eyes npon
those who, more fortunate than them-
selves, mnavigste 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 asif the society
of Madrid were the most democratie in
the world. That old gentleman, with a
lovely blonde girl on his arm, is the
Marquis de Medina-Sidoni, ia whose
veins flows the blood alike of the an
ient dees of Spain and of the
Moorish kings of Granada. The hand-
some young fellow who him is
Sencr Esecuviaz, the president of the
Internationalista of rid. At that
round table sits Gen'l Daniel Sickles,
the ambassador of the United States,
The tall, bald gentleman, who f'()kes
with him, and who for the world looks
like grim old Bismarek, 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 musie though, for, strange
to say, the Spaniards of onr times have
hnr&{v any nsational music 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-
lause covers the stirring German hymn,
Yor you must besr in mind that Spain
and Germany sare fast friends, even
though the Emperor William has not

et recognized the Srn.l-h republic,
@ air is t with floral odors and
with the equslly fragrant emansations of
cigars; for one thing is certain, and that
is, that the nicotian weed is powhere
smoked more fastidiously than in Ma-
drid. The Madrilenos will put up with
any thing but bad cigars. Yon may op-
press th you may starve them, you
may qu& their thirst with the most
asbominable wine, but never dare to
offer them a cigar that does not come
from I.a Vuelta Abajo. And, strangely
enongh, everybody in the Prado spokes
i and the restaurants have
ut one quality. It is near midnight,
snd the crowd begins to thin out
Lovers escort their darkeyed Pepitas
and Jusnitas home. The band plays
the * March of the blie,” the stars
pale away, the hum in Prado ceases,
and id goes to bed.—A4ppletons’
Journal.

—If persons about to wash new cali-
co, espeeially 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-
portimity of making a woman miser-
able.

Killing Time in;mm. i

[“John Paul™ In the Tribune.)

Great wonderment is expressed ns to |
how we pass away the time now that the
races are done. 1 have discovered that |
after reaching a certain period in life ‘
one is very little trenbled abont ing
time, all one has to do is to stand still
and time slips by you, faster than you
wot of, faster than you wish. Yon do |
nothing in particular, perhaps, indulge
in no dive ; but getting up is neces-
sary, eating is a duty, and going to bad
nt some hour of the night is fashionable:
so, before yon know it, one day is gone
and suother is lspping on. But for
amusement, what would you have any-
where other than we have here? There
are bowling-alleys for ladies and gentle-
men, and couples can go there and in-
dnlge in * the flowing ™ to their heart's
content, and ecoma away better for the
exercise by far, But it 18 not necessary
to bowl merely because yon the al-
leys ; some couples go to ““ bowl,"” others
go to “‘spoon,” and nobody seems to
notice the difference, Then there are
two Indian enoampments, with shooting
galleries and butts for bow and arrow
practice at both, The guns in use arc
what a Cockney wonld probably desig-
nate as hair-gnns with 'sir-triggers, and
the target is 8 womon in Seoteh costume
who drums, a rabbit that keels over, and
a lion that roars, if yon hit the bull's
eve, Paunlina was execessively anxious
that her papa shonld make the lion
roar, and to please the child I took a
shot at it. I didn’t make the lion roar
exactly, but 1 take pride in recording
that I 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 bueiness 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
m whist—having drawn the arrow

, they hold on to it just as they do
to a tromp, and won't lanneh it; if they
do let one go by accident it generally
hits the wrong party in the wrong place.
After the ladies huve ised a half
hour, the attendant Indian from a dis-
tance might be mistaken for a poreu-
pine, all quills, Bnt the passion that
little girls have for bows and arrows is
strange; it almost passes that for dolls,
Paunlina urged papa to buy her an
equipment. [ refused. Shooting fath-
ers is rather enconraged by the Sarato-
gian santiment: but in this ecase it geam-
ed to me unadvisable that T should be-
come an accessory before the faet. But
baskets and such things are innoeent
and harmless, snd of these both en-
campments will sell yon as many as you
wish to buy. Bat is is only the old en-
campment- that boasts of a **Beantiful
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 sarprise you to
know how many arrows this young Iady
can put in the target at a cent apiece in

surprise has been awakemed by some
thing stranger to which my attention
was called. Sarah has & grandmother
in eamp, an aged, respeotable, and I
will venture to say, virtnons female;
she sits behind the counter all day long,
and T do not hear any yonng men ask-
ing her to shoot with them. XNeitherdo
they seek to engage her in conversation,
their avowal of an ar-
dent ambition learn Indian, and the
palpable faet 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 tham
Sarah. But there are many very strange
things in life. Then we have besides
the cirenlar railway, alot of wooden
horses that revolve around a ecommon
centre to the lascivious pleasing of a |
hurdy-gurdy, giving their riders an op-
portunity to ni-car iron rings from a
post and bear them trinmphantly away
on the point of a skillet. Or yon ean
have a weigh for five cents, if you've a
will to. Or youn ean have your 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 elnb for as many minutes. There
is no end, in faet, 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
onght, whether it does or not, to draw
Feople from all parts of the conntry, for
here never was a better course than the
lake offera, and some good pullers are
entered for it. It has been rather eool
for two days back, and this morning a
many guests left. Each to his fik—
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 4re to be had at the ho-
tels, and you 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 thet the guests begin
to thin ont and business becomes less
pressing, I snppose the proprietors of
the principal hotels go to writing certi-
ficates again of the skill witt: which
their corns were eut by the champion
corn-cutter of the village. For tt:t‘.l!ﬂ
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,
sinee corn-curers are looming up as pub-
lie benefactors, T'll furnish a prescrip-
tion that will enre the worst corn going,
if it be faithfully followed, and I don’t
want a ¢ rtificate from the cured, either.
A ten-cent stamp will do for me, if
teful convalescents insists on send-
g something. Listen : Pareall around
the corn with & 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, mution
tallow and resin, in abont equal parts,
sud 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, eutting
a hoﬁe in it sufficiently large to permit
the corn to protrude. Tie a piece of
black silk thread ecarefully round the
corn, Now wrap the toe well up ina
strip of red flannel, saturated with a
mix in equal proportions of turpen-
tine and sweet oil. Then amputate the
toe below the first joint, and if yon set
it on fire your corn will disappear st
once, Or, if you throw it ont of the
window, toe and all, and A;l)plewn‘n dog
comes along and thinks he has got a
good thing, and chokes in endeavorin
to swallow it, that is his misfortune an
not your fault, and two nnisances are
got well rid of at once.

—The Anchor line of steamers is ex-
porting considerable ¢uantities of live
cattle to England, and arrangements
are making to increase their facilities
for transportation. Mr. Bell of Gias-
gow, an extensive dealer in cattle, is

ed in this enterprise, and, though
ing better and cheaper meat than

lish, he elaims to make nearl

e&n
the
875 from each creature, after paying all
its cost,

—A tombstone-maker in Boston chi-
gels C. O. D. on a large portion of his
tombstones. He says it stands for Coal
0il Death, One of hia headstones
reads : ** Biddy Fisherty, C, O, 1), Let

her R. L. P."

the course of an afternoon. But my |~

i

TIHE WINDS.

The sauth wind sing= of bappy springs,
And sumrmers hasten on thelr way ;

The sonth wind smells of cownlip bells,
And blossom-spaugled meads of May

But wwaeter in her rod, red mouth

Than all the kisses of the sonth,

The weat wind breathes of rasvet hesths,
And yellow pride of woods grown old ;
The west wind fies from auntumn skiss,
Apd sun-clonds overiaid with gold ;
But the goklen jocks 1 love the bost
Ontshine the glories of the west,

The north wigd swesps from wial desps,
And Aretic halls of @djess mht; =

The vorth wind Lblows o'er Arifted snows,
And monntains robed i virgin white ;

But purer far bher s moud

Thau all the unows that shirond the jole,

The east wind chrills o'er the dwert bille
And dreary coasts of harren ssid ;
The oast wind moant of sea-blinched Lo,
And ships that sink in sight of iand ;
Bat the coid, cold rast may reve and mosn,
For ber soft warm beart s all my own,
Chambers' Jowrnal.

Conductor and Vice-President.

At a certain period, some six or eight
Vears , the officers of one of our
E:il_mi railroads had good reasons for

lieving that some of the conductors
upon & particular section of their road
were in the habit of rendering inscen-
rate returns ef their receipts from
““way passen ;" and as they were
unable to fix m'deulw-ion np{;n the
particalar individuals, Pinkerton was
employed t» investigate the matter,
and test the accuracy of their
suspicions. For the execution of
this delicate service he selected n
sufficient nnmber 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 ecar, the latter fac-
ing to the front and rear, so as to see
every person who went iu or ont. These
men were directed not to recogunize
each other, but to pay their fares, and
otherwise deport themselves like ordi-
m.rir travelers. Each one was provided
with pencil and paper, and instructed
to kecp an accurate record of every per-
sou that entered or left the ears, not-
ing the stations to and from which they
travoled, ete., so that if at the end of
the trip their notes were in accord, it
would be good evidence of acouracy.
In this manper the mhjor was enabled,
in the course of a few days, to make a
detailed report which showed conlon-
sively that nearly every eonductor upon
the section of road under surveillance
had been guilty of swindling. He also
ascertained that one of n&nm delin-
quents owned property to a large
amount in PIIHEJZI‘]J 1ine ' Whereupon,
as I was informed, Col. 8——, the vice-

resident, sent for the man, and the fol-
owing dialogne ensued ;

“Mr. ——, how long have you been
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 No. — upon
—— sireet 7"

“TI 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®place upon
yonr entire assets 7"

“Something like forty thousand dol-
lars,"”

““ Were yon the owner of any portion
«f this property when you entered our
serviee 7"

“Not a dollar's worth, sir.”

“*You have a family to support, I un-
derstand ?"

“T 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 your family and accu-
mulate a fortnne of forty thonsand dol-
lars upon a salary of eight hundred ?”

“T have not the slightest objection to
answer your question, Col, 8——, pro-
vided you will suffer me first to pro-
pound a few pertinent interrogatories
to you."

“Very well, sir,
What are they 2"

* Will you, then, be so kind as to in-
form me how long you have been con-
neoted with the —— railroad #

“Something like ten years."

' What, allow me to ask, lhas been
your salary during that time ?"

“1 sauppose it may have averaged
about 85,000 a year."”

“You have a family to support, if I
am not mistaken ?"

“Yes, gir, I have a family."

“If it is not an improper question,
(ol. 8——, will yon sn%er me to ask
what is the amount of your fortune ?

“Well, sir, I dou't know preeisely,
bnt it is something handsome.”

“ Would yon estimate it at half a mil-
lion dollars, colonel ?”

“ Yes, I dare say it is,”

“That being the faet, sir, if you will
do me the favor to disclose to me the
secret of the process by which yom, in
ten years, have been able to transmnute
£50,000 into ten times that amount, with-
ont any visible means ontside 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 vies-president, *‘but you
seem to have forgotten that there 15 a
slight difference between yourstatus and
mine npon the —— railroad, in that yon
are responwible to me for stealing the
company’s money, whereas I am not so-
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 npon our road.”

The facetions conduetor probably an-
ticipated this result, and with his char-
acteristio eoolness remarked: *“In that
event, sir, it may at some fotare time
become necessary for me to seck em-
ployment upon another road. Would
it be ssking too much for yon to give
me a letter setting forth your estimate
of my ability to perform the duties of
condntor ?”

“If youdesire it, I certainly have no
objections to giving yon a testimonial
to the effect that I look npon you as the
most nnsernlnlouns and unblushing
knave that has ever disgraced the eata-
logue of our employes, and that any
enmpmiv having any thing to do with
m will be morrally certain to be rob-
'—Harper's Magazine,

I've no objection,

Suorrvag v Two Lavavaces, —It is

t fun to barter with a French or
?tdim shopkeeper, after you ars quite
sure he does not understand a word of
English, if you can keep your sounte-
nance and make it ntter one thing while
your voice says another. Anxious to
oblige, anxiouns to sell, and not under-
standing your words, he watches
cadence and expression, and frames his
replies from that. I approached one in
Turin, and affecting #o greatly admiri
a searlet neck ' said to him with a
gesture of a intion and a tone which
indicated delight: **This searf is, I
a wretched, ill-made, shoddy
“ Oud, monsieur.” ‘' And the
rice you ssk—six francs—is, perhaps,
SOnbla what would demand of me if 1
were not a stranger ?” (With finger and
thumb in my right vest pocket, as if in
the act of producing the money to pur-
chase it.) **Yon are donbtless a great
scoundrel in most of the relations of
life 2" * Owi, monxieure"” (with em-
hasis,) ** Certainement.” *‘ Permit me
lL tie the miserable thing sbout the
weak-eyed, , shriveled, honey-
mbaj, weat face of ma-
dame—ah! does not this enbance her
natural and soquired ngliness?™ “Oui,
oui "—a pause, a glance at the enraged
counténance of the learned , B
dim suspicion of a bhoax, and the sen-
tonce  ended with an indeseribabie

' shrog, — Letter from Europe,

In the Tower of London.

[Prestice Mulford's letters to ihe San Frascisco
Bualletin.)

I made my first visit to he tower of
London s fow days since. Its o fear
ful risk I've run, that of W
London over s year and never seeing
inside of the tower. The staircases
are narrow. In ascending them I
had my eye nearly poked out by an old
American gentleman who would persist
in ing his umberells on his shoul-
der. The warders who show the place
are arrayed somewhat in the cestume of
“ Matamora.” They take visitors sbout
in squads of twelve to a warder. Ad-
mittance ome shilling. From sight
hundred to a thousand visit the tower
dlil{. At this rate the establishment
ought nearly torun a prince. Of course,
you have read all about the knights in
armor, the guos and swords, The in-
strumenta of torture, the headman's
block and ax, the spears and shields,
and dungeong and names carved on the
wall, which are shown and explained to
you. I saw the crown jewele. 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 thespoons, There are
spoons in the lot, gold salt spoons. The
crowns and other royal gimerscks are
kept under n great gluss case. It in
merely a royal jewel show. When the
faded lady who looks as if she had been
dying by inches of envy and covetneas,
beeanse of her inability to own any of
the vast wealth, besides which her l‘ﬂ.ll.\‘
life is passed, and which Tantalas-like,
daily mocks her eyes ; when she says, as
she alwaye does, at the closs of Lier ors-
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, Remember
this when yon visit the tower.

“No gratuitiesd allowed to allen-
dants " is conspicuously posted np in
the waiting room. This means simply
that they do expect a fee. Bixty-five
thonsand stand of arms are stored in
the tower—Snyder rifles, which in a few
years more will probably be chang 1
into some more improved arm. ey
arrange on the armory walls beautiful
designs in swords, ramrods, muskels,
bayonets and pistols. For instance,
there is & beautiful flower, all of trig-
gers.  The trigger flower, Order Bellin-
gerentin ; two stamins, six pistile
There is also a blossom of bayonets,
Order Langingeaterio Apex Musketivus
up Guards and at Them.

The ax which ent off Lord Lovat's
head, in 1745, looked to me unsafe to
rely npon for chopping & pumpkin in
halves at a single blow., There are
some interesting dents on the bead
block whercon three Eunglish lords aaw
the Iast of their own eranial termina
tiona. I wonld like to have stolen the
dents, but ocounld not do so without
bringing away the bloek.

Henry the Eigth's armor is enor-
mousn, I think that Micheel Reeso and
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 wateh whatever
| they might be up to.
oy showed us one queer weapon of

warfare—a sort of rake, eightesn feal
ong, with eurved olaws, with whioch
footmen were in the habit of darti
out at borsemen and ** raking them in "
or ** raking them down.”

| The Miserere at St. Peter's

There is one grand and sublime ocere-
mony, the Miserere of 8t. Teter’s. The
music is exquisite, the effect surprising.

| Rome saw, in the sixteenth century,
| that Protestantiam in the arts of paint-
ing, sculpture, and architecture, To
prevent tl:u'n inferiority, sho naturally
sought n master of song, and found the
gublime Palestrina, the Michael Angelo
of the lyre. The pope forbade the re-
produetion of hin Miserere, in order
that it should be beard only in  thst
ochurch whose gigantic arohes were cam-
pletely in harmony with ita sablimity.
Oune day anoble youth heard, eotranced,
the miserere, his yonth, who may be
oalled the Raphael of music, learned it
by heart, and divalged it to the world,
He wan Hozart, The German genios
came to steal the secrets of the Latin
genius in the eternsl war between both
races. No pen can desoribe the solem-
nity of the Miserere | The night ad-
yanoes, The Basilica is in darkness,
Her alters are uncovered, Through the
opén arches there penetrates the nnoer
tain light of dawan, which seoms to
degpen the shindows. The last laper
of the tenobrario is hidden behind the
alter., The eathedral resomblos an im-
mense mansoloum, 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-off roar of the tempest, as the vibra-
tion of the wind upon the ruins or
among the oypr sses of tombs ; again,
like n lamentation from the depths of
the earth, or a moarning of heaven's
angels breaking into sobs and sorrowful
weeping. The marble statnes, gigantio
and of dazzling whiteness, are not com-
pletely hidden by the darkness, but ap-
pear like the spirita of past ages coming
ount of the sepulchers and losmng the
shroud to join the jubonation of this
eautiole of wair. The whole church
in agitated, and vibrates as if words of
horror were arising from the stones,
This profound and sublime lament, this
mourning of bitterness dying sway into
airy cir\"ﬁﬁ, penetrates the heart by the
intensity of ita sadnoess ; it is the voiosof
Rome supplioating heaven from her
load of ashes s if under her sackeloth
she writhed in her death-agony. To
weep thus, to lament as the prophets of
ol by the baoks of Enplirates, or among
the soattered stones of the temple, to
pigh in this sublime oadence, booomes
n city whoss eternal sorrow has pot
mared her eternal beauty. Thus slfé in
snslaved, David =lone ean be her poet,
Her oanticle is majeaty and unequaled.
Roms, Rome | thon srt grand, thou art
immortal even in thy desperation and
abandonment ! The human heart shall
be thy eternal alter, nlthongh the faith
which has been thy prestige shonld per-
ish,as the conguests that made thy groat-
neas have de ud ¥ None ean rob thee
of thy Qod-given immortality, which
thy pontiffs have sustain d, and whieh
thy artists will forever vpreserve. — FEm
ilior Cantelar.
Alaskan Mythology
The natives of certain seclunded Alen-
tian isles retain & tradition conoernin
the origin of the latter which if al-
ready published, is worthy of repetition
torrether with the embellishment natu-
rally scoruing after the lapse of a year
or two. It is ssserted that, in the pri-
mieval days, when the waters of the north
Pacifiec swrrounded not a wingle isle
among the vast ranges of the interior
continent, » mighty giant lived, Dwell-
ing in harmony with a giant bride, ssch
mMOrni ho ascended the monntains
from which the summits wers plonoked
for their daily food. Lakelets formed
their evening drink. At peace with all
the outside world, they reigned whilst

es went their course, Hut flually a

change oconrred and discord entersd the
mountain home. Whilst absent on a
distant summit, the giant felt the moun-
tain quake beneath his feet and, onsting
upon his wife the fault of all the sarth-
unke uproar, hastened down with a
rown of vengeanoe in all his mien. The
inntess, perceiving this and fearing for
E‘amll, ran leaping into Bearing sea,
and toward the distant Asistic shore,
He, collecting mountains, followed the
ﬁﬂ:’“’"’d spouse, hurling them after her
with all his strength. For ¢ time, not
one of these did harm, and midway in
the sea the **stock-ou-hangd"” grow small;
so throwing oue ont, now and then, he
hastened on. A;:mehing the Kamt-
chatks shores and summoning all Lis
remaining strength, he sent the last one
whirling throngh the air and beneath it
sank the luckless wife. Exhausted by
e!u:rtion‘ despair and rage, the gianot,
also, no longer held himaelf against the
waves, but sank into the ses, wbove
which, till this day, sppear the snmmit
of all those sunken Alaskan mounntains
known as the Aleutian isles. From
the graduslly decresasing numbers of
the latter on appromch to the Asiatio
oconst, oan we doubt the truth of a leg-
endary tale that mocounts so plausibly
for tza singnlar ** melting away" or
comet-like extension of the Alentins
chain ?




