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And the ‘gauze underskirt. "’ —~Puck
And now the season’s elements
From polar seas take pussage,
And once again the griddle makes
Acquz{numuim &nh ﬂlnhej “sausage,”
3 e aece.
Ao f — Yonkers Gaztte

Where erst we heard the insect hum,
. Now plaintrve pipes the quail;
#rom loafiuss hille chill breeses come:
With whnxemom and wall;
. 8o does tramp.
— Burlinglon Hawkcye

The farmer puts up his fence;
His wife in jars and cups,
Has put up fruit of all sorts. Hence
There's everything put up—
Except the stovepipe. —Graphie

THE OPEN VERDICT.

It was a very pleasant feeling, that of
liberty from all business care of whatso-
ever kind, if only for a few weeks, when
one’s avocations for the remainder of the

ear confines one to a busy brain-devour-
1ng city like this mighty London ot ours,
and ther. fore it was with no slight degree
of anticipated enjoyment that I acczpted
an oft-repeated invitation to visit an old
school-chum, Dr. Henry Gladdind, at the
village of Claystone, in one of our north-

.ern countjes.

I arrived, however, at an unfortunate
period, and found that what I had pic-
tured to myself as being a happy, jolly
country-house, was at that time a hounse
of mourning; Gladden’s uncle and prede-
cessor, old Mr. Williams, had died only
a few bours pefore my arrival. T would
willingly bave gone on my way; but this
my friend and his wife wculd not hear of,
and cverything was done to render)n_v
visit as checrful as circumstances would
permit. I attended the funeral: and as
we turned to leave the churchyard, I was
struck by an expression of Gladden’s,
which appeared to be uttered withcut
any knowledge of it on his part. It was:
“The grave nas closed over the last.” I
felt greatly tempted to ask for an expla-
nation, but for obvious reasons checked
my curiosity.

A few mornings afterwards, while ac-
companying my friend on his round of
visits, we eame before an old, large red-
brick house that stood close beside the
road, being separated from it merely by
a hedge and small lawn.

“Why, what's this?” exclaimed Glad-
den, as we saw a number of workmen cn-
gaged in erecting scaffolding, digeing up
the lawn and otherwise demolishing the

lace. “ What are these men about?—

i! (calling one of the people) What is
it you are doing here?”

* Pulling down thouse for railway,”
was the laconic response.

“Then the final link is being broken,”
mused my companion as we drove 2n.,

My curiosity was again #roused, and
this time I resolved to satisfy it, so I
came to the point atonce by thus address-
ing my friend, “Hal, youare not gener-
ally given to ambiguous or unsatisfactory
sentences, and thercfore—it I am not
presumng too much—would you mind
teiling me what you alluded in your last
remark, and the equally strange one ut-
tered at your uncle’s funcral?”

“Well, Dick,” he replied, “it is a
strange story, and one perhaps, that does
not reflect much credit upon my poor
uncle; but as the actors of this little
drama have passed away, and even the
very scene of action will, in & few days,
be plowed up, I may and will set your
mind at rest on the subject. You re
member that after I bad walked the hos-
pitals in town,I came down here partially
to study under my late uncle. Bat I
found alater attraction than any I had
anticipated, in the person of my cousin
Lucy, with whom I soon fell over head
and ears in love. fler father was not
averse to it, and things were stortly in a
good train for our mwiriage. I was to be
taken into partoership by my uucle when
that event tovk place; and tie day before
the decds weresigned, the,oid gentleman
called me into his room, and nairated the
following storry which I will tell you in
his own words.

‘“*Jfarry,’ said my uncle, ‘as you are to
be my son-in-law and partner, I think it
but right you should become ucquainted
with an adventure which befell me inmy
younger days, and for my share in which
—justifiable as then appeared to me—I
have never ceased to reproach myself.
At this time I am speakivg of, I was
studying medicinc at Manchester, but
while on a visit to a distant relative, a
Dr. Seyton, who occupied this.very house
—(“you see Dick this is quite a family
practice,” parenthesised ~ Gladden)—‘1
was one night awakened by & shake of
the shoulder, and locking up, saw, by
the light of the moon, which streamed
in at my window, Dr. Seyton standing by
my bedside. ‘Come, get up,’ said he.
‘I have been scat for; and, as Poor (his
assistant) was out last mght, I'll get yo
to accompany me now.” While he de-
scended to the surgery and stables, I
speedily donned my habiliments; and by
the time I reached the frent gate, the
doctor was seated in the gig waiting for
me. It was a most magnificeat moon-
light night.

“Along the clear white road, a3 fast as
the horse could draw us, on we went;
past cottaze, farm and mansion, past
pond and park and stream; beneath long
ayenues of trees that bordered the road-
side and drooped over us, now veiling all
in shadow, now showing some stray
moonbeam that danced upon the quiver-
ing boughs to the soit cadence of the
night-breeze. Sharp and crisp rose the
echo of our horse's tread ; and as we came
within sigi:t of our destination, we heard
the gallop of another Lorse; and, as we
sped past a turning, saw a horseman rid-
ing u we imagined, the messenge:
who had been dispatchea for the doctor,
and who has said he must return by way
of Merlton. We stopped before Maze-

ailing for some time past, had that night
been taken <eriously ill; and while the
doctor ascended to the sick chamber and
our horse and trap were put up, 1 lit a
cigar and stood under the veranda, look-
ing out upon: the ngght and musing.
Presently, one of the domestics emerged

'| from the house and passed out- into the

road, waiking briskly on; and just asmy
cigar was out, | heard Dr. Seyton's voice
inquiring for me.

“Take this,” suid he, handing me a pa-
per, “and ride home as fast as you can.”
Get Poor to make it up; and come back
with all the speed; it is life or death,
Here is one of Mr. Wellester's horses for
you.” I then perceived a groom stand-
ing with one ready saddled at the gate,
on which I mounted and galloped off.

For upwards cfa mile the road lay
open and clear enough; but beyond that
1t was darkly shaded by copses and pldn-
tations, through which the moon's rays
found little space to shine. I had barely
pepetrated a dozen yards into this dark
and lonely spot before'I received a sum-
mons to “stand and deliver.” My horse,
being very fresh, quit? entered into his
rider’s feelings, and had not the least in-
tention of checking his speed, but con-
tinued bis journey; while behind came
he who bade me *stand,” threatening to
put & bullet in me if 1 did not draw rein.
This only made me urge my animal to
greater speed; but my pursuer did his
best to keep lns word, for he fired and the
bullet just graz:d my left arm; and at
the same nstant & hand was laid upon my
horse’s bridle so suddenly as to throw
him on his haunches and cause me a
speedy and ignowminious dismount. But
be that as it may, it served me a good
turn, as I was enabled, not being at ail
hurt, toslip away in the darkness and
conceal myself in the plantation.

“Where is he?” inquired the horseman,
riding up.

“Stunned, I 8'pose, close by,” was the
reply.

“The fiead take him for a plagued
horse-dealer,” rejoined the first speaker,
a8 I fancy they searched for me. At last,
the same voice said: *“Here, Stevens;I
can't scc him. Take this note to Wal-
ters and Garforth, and bring me back an
answer sharp. Take my horse; thatother
brute might get you recognized.”

»Besides,” ¢aid the other, **the animal
has trotted off;” which was true and
much to my regret.

*I will wait for you at the corner o
Deadman’s-lane,” said the first speaker,
as his companion mounted and rode on;
and he continued his search for me, little
thinking [ was crecping away from him
through the plantation, out of which, at
length I emerged, and, crossing some
fields, regained the road, and had the un-
speakable gratification of seeing the horse
I had ridden fastened to a gate. ‘This, I
suppose, had been done by Stevens when
he overtork him. I was once more in
the saddle, aud away we went as fus: as
horse could co. About three miles from
here the road to Garforth branches off to
the rizht; and as I came down the hill
towards the turning, I preceived Stevens
riding along it. Quick as thought, I
threw myself flat on the horse’s back,
thinking it just pose’ble he might hear
the galleping, turn round and try his
hand as a marksman; fortunately he did
not; and [ arrived at my destination with-
cut any {urther adveature. To call 'up
the assistant, have the prescription made
up, and attend to the horse, were (hings
speedily done; and, ere long, I was again
in the saddle. \

‘Now I looked before, beside and
behind me ; but all was peaceful. I neared
the plantation where I had been stopped:
but no one barred my progress; so or I
rode, not quite reassurcd though, for I
had not forgotton my pursuer was to wait
at the corner of Deadman’s lane, and I
did net know where that was. And now
the open road, shining in the clear moon-
light: lay bright and untenanted before
me. T could distingnish Mazeborough
House, and nearer, the lane up which,
when coming with Dr. Sevton, we had
seen & horscman riding.  When it struck
me that as tihat horseman was not the
messenger who had been dispatched for
the doctor, that functionary having ar-
rived before us, it might have been the
oue who had stopped me, and that that
was Deadman’s-lane. There was no help
for it; I must pass the spot; so, feeling
for the pistol I had taken the precaution
to bring with me this time, I pressed the
horse’s sides and urged him on. I was
not four or tive yards from the lane when
a man started into the roadway and stood
dircetly in front of me; bis figure was
slight and his face concealed by & mask;
but when he spoke, I recognized the voice
that bade me “stand and deliver.”

“Not quite so fast, young sir,” said he,
as he perceived my intention to draw on
ore side. We don't part quite so easily

~is time. I must have the medicine.”

“ What medicine?” I asked.

*0Oh? none of that stuff for me. I want
that physic you haye been sent for; and
that bottle [ must and will have. Ss
take your choice; that bottle and lile;
or,” producing a pistol, * this barrel and
death!” By

‘It was a serious moment; but my plan
was at once decided on; so putting my
hand in my breast as if for the bottle, I
reined close up beside him and as he eag-
erly stretched forth his hand for the ex-
pected prize, I drew my pistol and fired.
I saw him stazger, and in 2 few moments
afler, as it scemed, I was at the gate of
Mazeborough House.

‘Ouce inside and safe, I had no sooner
delivered the medicine to the servant, w0
be taken up stairs to Dr. Scyton, than the
state of tension to which my nerves (not
of the strongest) had been strung, gave
way, and but for some stimulent from
the steward I should have fainted away.
However, I soon recovered sufficiently to
narrate iny adventure tohim; but he only
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-~ + A man convinced against-his will
I3 of the same opinion still,

The conversation with the steward soon
changed to the family, and T leained
from him that the Hon, Fredric Wellester
had a half b-other Ernest, a very wild,
dissipated person, who had becn a favor-
ite with the Earl until his character was
found out. This Ernest usei to live at
Caultdale Place, one o the Earl’s seats,
seme fitteen or sixteen miles off; but ow-
ing to heavy gaming debts, he was com-
pelled to break up his establishment, and
only retained one servant, whom, after a
time, he also discharged. This servant,
Mr. Fredric had engaged, “and,” éontin-
ued the steward, “a very decent servant
Stevens was.”

“Stevens!" I ejaculated very loudly, I
dare say, for a man looked into the apart-
ment and inquired: “Did you call, sirf”
I was struck dumb; a thousand ideas
rushed through my brain. “No; it was
nothing,” replied the steward: and the
man disappeared, but not before 1 had
recognized in him one of the men con-
cerned in my lateadventure. Just at this
moment there was a great disiurbance in
the house, I found Dr. Seyton standing
on the staircase interrogating Stevens,
the other domestics being grouped
around.

“How is this?” exclaimed the doctor,
“How came you to bring me this? It con-
tains a slow poison.”

“The gentiman brought iy, sir, and, of
course, I gave it to you.”

‘But, surcly, Poor could never have
made this up. Look at it, Frank; what
doyou say?” and Dr. Seyton held out
the bottie; and before I could reach it
Stevens haa taker it, and the vial was
dashed to pieces on the ground. The
doctor looked annoyed at what appeared
to him to be an accident; bat to me there
was design 1n it; so as he reascended the
stairs I called to Stevens, who followed
me and the steward into the latter’s
apartment; when, shutting the door and
placing my back against it, 1 thus ad-
dressed him: “How did you come pos-
sessed of that bottle you let fall just this
minute?” (for T could see it was not the
onc I brought), “and for what motive did
you stop my horse a few hours since, and
who was your companion?”’ These queries
poured out rapidly, not giving time for
any distinct reply; but when I paused
for a moment he answered with a look of
the utmost astonishment: ¢Sir, I really
do not understand you. The bottle you
brought 1 gave the doctor; and to siop-
ning your borse and about a companion,
I am quite at a loss to know what you
allude to.”

“But I need not enumerate the ans.
wers by which he fenced off my injuir-
ies. Suffice it to say he denied all knowl-
cdge whatever of my adventure, and
stoutly affirmed he had not left the
house the previous day. What annoyed
me still wore was the conduct of the
steward, who appecared to regard my
statemient  as proceeding either from a
weak intcllect or a too free use of the
means supplied for my recovery. :

‘There was nothing to be gleaned from
Stevens, so of course he went his way,
and I remained with the steward. Soon
atter daylight, Dr. Seyton rejoined us; the
invalid was sleeping, and all immediate
danger was over, £0 orders were given
or our horse to be put up to. In a few
seconds news was brought in of some of
the farm laborers havirng discovered the
lifeless body of a man lying in the road;
the remains had been removed to one of
the outhouses, whither we proceeded. It
was a dreadful spectacle; the features
were quite undistinguishable, and pre-
sented the appearance of having some
firearm discharged close to them. The
steward and Dr. Scyton minutely exam-
ined the body; and after holding a’whis-
pered conversation together, the doctor
drew me on one ride and advised me not
to mention any of the circumstances con-
nected with my late adventure, but to
wait until the inquest; then, as medical
aid was pexfectly useless, we took our de-
parture and drove home.

“Two (‘ays afterwards a lettter was re-
ceived desiring our presence at Maze-
boroug ITouze; and, immediately on our
arrival, I was ushered into Mr. Weilester's
private room. Our interview was a
lengthened one; we then descended to
where the inquest was being held. The
bes* ~2port of the proceedings was given
in & :ocal paper published a day or two
alterwards; which, if 1 remember rightly,
ran taus: **As zome {arm-laborers in the
employ of the Hon. Frederick Wellester
of Mazeborough were proceeding to their
work early on Tuesday morning, they
discovered the dead body of 2 man on the
highway. The remains were at ouce re-
moved to one of the tarm-buildings,where
they remained till Thursday last, when
an inquest was held upon them. No
satisfuctory evidence was produced tend-
ing to throw any light on cither who the
unfortunate person was, or by what
means he met his death, aithough it is
copjectured, owing io the frightful
spectacle the face und head presented,
that some pistol or gun must have been
discharged close to him; bu* whether by
himself or by some one unknown, no clue
could be obtained. A pistol, ready load-
ed and capped, was foundin one of the
deceased’s  pockets but no  papers
or other means of identification.
A strange fact in connection with this case
is the disappearance on the same morn-
ing the body was found of one of the
domestics, named Stevens, formerly in the
service of the Hon. Ernest Wellester (half
brether to the proprietor of Mazenbor-
ough House), a gentleman who for some
years has resided on the continent. This
occurrence has only tended to throw
greater obscurity upon this mysterious
affair. In consequence of the utter
want of all evidence, the jury returned
an open verdict—'Found Dead.' ”

azeborough
House; the Caultdale title has become ex-
tinct; the Hon Frederic Wellester, who
succeeded 1o it, died a few months after-
wards withou! issue; and, slthough dili-
gent search was made for the next of kin
(tis half brother Ernest), no tidings
could pessibly be obtained of him.”

“But,” said I, “surely your uncle—"

“Lived at a time when wealth and in-
terest could influence everything and al-
most everybody.”

“T see,” 1 rejoined; “it is what is
called *hushed up.’ But I suppose the
body that was found was that ot the half-
brother Ernest?”

“Precisely.”

Brief Biography of a Clergyman and
Soldier.

From the Pittsburz Post.

The sad imeiligence was received in
the city Jast c¢vening, that Rev. Father
Richard C. Christy, the well-known Cath-
olicclergyman, bad died at Columbus,
Ohio, yesterday. The announcement of
his death will cast a gloom over Western
Pennsylvania, throughout which he was
so well kuown as the fighting chaplain.
He was attached to the Seventy-eigh
Regiment, Pennsylvania Volunteers, com-
manded by Col. Wm. Sirwell, of Kittan-
ning, which belonged to Nogley's Brigade
in the army of the Cumoerland. Well
does the writer remember the day that
the brigade embarked from the wharf of
this city on asteambout, and the crowd at-
tracted to witness their departure. Much
to their horror the burricane deck of one
of the boats broke and a number of sol-
diers were ivjured. The Catliolics on that
occasion were proud to know that the faith-
ful priest was on hand to give spiritual
consolation to the wounded, and cheer the
afilicted. Through the entire war Father
Christy was devoted to the cause of the
Union, always on hand to give religious
counsel to the wounded. and equally
ready totake his gun to make common
caase against the enemies of his country.

When the war was over the “fighting
chaplain” returned with the Seventy-
seventh,Seventy-ninth and Seventy-eighth
Regiments, and resumed charge of
his otd congregation near Kittanning.
When the annual reunion of the heroes
of the war was held throughout the
country the fighting chaplain occupied a
prominent place in the front ranks with his
comrades, Gen. Phil. Sheridan and othexs,
and has on several occasions enlivened the
assemblage with his happy anecdotes of
camp life and the trials attendant upon
long sicges.

After a short stay at Kittanning, Fath-
er Christy took charge of the church at
Ebensburg, the county seat of Cambria,
where he was stationed for mavy years,
and built « fine church and pastorial resi-
dence and estabiished a pastorial school

or young children. A few years ago he
was assistant at St. Patrick’s, where his
health failed, and fora time was stationed
at Mercy Hospital. Afterwards he was
called to take charge of a church at Coul-
umbus, and thus he hands over his flock
to the keeping of the Lord, who has re-
lieved him of his good work.

Father Christy’s life 1s a lesson for the
rising gencration. IHe was one of the
five brothers and two sisters, viz: Dz
Christy, of Oil City, John A. Christy,
Mrs. Andrew Butler and Mrs. Wm. J.
Bonner, whose ancestors are among the
pioneers of Camvria County. Father
Christy was about 50 years of age, and
during the half century he lived he con-
tributed as much of the milk of human
kindness to those he came in contact
with as the most noted philanthropists.

Singular Superstitions.

Virgiaia, Nev., Chraonicle, 3
Sailors are generally considered the

most superstitious men of any calling, and
indeed it would be strange if in the myz-
terious ways of the deep, with its wonder-
ful phenomens, somethir g was not found
to base superstition upon. It is the same
way with miners. There are wonderful
things to be studied in the vast laborato-
ry where Nature has stored her treasures.
The men who toil in the caverns of the
ground and tread the endless windings of
the drifts have their presentiments of
coming calamity, and at times feel the
touch of death in the very air.

A Clronicle reporter was talking with
anold miner 2 few days ago, who im-
plicitiy belicved that no death ever took
place in the mines without 2 warning of
gome kind.

“You sec,” said he, “death never comes
cfa sudden upon the men in the mines.
You reporters write up accidents, and tell
how something gave way or fell quick
and killed somebody. Now, this ain't
so. There's always some warning. When
I sce my lantern begin to burn low down
and blue, I know that there is danger
ahead. Ifit keeps on for a few days, and
then begins to waver and flicker, I'll
watchit close to scz where 1t points.
Now, you may set me up for a fool, but
what I’m tellin’ is gospel truth, When
the flume leans over, as if its being work-
cd by a blow-pipe, and points to & man,
death has marked him.

% Some years ago when Bill Hendricks
was killed in the Savage, the flames of
my lantern pointed right to him tor over
an hour, and when he moved the flames
would turn just as if’ Bill was a loadstone
and the flames was & mariners necedle.
I knew he was gone, and told him to be
careful sbout the blast. Well, he got
throught that all right and got on the
cage. As we went up the candle kept
acling strangely, and at times the flame
would stretch out long ard thin toward
Bill. At length it gave a sudden flicker,
and Bill reeled to one side and was
caughtin the timbers. I heard his dread-
ful cry as he disappeared down the shaft,
and while he was bounding from side to
side, dashing out his brains and scatter-

———

ing his flesh down to the bottom, m
light went out,

“I never lit'thst lantern again. It
hangs ;‘p in my cabin now, and italways
will. ' There’s more in acandle flame than
people think. I'd ra‘her see a cocked re-
volyer pointed at me than a candle
fleme; a revolver sometimes misses, but
a candle flame is sure to kill when it
starts toward a man.

“I must start for my shift now. Don’t
give my name to anybody. Tnere are
some who would laugh at me.”

The man here picked up bis bucket
and walked away. There are plenty of
miners cn the Comstock who have just
such superstitions. Some nail up horse-
shoes over the entrance of a drift “for
luck.” Others believe that good and bad
luck come in streaks just as quirtz and
porphyry. For three years past there had
been no accidentin the North Consoli-
dated Virginia until a few days ago,
when Champion had his thigh crushed.
Ihe miners said at once that a “bad
streak” had been str ck, and more acci-
dents mivht be expected. Yesterday two
more men were injured by faliing thirty
feet into thc sump. This was caused
by the breaking of a two-inch plank that
seemed able to bear a dozen men.

Wit and Humor.

Wax figures do not lie.

Made of awl work—shoes.

A taking person—The policeman.

Who can understand a cornstalk?

The chap with the glass sigh—The to-
per.

Fruit for the poor-house—The paw-
paw.

The tramp’s favorite sweetening—Loa
sugar.

Man proposes, but—he is not always
accepted.

Purple and fine linen—Huckleberries
and a napkin.

Mr. -—- was son-struck yesterday—
weight, 8 pounds.

An orang® peel—the yell of a crowd of
Orangemen.

Song of the cheese: “ Will you loye
me whben I mould?”

Dumas has writtcn 300 novels. He
must have a large ink-come.

What is it that a man with two eyes
cannot see with one? T'other eye.

Puck thinks that the dollars of the noy-
elists should be called storied earns.

Any American in Paris may well say:
“I was a stranger, and ye took me in.”

always laughs when she meets a milk-
man?

Positive, wait; comparative, waiter;
superlative, get it yourself.-- Boston Z'ran- .
script.

If a classical Greek were Illad be like-
ly to 'Iroy a Homeropathic physician,
would’t he?

Now let the wild charge on the oyster
beds begin. Hip! hip'--a raw! -New
1laven Register.

A Western paper advises lightning-rod
egenis and book-canvassers to try their
luck in Memphis.

When may a man’s friends naturally
suppose that he has gono amissing?—
When he has gone a courting.

A Louisville reporter of the old school
once wrote of 2 man who had been “over-
tuken by the bitter pill of adversity,”

Young Swell--“I should like to have
my moustache dyed.” Polite Barber—
“Certainly; did you bring it with youf”

A Hartford man says he started thirty
years ago to make $1,400,000. He has
got the fourteen, but the ciphers bether
him.

A pair of Sunday pants, and the soft
side of 2 painted stoop don’t' seem to
assimilate with any marked degree of
success. 1

Itish innkecpers (to boots, etc.) “H”
where's Biddic? Outis she? Bad luck to
the hussy! She’ll go out twinty toimes
for once she'll come in!®

A Calitorvia Chinaman who found a
nuzzet of gold wes at once declared a
hieretie, robbed of his wealth, and run eut
of the n2ighborhood.

You can get a very good idea of “nat-
ural selection,” in its practical workings
by viewing, a celery glass after it has
been once around the table.

An honest Hibernian, in a compan
who blamed the clergy for taking a tentg
of the people’s property, exclaimed. “Aye,
they wouid take a twentieth if they
could.”

A woman hearing a great deal about
“preserving autumn leaves” put up some,
but afterwards told a neighbor they were
not fit to eat, and she might as well have
thrown her sugar away.

The “Age of Man” furnishes an inter-
esting field for speculation but by com-

Jion consent the age of women is 8 mat-

ter which is left entirely to faith.—New
Haven Register.

Eli Perkins gives an account of the
couversation betweea a male and female
idiot. EIli does not mention the name
of the woman he was talking to.-—ZLouss-
ville Courier Journal.

The government now proposes to weigh
whiskey instead of gauging it, snd indi-
viduals will now be heard calling to bar-
keepers: “Another half pound of that
‘ere Bourbon.”

The peach crop this year has been a
failure, but some men won't realize it

later {0 pay twenty-tive cents for a drink
of peach brandy.—Philadelphia Chronicle
A sleight-of-hand  pertormer named
Wyman (zot the onginal Yyman) aston-
ished the people of Waco by his clever
feats. e made many wonderful things
appear and disappear in mysterous ways?
but his greatest trick was not known un-
til atter he had departed. It was found,
that he had substituted the village land-
lord’s daughter for his wife and assistant,
cloping with the former and leaving the

latter behind.

Why is it, do you suppose, that a cow -

until they are called upon a few months .
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