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Bladicker was looking for work, and, 
hoping against- hope, wandering ihto ̂ i, 
musty shop over in Covington, to make 
one more attempt to find something to w 
He made his way to a melancholy-look
ing old, fossil, yith an appearance strong-
ly suggestive of mildew, who had been 
pointed out as the boss. v 

"What's the prospect of getting a little 
work with you?" inquired Sladicker, in 
a tremulous voice, without the slightest 
idea that there was any chance whatever; 

The old man straightened up from his 
bench, turned around, and gazed at 
Sladicker with watery eyes over his glass
es, with a surprised, commiserating look, 
for several seconds, and then, as he mop
ped out his misty optics with the corn
er of his apron, he drew a sigh that 
?emtied to start from away down the eel 
[ar somewhere, and said: 

"Heh-h-h?', 
I'm looking for something to do, sir. 

I've been out of work since the middle 
of winter, and have a family at my back 
.'thnost starving. If it wasn't for the 
tittle washing and cleaning my wife 
manages to pick up, soul and body 
couldn't have been kept together this 
long. I've walked the town over day 
after day, trying to find something to do, 
but all the shops are full, and nobody 
wants any body for any thing. I'll work 
cheap, sir. and do my work well if you'll 
only give me a show; no matter if it's 
only for a few days. Can't you give me 
a lift with a little work?" and Sladicker 
scarcely breathed till the answer came. 

The old man spread a mournful look 
over his face,1 fetched out a few more; 
sighs of assorted sizes, took out his kqife 
and began whittling at a stick, and .then 
finally, with a twitching effort that seem-
to hurt him somewhere, said: 

" Ah-li—yes, I need help; but it just 
about breaks mc to hire any body and 
keep things going. I discharged a couple 
of men last week, and had to sell a house 
and lot to pay 'em off. The longer I run 
the business the less profit I seem to have. 
I'd like io set yqu to work, rbut I $qn't 
see how I can afford it, or how I 
manage to pay ^<JU. My Wife hasf^hild 
bad luck getting her rent, and it does 
seem as though times was squeezing 
everybody to death.. Perhaps yeu don't 
know how tight money is; it's mous'ous, 
hard to get. If you could kind o' bear! 
with me, though, and take your pay as 1: 
coutct spare it, may be I pot Id manage 
to give you a steady job—seems to uie I 
could.'' 

Sladicker jumped at the chance','HEfd 
clinched the bargain at orice. ;. ' i '**' 

He went home that night with a light
er heart than he carried for months, and 
brightened the eyes of his care worn wife 
with the glad news that he had found 
work.aud the children danced and clapped 
their hands when told they would soon 
taste meat again. Saturday night came 
but no money. During the next week he 
managed to secure fifty cents in three 
separate installments. The week;; follow
ing was barren of moneyed results. Slad
icker began to feel 'desperate, trat his im
portunities only brought forth the re
minder of the terms of engagement. J,f 
he ainn't like the situation, he could quit I England that the queen's marriage was 
at any time. Sad Experience had j the queen's romance. ^ - ' 
taught'him that he could not weii better | . 
himself, and he thought it wiser tt> retain - Art and Religion. 

:H|»||^Tictoria Became Engaged, 

There1 have been published several 
newspaper accounts of how . the princess 
Vjctori* brought Prince Albert to toe 
poppW point.> The following is the 
lfetest'^Kfitch of that delicate ftffaix.. It is 
not at>ll like the others, but reads pretty 
withal. It is by "Ignatius," a writer for 
the London Figaro: 

Certainly the young queen thought 
less of England than of marriage. The 
ministers would fain have made her 
marriage a sort of international traaty. 
Beyond all doubt, Victoria was the finest 
match in the world. The queen, howev
er, was full of a host of little projects, 
ever shifting and changing ljke'the little 
heaps of sand the children^ raise in the 
garden of the Lu^erm bourg. She told 
her mother she^tvould wed with no one 
whom shcdTd not love. The Duchess of 
Kent reported the speech to. themi njtoters, 
who thought it revolutionary in the ex
treme. Coronation day came, and the 
next day the ball at Windsor, x- Among 
the dancers was a tall, handsome, slender 
student, from the University of Bonn— 
her cousin, a Coburg, like herself. The 
queen noticed him, and Prince Albert 
did not return to Bonn. Even had he 
not loved he would have stayed; and he 
loved. But his cousin was the queen! 
Here.the woman had to make the ad
vance. Victoria, deeply touched as she 
was by this love, (which was never more 
to leave her,) could not easily conquer the 
maiden timidity due to her severe educa
tion. Nevertheless the morning came. I 
assure,ypu I invent nothing. Although 
the queen, has not . consented .to relate 
tliese delightful incidents, Prince Albert 
has'.tpl<l'!tnem to hisfriends. 

Nevertheless, then, a morning came. 
They \ Were riding together, he arid she, 
down the great avenue of oaks at Wind
sor. These oaks were younger then, but 
old enough already. After a gallop they 
found themselves alone. We know how 
dangerbtfs it is for man and woman to 
ride together. Suddenly the queen took 
a up ng oif hepeysuckle from herbosom, 
and^, stooping, offered it to Prince Albert. 
Bending to'feach it, ' his,lips touched the 
tips of bite fcousin's gloves, perhaps 'twas 
the ffcult of the horses. The woods of 
Ehgknd..*and Franco know well how 
many loves -the noble brutes have been 
the cause. A silence followed, more 
sweet than anything ever sung in the 
heart of Mozart. -1: ,, i 

Next morning Prince Albert still wore 
the honeysuckle in his button hole. He 
kept it even when it had faded. A fort
night after that ride the plenipotentiary 
minister handed King Leopold of Belgi
um .a tiny letter, closed by an enormous 
red seal, as though it had a mighty se
cret of state. It began "My Dear ,Uncle,;' 
and was signed "Victoria.'' . 

A month later the queen mentioned 
her intention to marry Prince Albert of 
Saxe-Coburg-Goth to her ministers. She 
asked their counsel, but with si pretty air 
ot decision which causftd them to reply 
with a "unanimous "yes." The wedding 
took place on the 10th ot Febuary, 1840. 
The Q»ecn of England married for love— 
Lord Melbounr was ; right when he told 

the work .until something better offered, 
feeling sure that he would* secure the pay 
stipulated at soxc time, v jHia employer 
was a main of much p'romise, 'and -he 
trusted him, nrit Wisely but 
'too well. ' /'* ' 

" If I could manage to-get my board," 
Sladicker, " it wohldn't'be so bad. ' It's 
hard,enough for mv wLEe. to . feed herself 
and the little !'o3es,,afiuT ffceVlffe# a thief 
in sharing'the littld she'brings in—it al
most chokes me." 

The employer brightened up and r(ib-! 

bed liis hands, while something very like 
a smile-struck-/an his1 

nose and ears. 
" Ah-h-um! Why, let me see," said he. 

" May .bo-we(caii fiijithaty. J^et.pigi flour 
and m^fttipn^cedit-nE gteas^I ca$J>oard 
you. What's to hinder?" 

And so it*c0&\&b£tft that Sladicker 
went to board withv t&eT Hypocritical old 
fraud. A sorry day it was for him, too; 
for when he entered there thp chance of 
Otli&r Teq»mj)ehse wafdait Hodifijck df lie 
oldipiddr *oW had* toim to 
his web, and he would take good care to 
keep him there by !seeing to it that he 
dida'.t, &o muclji jMget. „the^, wherewith to 
cross thb riven ^ •WwaSrtf4Sck'with £fiffm 
and he never felt that he could depend 
upon his help as steady and permanent 
until he had"brought matters to such a 
pass that they were glad t6 board with 
h i m .  : , r •  

About the second or, third week Sla-
kickcr's little girl came oyer to see her 
father, with a most pitiable story, which 
she sobbed out to him. With raining 
tears and a choking voice, Sladicker went 
to the old fossil and entreated for money 
with which to relieve his suffering iam-
ily. " ' 

uMr. Bailey," said he, I must have some 
money." My little girl has ju£t come over 
and told mc that my wife is down sick 
in bed; there ain't a bite of any thing in 
the house to eat, and I haven't even got 
so much as a bridge ticket to go over 
and see her," and the strong man bioke 
completely down and wept like a child 
as he held out his hand for a part of his 
much-needed back pay. 

The appeal was too much for the miser
ly employer, and could not be resisted. 
With the quickest movement he had ever 
made in his lifd, most likely,., hi& hand 
was thrust into his pocket up to'the elbow, 
and the next instant the trempling palm 
of Sladicker closed over a bridge ticket. 
Only that and nothing more. 

We presume the reader will consider 
the above an idle exaggeration of fancy, 
but we have positive and reliable infor
mation that it was a real occurrence, and 

answered, " Jim wh-wh-where shall I 
hi-hit?" " No m-m-matter now, it's got 
co-co-cold," was the reply, and the bar 
was put into the forga again. 

:—: * — 
. u A TEXAS VENBETTA. •' , 

Bear us witness, ye poets and actors, ye 
painters and sculptors, ye singers and 
players upon instruments, that your arts 
liaye not saved the most of you from be
coming petty and selfish mtfn and Woolen. 
You arc jealous of one another. You are 
greedy of praise anct the gold it brings. 
You know that there is nothing in your 
art that enlarges and liberates you, that 
rostrains you from drunkenness and vices 
that shall not be named, that gives yott, 
sobriety and solidity of character, that en
larges your social sympathies, that natur-
tyly&nfe $u$t^gfc^otfffofhef -
i'»g Jftl^rsioutjpdjjjpf ijoijg (#1 #r(# 
Bear us witness, thatyou arc not the men 
and women/Vfhoj $re lselfjod* on for per
forming the autielofiociity.* If we were 
all like you,—if all were controlled l«y 
the ideas that dominate you,—if all 
/ibtfkcd the dutie^'of sqciaV and civil fil'e 
like you,^r-if all were as much.unfitted bv 
tlieir'idcJts arid'tMr emplbyments as yoti! 
arii uibtrcarrtr ia^itWdg^eat*burdens of.so-
piety, what do yo,u suppose would become 
of the country^ and what would become 
of the world? . 
, Now' if there is anything in art that can 
tak<j the place of religion, we should like 
to see it. If there is auythirig in culture 
that can take the place of religion, it has 
not yet revealed itself. Culture is cen
tered is self. Self is thq god and self .is 
the model of all culture. Why should it 
not ultimate in selfishness? Culture as
sumes that Wnat is present in a man 
needs only to be developed and hafmon-
ized to lift character to its highest point, 
and life to its highest issues. It carries 
no idea of self-surrender, which is the 
first fact in practical religion of any val
uable sort, and the first fact in all good 
development. Greece and Rome had 
plenty of culture, and are still our teach
ers in art, but the beauty that looked upon 
them from every hill and gate and temple 
f.ould not save them from their vices. 
By and by, culture will learn how power
less it is to make a man that shall be 
worth the making, and what poor instru
ments science and art are for uprooting 
the selfishness that rules the world. It 
is slowly learning this, and men who 
have bowed law to her have been touched 
with that divine discontent which noth
ing but religion can allay.—Dr. J. Q. 
Holland; Scribner for July. 

Where? Stutterers cannot take time by 
the forelock. Two weie at work at a 
forge. The iron was red-hot, and placed 
on the anvil, when the first one said, 
* John, s-s-stneke it hard." The other 

A Traitit ttititorj/ of Neighborhood Quarrels 
in the Lone Star titate. 

| Galvchton Correspondence Chicago Times.] 
Allen's ranch' is situated two miles below 

Harris burg, on the railroad between Galveston 
and Houston, and is a very neat ranch,, thor
oughly American in constitution, and devoid 
of all the dirt, soar, and peculiarities of a 
GreaBer ranch. It is owned by a prominent 
stock man named S. E. Allen, who has been 
figuring in a protracted and noted murder trial 
in this and a neighboring county, and in the 
supreme court, for the past six years. From 
the desperate scenes that were enacted there on 
the night of the 1st it will be seen that the 
ranch and neighborhood is to become the thea
ter of one of those deadly and Becret vendettas 
that made Williamson county, Illinois, so 
dreaded a few years ago, and ended in the death 
on the scaffold of Marshal Crain, and the im
prisonment of Bulliner and others active in 
that feud. 

Last Moaday night at; 10 o'clock, Jeff Black, 
while sick in bed at the ranch, was shot by un
known men. Allen was sitting on the side of 
the bed attending to Black's wants, when one 
of the window-shutters was turned up. Allen, 
thinking the stiff breeze from the prairie had 
caused the movement of the shutter, turned it 
down. Immediately the one on the other side was 
roughly thrust open and a double-barrelled gun 
covered both Allen and Black, and an effective 
shot followed its appearance, ten buckshot 
grazing Black's right check, and four going 
through the skin of his neck. Black rolled 
out of bed, and Allen, pluck to the core, 
seized a gun and fired back at the men in the 
dark, who replied with a volley through the 
same window. One bullet passed through 
both sides of two houses. Three men are sus
pected as the firing party, and it is believed 
that one of them was wounded. 

The reason why this is believed to be the 
commencement of a vendetta will be explained 
in the following tragic history: About six 
years ago, on Galveston Island, after dark, two 
men on horseback rode up to the gate of Green 
Butler's residence, and asked for refreshments 
and quarters for the night. Butler requested 
them to dismount and enjoy the hospitalities 
of his comfortable home, the door of which 
was never shut against mortal man. After a 
short conversation, the visitors drew pistols and 
shot Green down in his gateway, putting 
enough lead in him to insure work for the un
dertaker, and then rode away in the darkness. 
Although the shots were well delivered, Green 
lived just long enough to say that the assassins 
were Jeff Black and Andrew Walker, 
cow-boys employed by Allen. The dy
ing declaration of Green Butler caused 
the arrest of the accused men, and they 
were tried in Galveston, and Walker was sen
tenced to death and Black to the penitentiary 
for life. Allen stood bv the accused during 
the trial and spent considerable money ill their 
behalf. After their trial Allen lost no time in 
making liis appeals to the supreme court, and 
after a protracted trial by that august body 
the case was remanded for a new trial.. The 
trial that followed elicited great interest, and 
resulted in a verdict similar to the first. Allen, 
true to his trust, bestowed the usual amount 
of attention on the supreme court, and it 
again set aside the action of the lower court. 
A change of venue to a neighboring county did 
not alter the affairs of Black and Walker in the 
least, and the death and life penalties were 
agaia fastened on them. Allen was in on time 
again before the supreme court, and 
Walker and Black were again pre
pared for a siege of law and lawyers, and 
went back to jail with a high opinion of the 
supreme court and Allen. These trials con-
ofmed six years, and rumor Bays a good share 
in Allen's fortune, and the pcuple were becom-
wg tired of the fight between the courts. It 
tau discovered that nearly all the most impor-
iant witnesses had died—some hurriedly, and 
t was deemed advisable to let the prisoners 
out on bond. Allen, never faltering, was right 
up to the mark when the bond was called for, 
and Black, owing his friend Allen a debt of 
gratitude, concludcd to go to the ranch and 
make it his home.' Walker, it has been said, 
declined to leave the jail.: fearing assassination 
at the hands of Green Butler's friends, and 
from the occurrences of last Monday night it 
will be seen that Walker is a man of more than 
ordinary judgment. 

Recently Allen was on his way home on the 
ftfternooti*train. A rough looking man, when 
the train was near a station, walked into the 
car Allen was in, and asked, "Where is Al
len?" That gentleman was pointed out ot 
him. He •fcepped up to Allen, tapped him on 
the shoulder, , remarking. "I am here to kill 
you," and drew a six-shooter. Before he could 
shoot, the passengers interfered, and, the train 
just then reaching a station, the dangerous 
man stepped on the platform, and was joined 
by other, rough fellows. When the train loft, 
they mounted horse.s aml rode away. A report 
came to Galvestort from some -Becret source 
that six nien drew lots to kill, Ai^en, and.the 
choice fell tV 'thc bungler who thought it an act 
of conrtftBy due - to Allen to tell him that'the 
proper tiifie had come for him to step down 
and out; and, before making this important 
statement! to Allen, he indulged in some of 
Watterson's elixir of life, and that accounts 
for Allen being yet alive. 

Frotta the above it will be seen that a bloody 
vendettaiias commenced, and will,not;emjLun
til 'many of the interested paties in the evening, 
tragedy flown • thti island close theft' days in 
violent^.' :>A', .'-'iiiY J ' 
:! -J,/ "7 • T^;.l • 

. . W o r d s  o f  W i s d o m .  i it. •*!!" o • - • . - ml :• m ; 
Insult not misery, neither 'deride in

firmity, qor ridicvile deformity,; ttfst 
is inhuman, the second shows folly, .and 
the third pride. ' • . , f r \< 
. The true pleasure of temperance, anil 

the many benefits that follow sobriety, 
caniiot be imagined by those who live 
dissipated lives. - •• • • w-tc-

In the moral as in the physical world, 
thrvirrtrotis-ncvcrthc- lastinsrrthe tree 
forced the unnatural luxuriance of bloom 
bears it anil dies. 

Bad habits aie the thistlds ol the heart, 
and every indulgence of them is a seed 
from which will eome forth a new crop 
of rank weeds. 

No species of falsehood is more fre
quent than flattery; to which the .coward 
is betrayed by fear, the dependent by 
interest, and the friend by tenderness. 

The great art of conversation consists 
in not wounding or humiliating any one, 
in speaking only of things that we knofr, 
in ̂ Conversing with others only on subjects 
which may interest them. ^ 

No great man or woman has ever been 
reared to great usefulness and lasting 
distinction who was unschooled by ad
versity. Noble deeds are uever done in 
the calm sunshinq of summer's light. 

Al?dn know how.thunder and lightning 
come ^rom, the clouds in summer,: ana 
thej.wfent to thunder and lighten somo* 
times themselves; but it„is*Jbetter that 
the contents'ofthe 'clonal Should drop 
down lh- gen tie rains and make'some
thing grow, than that there should be 

flashing and resounding in the heaven, 
and that the oak sho-ild be crushed to 
pieces which has been growing for a 
hundred years; and it is better, not that 
men should produce a great racket in 
the, world, and work distruction round 
about them, but that they should create 
happiness among their fellow men. 

Twenty Impolite Things. 

Reading when others are talking. 
Talking while others are reading. 
Cutting finger nails in company. 
Joking others in company." 
Gazing rudely at strangers. 
Leaving a stranger without a seat. 
Making yourself the hero of your own 

story. 
Reading aloud in company without be 

ing asked. 
Spitting about the house while smok

ing or chewing. 
Leaving church before worship is 

closed. 
Whispering or laughing in the house of 

worship. 
A. want of respect and reverence for sen

iors. 
Correcting older persons than yourself, 

especially parents. 
Receiving a present without an express

ion of gratitude. 
Not listening to what ono is saying in 

company. 
Commencing to eat as soon as you get 

to the table, 
Answering questions that have been 

put to others. 
Commencing talking before others have 

finished speaking. 
Laughing at the mistakes of others. 

Fooling the Wrong Passenger. 

When Whacker, "the magician," last 
visited our land, he found no greater ad
mirer than Job Pennypacker. 

Job himself had dabbled, in an ama
teur manner, in legerdemain; had made 
many shillings disappear through tables 
and reappear at the cry, "Presto, change!" 
could make six balls ny about in, the air 
with the ease of an Indian juggler, and, 
even while bobbing about, vanish, to be 
found in the pockets of innocent bystand
ers. 

And Mr. Whacker's mysterious per
formances were viewed by him with the 
sympathizing pleasure of a brother ar
tist. 

The "egg trick,'' which was, in brief, a 
seemingly inexplicable power of taking 
eggs out of anything, in any number and 
uuler any circumstances, particularly 
charmed him; and, seeking audience 
with Mr. Whacker he persuaded him to 
teach him the wonderful art, and soon 
found himself capable of delighting and 
astonishing his acquaintances. 

lie took eggs out of his grandfather's 
hat and his mother's workbasket, accused 
the postman of having brought him a 
dozen in a letter, and proved it . on the 
spot. 

Ani once or twice he played the old 
stock trick of the magician upon some 
market-woman by buying eggs of her, 
which he broke in her presence, taking 
from the shell not a yolk but a half-
crown, and so setting her to smashing 
her whole stock, believing it to be the 
production of theveritible fairy hen who 
laid the golden eggs. 

But even a wonder trick loses its 
charm when it has been played on one a 
hundred times. 

Therefore, that the time and money 
which he had spent on the acquisition of 
the trick might not be wasted, Mr. Pen
nypacker turned his attention to the pub
lic, and upon the occasion of a journey 
practiced upon guards, porters. and fel
low-passengers to an astonishing extent. 

It was upon a certain railroad that h e 
last came upon as tempting an oppor
tunity as he had ever been offered him. 

Opposite him rode an elderly woman, 
with a basket full of provisions, radishes, 
turnips, lettuce and new-laid eggs, and 
near her sat a stupid-looking young man, 
with his mouth wide open, his eyes al
most shut,i and both hands plunged into 
the pockets of a coat several sizes too 
large for him. 

Mr. Job Pennypacker chuckeled. Now 
he would' play "magician on a larger 
scale than ever before. 't ;c . : . 

He would begin mildly, and then the 
"plpt" should "Ihicken" as he went on. 

Accordingly he stooped,' apparently 
picked up ail egg from the floor, which 
he handed to the old lady, with an in-r 
different "Here, ma'am, you've dropped 
this out of your basket."' 

"Thank ye, I'm sure,"'said the Woman, 
arid settled the egg con: fortably amohgst 
its fellows. ; 

In a moment more, howeyer, Mr. Pen
nypacker stooped again. 

"I must say, madame," he said a Utile 
sharply," that you are very careless with 
such brittle things as eggs. Here are 
three more on the floor. 

"I can't understand!'.' cried the old 
lady. Why, there must be a hole in the 
basket. Why, thank you. I wonder 
they aren't smashed." 

But there was no hole in the basket, 
and finaMy the old lady decided that 
there was "no accounting for them eggs 
getting out,"' and thrust them carefully 
under^he lettuce and radishes. 

By this time the attention of all the 
other passengers was aroused, and now 
was the moment for the final effort. 

"The most singular thing I ever heard 
of," said Job. "Ah, ah! I understand it 
now; Don't you feel ashamed of your
self, sir?" and he frowned and noddtd at 
the stupid young man with the big coat, 
who scowled at him in return. 

"I ashamed? I haveu't done nothin',"' 
cricd the young man indignantly. 

"Do you call it nothing to rob this old 
lady of her eggs?" cried Job, with an air 
of virtuous disgust. "You hare done 
nothing else since you entered the car
riage; and you have a dozen in your 
pocket at this moment!'' 

''You'r telling lies!" cried the young 
man. What do I want with raw eggs? 

Ypo*d better search me, and see whether 
Iv'e got any eggs on me or no. 

"I will then, sir," said Job, "and I call 
on my fellow passengers to be my wit
ness. Ah! I thought so! Two eggs in 
your vest pocket. Here, madam. What I 
two more in the pockets of your trousers! 
Take them, madam, take" them; and— 
ble3s me! his coat pockets are full of 
them!'""Here, hand them over to the 
lady, some one. One—two—three—six 
—ten a dozen!" 

"He ought to be ashamed of himself!" 
cried one of the passengers. 

"It's perfectly dreadful!" exclaimed 
another—a woman. 

"I ieel the cold chills all over me 
when I think of it," sobbed the old lady. 

"Put him out!" yelled a chorus, 4iWe 
don't want thieves here!" 

"I haven't takeh a solitary egg," said 
the young man, evidently trembling. 
"This here fellow is a devil—that's what 
he is. Well, find more eggs in my 
pocket, will you?" 

"No more in your pockets,T friend," 
said Mr. Pennypacker; "but in your hat. 
Ah, ah! I thought so!" 

He snatched of the soft hat and looked 
into it with a stern eye, began to take 
from it one egg after another, while the 
old lady's astonishment and the indigna
tion of the other passengers grew greater 
and greater. 

Just at this instant the whistle shriek
ed, and the train slowly came to a stand 
still, at Barkinton. 

"I ain't goin' to stand this no more!" 
yelled Penny packer'a victim. "Let me 
go!" And wrenching himself from the 
amature magician's grasp he rushed from 
the car, sprang to the ground, and was 
seen to dart up the road at a tremendous 
rate only pausing on the platform for a 
moment to pick up his hat, which his 
tormentor threw out of the window after 
him. 

'•It becomes my duty to explain," said 
Pennypacker, rubbing his hands anil 
looking conceitedly about him. "That 
y jung man is as honest as any of us. I've 
only been teasing him a little. You've 
all heard of Whacker, the magician? Ah 
I see you have; and of his famous egg 
trick. Well, ladies and gentlmen, I 
learned the trick of Mr. Whacker while 
he was performing in New York, and I 
think you've seen enough to know I 
learned it tolerably—very tolerably, for 
an amatuer." 

"Astonishing!" cried one. "Astonish
ing!" echoed the rest of the passengers. 
But now the guard, a large man, slow of 
speecti and sarcastic of smile, put in hif 
word as he took Job's ticket. 

"Weil I suspected something of the 
sort," he said, "but I wasn't sure. You 
sec, that fellow you tackled is a well-
known pickpocket, and he is capable of 
stealing eggs or an j thing else. Perhaps 
you'd better examine your own pockets. 
He's very adroit, and if you've got off 
without losing anything, after being so 
near that fellow, you are a magician." 

With a pale face' Job Pennypacker be
gan to dive first into one pocket and then 
into the other. With a paler one t.e sat 
down, leaving them all turned inside out 
and empty. Hi3 handkerchief was gone, 
his cigar case, pocket-book, containing 
one hundred and thirty pounds. Each 
of these caused him a new pang. He put 
his hand to his throat to unfasten his cra
vat, for Job Per nypacker was of an apo
plectic habit, and easily lost his breath 
under the inllnenco of agitation. Alas! a 
diamond pin of value had disappeared 
also. So, in a moment more he discov
ered, had the amethyst ring which he al
ways wore on his little finger. 

The passengers looked gtim. The old 
woman with-the basket looked quite a 
moral. 

Job did not enjoy the joke. He got 
down at the next station and telegraphed 
the robbery to proper quarters. But he 
has never recovered his property, and the 
"egg trick" has forever lost its charm lor 
him.. u 

Sayiug and Doing. 

, His first battle tells the courage otthe 
soldier. Many think before the battle 
that nothing can frighten them. When 
it begins they are panic-stricken, and dis
grace themselves by cowardice. Col. 
Chester, of Connecticut, who commanded 
a company of his townsmen .at Bunker 
Hill, used to tell a good story of two of 
his soldiers in that battle. A large and 
powerful man; standing by the side of a 
pale-faced youth of slender figure, said to 
liis comrade: 

"Man, you l^d better retire before the 
fight begins: you will faint away when 
the bullets begin to whiz around your 
head." 

The pale stripling replied— 
"I don't know but I shall, as I never 

heard one; but I will stay and see." 
He did stay, and was seen by Col. 

Chester during the battle, calm and firm, 
loading and tiring with great coolness. 
Buc the burly giant by his side was miss
ing, and at the retreat was found alive 
and unharmed, secreted under a hay
cock. Boastful ords and moral courage 
to face any danger rarely go> together. 

"Schouvaleff," said the czar the other 
evening, as the two sat smoking ten cent 
cigars on tho steps ot the ducal palace, 
"what sort of a snide rooster is that 
Beacon?field, anyhow?" "Sire," returned 
Schouvaloff, as he struck a match on the 
sole of his patent-leather boot, "I could 
pull the wool over the home secretary, I 
could close up the eye of the new secre
tary for India, and I might even get Sal
isbury where the hair is short, but Bea-
consfield is a man who wont have any 
taffy." "Did you try him with sugar!" 
inquired the czar, as he smashed a 
spring-style potato bug that was srad-
dling into the parlor. "I had not 
thought of that," said Schouvaloff. 
"Then try him," said the czar, "and if 
that won't do, I guess we'll have to bay 
ajfew more Americon ships and sound 
the loud tocsin of war." 

' f i  ":
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