ATTORNEYS AT LAW.

ID ALEXANDER,
~af-La d Solicitor in ‘m’l
Attomney . Columbis, Tennessee,

Office : Whitthorne Block,  Jan'y. 16 1y
ARLES OLEAR,
Cﬂ ATTURNEY AT LAW,
Calumbis, Tennasmes,
S@peetal sttention given to the collection of ouites

pDISON OOOPER,
APTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Columbis, Tennesses,
Will attend all courts to be holden for Maury and
ad joining counties,
: Over Postoffice.,

A H. BROWN, Jr.,

Th-2%

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Solumbis, Tenpessss,
Prompt sitestion given to the collection of claima,
ILL & FIGUERS,
H Attorneyw at Law and Solicitors in Chanery,
Columbia, Toepnesses,
Wil practice (n the courts of Msury and sdjcln.

PR e wisnor
in the Whitthorne Flock. mchlsal

T. L. COCHRAN,
. ATTORNEY AT LAW
And teneral Coilocting Ageni

Columbia, Teanecanos,
tomtar s ke ramae
JONNY V. WHRIGHT. .......

W, i“m
TRIGHT & WENSTEY, § -7

ATIORNEYS AT LAW,
Colnmibne, TenDessnt

'\ M, H. TIMMONS,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
Colnmbis, Tomnesses,
Special attenticn given to all bhosdness sgtrosted
to him. mar-29-1y

J SAMUELS, Jr.,
»Ye Attorney at Law and Solivitor in Equity.
Columbia, Tenn,
OfMice with 1. D, Myers, Esq, Ririet ationtion
to all iega] business grmrantsed to thoss who en
trust the same to bis cars May 30, 1573, 1y

_\TV_.:\L EDWALIDS, : 2

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
Dallss, Texml,

‘s of Daias and the ad
felé-1y

Wil practic 1
ity countiies,

YOBERT MeKAY,

v ATTORNEY AT LAW,
and Bolicitor in Chancery, Columbis, Tann

Prompt attention glven to all legal businesa ea-
trusted 10 his ears, o Maury and sdjoinlag coan-
tiem, pupecially o coliecting,

Offier—Whitth arne Block, un stairs.

HOTELS,

GUEST HOUSE,

South Malu Stroer,
COLUMBEIA, . .. TENNESSEE

Board, IF.‘ per Day.
Carriages, hugsies or :d;i!r- horses farnishaa ta
application Lo the proprietor,
JAMES L. GUEST.
(; '!I"t_l.i". Jan. 1, 1873. . ) = ]
NELSON  HOUSE,

WALEER & LIFSCOMB, Propristors,
COLUMBPIA,................TENNESSEE.

This well known houss is undergofng thorongh
repalr and newly furnished, and {8 now open for
sccomimodation of the pubilie generally,

Onr tahles shall be furnished at all times with the
best the country will afford,

Servants polite and atfentive, and every attention
will he piven to makes our house inferior to none in
the Souh,

ieit the patronage of the pnblie generally
mehT-T3Ur Warxen & Lirscoun, Propristors,

MISMCELLANEOUS,

C. L. Reynolds,
PORTRAIT PAINTER,

COLUMBIA, TEXN,

Portrails thrown np to Hie size from plotographe,
Old portaits refitted aud cleaned,

Strowo—Fleming’s now dixtk, Garden street,
tearly opposite the Preshivterian chorch,

Oct, 4, 1575, i 13

w. 6.-Sheppa.rd_, |
SURCEON DENTIST,

COLUMBIA, TEXN,
Orrice—Floming’s new  boel
nearly opposite the Preshyieri
I keop constantly on | <
A e, soa]we il oamd gumns
rutnended by the United Siates deutal assao-

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

A, TENN

Capital, - - 100,000,

T. W. Exeaxe, . B, Moong, T. B, fatem. 3, B
Towrxn, L, Frreusox, J, 1L THOMAS,
s Fuiessos

Recelvea Jdeposils, deals in
exchangs, gold, silver and

Colivctions made and rot
ment at enrvent rates of exch

Bovenue stampe fur sale.

JOHN FRIERSON,
LUCIUS FRIERSON,
Viee-Preaidend.

Jas. B. Ommuonesz, Cashier.

WM. SHIRLEY'S

Marble Manufactory
..._S=—§.

rucnent secnrition,
4 for on day of pag

e,

—_—

MONUMENTS AND TOMBSTONES,
All of the boest Italian Marble.

Also, T have the latest stvies of Desipimw

e All work as cheap as can be done else-
whors, Manufsctory on Woest Main strect,
nesr the Iustitute. mh28y |

VAUGY & VAGHT

. YATO®R

LGH

IN & CO.,

DEALEHRS IN

ENGLISH
AMERICAN

HARDWARE, CUTLERY,
GUNS, ETC.

NS, L NORT(

Having movel to the won
PuBlic Square |house former]
M. Maves & Co.,] wo are now realy 1o f
the people of Manry and adjoining
ovoery varoty of

Shelf and Heavy Hardware,
CUTLERY,

Lo be fonnd in a first-class honse.

BUILDERS’' HARDWARE,

A COMPLETE ASSORIMENT.

We make a specially of

AVERY'S WROUGHT IRON
STANDARD STEEL PLOWS.

AGEXTS Foqu

Buckeye Reapers asnd
Sweapstake Thrasher snd Separater,

Boott & Co., [Gold Medal] machine. leering
Horsa Engines, aud Lane & Bod ~

Mowing Maochines
8 ] -

oy Bteam En-
Eines and Baw Mills, and also for the Tennes
Wagon, which is warranted and guaran.
jans 9m

J. A. ENGLE,.

ader fo sl _kinds of

CHOICE FIMILY SROCERIES

DRY GOODS,
BOOTS,
CHIARS,
BHOES,
TOBAOCO,
LIQUIORS, anl
COUNTRY PRODU'CR
Corner Routh Main street and Fogle Avenne.® 9

All goods delivered.!

tead

Oet. 17, 133,

gions,

clond fell slowly and heavily down be-
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TFEN THOUSAND A YEAR,

If I had ten thonsand & year
I think I conld manage to spend it,
Could squander the half, very near,
And as for the rest—I could lend it,

Could squander the half, | suoold way,
On folly, on vice, and on sorrow,

On drvary debanches to-day,
Hepentatice and Loadache to-morrow,

Could purchase with half of the woalth,
Or loss, if cared to diminiah,

Bsd morals, bad consclenocs, had health,
Aud s bad-ish lock-out at the fimish,

And the rest of my gold ¥ conld lend

The friend who in war: bad stood by me,
And loge both my meoney and friend,

For thenceforward for=er he'd shy me,

If 1 had ten thousand sy ar,

The ecntiment may seen. cinp-trappy,
' blest if T think #t'% so « s,
1 should not be sick and n. bhappy.

At present 1've friends—yery dear—
Health: and comfort as long as 1'm thrifty,
Ha T don™ want ten thonmeand s year,
I'm centent with my hundred and fifty,

-—

THROUGH THE BREAKERS.

I.

We were sisters only by adoption ;
vet I know that the love between us in
those old days was s great as it conld
have been if the mothers, of whom on-
ly sweet memories had been laft'ns, had
been one, and as if my father had been
Elsie’s father, too, instead of having pit-
ifully adopted the orphan ehild, and
bronght her from a poor and homeless
life to share our happy home. My
father, when his own health failed, per-
suaded his young partuer (to whom the
mills would entirely belong after his
death) to come and live with us in our
great house nupon the hill, at the foot of
which the mills lay. So Horace Capon
came, and the whole active management
of the mills fell isto his hands, and,
altheugh he was a young man, my fath-
er felt the utmost confidence in him.
The master was safe in relying on Mr.
Capon, the men wounld sometimes say
to us, when we wandered, as we liked
to do, over the b oisy mills; he
was one to ba trus We used to
smile at the expression, which seemed
to them to mean so much, and, when
Horace would join us from the offices,
what wonder is it if we saw a new power
in his handsome face, and in his tone of
genial wet irresistible anthority? Arnd
could we warn each other of the feel-
ing which was growing eqnally in both
our hearts? Could we always remem-
ber that for one of us this feeling must
end in bitter and humiliating pain? It
was to me the pain came at last; very
gradnally, beeause it took such a long,
long time to believe it after it was told.
I forgot how it was that there first
dawned on me the knowledge of one
of my father's motives in having Hor-
ace Capon to live now in the house
which he was eveutually to ocoupy as
master of the mills. I think he told
me himself, one day, saying that Hor-
aca was eéven now as a son to him, the
one man. in all the world to whom
he conld most willingly give his daugh-
ter, and adding that he knew Elsie would
always find a happy home with us.

From that hour, when my dreams
lost their vagneness, and this one lay
marked out in brighiest hues before me,
I was conscious of a new shyness in my
manner to Horace; a timidity quite new
to me, yet the most natural result of
that dreem which was buried bow so
deeply and so fixedly in my heart. I
thought Elsie was too thoronghly wrap-
ped up in her own bright thoughts to
notice this, yet I knew that enr love for
each other then was true and unsuspi-
But the day came at last when,
after one flash of nameless pain, that

tween ns,
I had found Elsie sitiing in the morn- |

ing sunshine, watching Horace ; 8o I
stood above her, watching too, in si-
lence, He turned at the gate for a mo-
ment to raise his hat with 8 smile, then
hurried on down the hall, and dirap-
peared through one of the great doors
of the mills. Elsie rose then, but I was
drenming still, just as T had stood a lit-
tle ways back from the windows, my
eyes upon the gpot where Horace disap-
peared. -

u 1[&:;;*:," eaid Elsie softly, paus- |
ing as she Saced me, “ your eyes look |
warmm and glad npow; and—beecause
Horace could not see—youn answered
his smile with one as bright as his,
Then why have you been cold to him,
and distant #”

“Cold?’ T echoed in a whisper, and |
I eould not bring my eyes back to her
face ; “‘Elgie, dear, you do not under- |
stand.” |
She had both her hands npon my
shoulders now, and her eyes were read-
ing mine eagerly—ah, with such pained
and breathless engerness ! |

“0, Mnargaret,” she cried, catehing
her breath in a great tearless sob, “‘tell
me I am wrong! Say that T cannot
read that in your face! O, no, no, no;
t is not that!”

I put one arm around her, wondering
that she should be so moved to read
the secret which I must have guarded
#0 much better than she had guarded
hers.

“Elsie, dear,” I gaid, laying my
cheek upon her bright bent head, *‘there
wes nothing in my face which need have
given yon this sudden pain.”

“0, yes,” she cried, ** O Margaret,
yes, I saw.”

She was weeping sorely, there with
her eyes hidden on my breast, and her
breast, and her trembling fingers clasp-
ing me cven to pain.

““ Elasie, what grieves yon so?" I
asked ; * I eannot understand it.”

“ I—I musttell you, Margaret ; but—
[ never guessed—"

“ Tell me,"tI whispered fondly, when
she pansed.

“ Horace—Horace says—" she was
uttering the words very rapidly below
her breath, and with her head drooping
s0 npon my breast that it was not easy
to hear them—‘‘ Horace says—I mean
asked me—ounly vesterday—only
vesterday, to be—hs wife! O Marga-
ret, T love him more than all the world :
and yet I wish—T wish—"

I think T put her gently from me, and
made a feint of smiling ; and I think
that—groping blindly in my great mise-
ry I speat that day just as I had spent
other days which had been erowned
with love and hope and pleasure. 1
think that T gnve Horace my hand that
night and told him he wonld be very
happy with Elsie; and I think that it
was only Elsie who eried when we bade
each other good-night. But I am not
sure—I am sare of nothing save the
angnished sching of my heart and head,
and how, when that had been mine for
many, many days, 8 great lopely cold-
ness came and wrapped itself sbout my
heart.

It was a bhappy an unruffled conrt-
ship, that of Horace's. My father gave
his free consent to the marriage, and
breathed no word of that disappointed
plan of hia; and mv father's men, who
all loved Elsie for her bright face and
winning ways, made ber young lover's
heart rejoies with their praises of the
wife whom he had chosen. And day by
day it was my lot to watch this happy
ecurtship, living entirely apari in my
own Inward life; and growing day by
day more silent and more ocold. ~Abh,

he

what happiness and despairing thoughts
possessed me! Why Lad Le been given
to her?

Sometimes I told myself that if he
had loved me best, only for ono day, I
would have made it grow to such a
strong and all-engrossing love that itd
could mever change; n love beside
which this happy and nntroubled affec-
tion that he bore to Elsie would be a
shadow enly—if only the love had once
been there to take root.

Never conld he guess at any of those
dreams which haunted me, but [ no-

what & bitter wolitary time it was, ard |

with a new and enrious intentness, which
warned me that this hidden selfish pain
was changing even my outward self, Tt
must have been this change which
prompted them to plan for Elsie and me
to travel to the seaside, and stay theze
nntil the snmmer waned.

If they had let me go alone—there or
anywhere —I theught I might have
gained health and strength and better
thoughts ; but Elsie wonld not leave
me,

Left alone with her, and hearing her
constantly speak of Horacein that tone
of confident, childlike iness, it
eould not be but that I sourmust hate
her in my heart,

1L

My father and Horace were to be with
us in the afteroocon, and in the morning
Elsie and I went out to bathe together.
There was no sunshine on the sea, but
the water was fresh and fnll of motion,
just as we liked it ; so we langhed when
we were told that there was danger of a
sudden squall that day, that very few
ladies },"3 ventured out, and even they
were returning now.

“ Not that there's any danger, miss,”
the man said, .s he hooked his horse’s
harness to the caravan which I had
chosen ; “only don’t you think you'd
better take one of the women with
you 2"

““We are not afraid; are we, Mar-
garet?” smiled Elsie; *““and we help
each other quite enough.”

Then she gave orders for her own ma-
chine to be wheeled close to mine in the
sea, and ran up the steps wi b a smile
and nod at me.

How well I remember | he look of the
sea that day, ns I stepped into it, and
Elsie came up to me with her dancing
step and langhing eyes!

How wide and secret the sea was!
and what a little thing she locked tliere,
battling merrily with its waters, so
strong against her little shielding hands!
and what a horrible longing possessed
me, yet what' an overmastering fear!
Fear of what? Fear of the waters
which I loved? Fear of Elsie’s tiny
power ? Ah, no; what fear I had was
fear of myself.

We were standing quite still, telling
each other how ealm the sea had grown
all in & minnte, and still with that dis-
tance between us which I kept so care-
fully when the squall can.e. A sndden
violent rnsh of wind swept across the
waters towards the shore; the waves
reared themselves above us, then swoop-
ed down and dashed us helplessly upon
the sand.

“Margaret ! Margaret ! "—I econld
hear Elsie’s eall as the great wave rolled
on—**Your bhands!—hold me, hold
me "

I fonght my way to her and took her
hands, then I looked wildly roncd.
The bathing machines seemed to be
miles away from ne now, and one was
thrown upon its side by that strong
rush of wind and water. If we could
reach it we might support ourselves,
perhaps, until fmlp came, The shore
looked like another world to my hot
aoguished eyes, so far away, so far
aAway. at was this singing in my
ears? Was it the water still? T was
strong and fearless now ; no wave, how-
ever fierce and strong, wonld swallow
me. ‘The water was but shallow after
all,

*‘ Margaret, where have the waves
earried us? O, we are lost, we are lost!
—help me, Margaret !

I put my arms abont her—this girl
who had won from me all that made life
precious—and I held her closely, very
closely. She looked up from my arms,

her eves eagerly seeking comfort from |
| mine, her lips parted for the question to i

come panting forth: “Shall wo be
lost 7"

Then, as if she had read a hope-
less answer in her fuce, a piercing cry
went np among the clouds:

““0O Horace! Horace!”

More closely still I held her now,
but held her where the waters must
pass over her in their rush. My lips
were tight and firm ; my eyes upon that
second mighty wave that came so
fiercely to engulph ns.

1 am holding yon, Elsie!
your eyes, for it is coming ! ”

Bent and frail, she stood in my em-
brace with her eyes closed, while the
huge wave, which I conld calmly stand
and wateh, came rolling on behind her.
Then I held her down firmly and stead-
ily beneath the water, battling the
while for my own life and breath,
When at last the sea grew ecalm again,
and we were tossed no longer at its wild,
strong will, I had still my hands upon
her shounlders, and under the waters I
could see a white, dead face. And my
strength had not failed me even yet, for
I was holding her 8o when they found
us, and lifted ns together; whispering
eagerly that one was living, but that
the other had been for long time dead.

L

1 did not see Horace for a long time,
so that wten at last they let me Fee him
the first bitterness of his grief was
past. He asked me many things abont
that day, and I told him all—save the
horr ble trath that T had killed her. 1
told him how Elsie had eclupg to me in
her fear, when that awful wind swept
so suddenly across the sea ; but bow she
had grown so weak at last and despair-
ing, that she fell with the second wave
and never rose again. He sat beside
me while I told him this, and then it
seemed to grow natural to him fto sit
beside me:; and at last I-—watching his
face—saw its sorrow fade, and the old
look of content relurn to it. At first it
was in silence that he sat beside me,
and this silence I could understand and
share ; but gradually he would win me
on to talk to him, and his eyes womld
brighten as he listened. So we grew
dear Iriends again, dearer than we
had ever been ; and I forgot that white
drowned face which lay now side by
side with my own mother under the
old cedar in our churchyard on the
hill.

One night we had strolled there to-
gether to lay some antumn blossoms on
the grave; and so long he lingered
there in perfeot silence thnt all my fems
and my despair came back to me in
overwhelming force, Why he had
brought me here where T conld see the
white drowned face, just as T saw it
look when I held it still below the
waters, after the anzry death had passed?
Shounld I be obliged to see it thus be-
fore me all my life?

Silently, as we stood there, we turned
from the grave side by side ; then sud-
denly Horace clasped me in his arms
and kissed me. So tenderly, and yet
s0 passionately, he kissed me, under the
quniet stars, and at that moment T knew
I had won what I had so long craved
for vainly. He had learned to give a
stronger and more fervent love than he
had ever given to Elsie,

Iv.

Horace and I had been married near-
Iy a year, and this was Christmas-eve,
My husband had been away for two or
three days, but I knew he would retum
for Christmas day, and so I sat waiting
for him. Always I longed for his re-
turn when he had left me, but hardly
ever so intensely as I longed for it this
night, The wind was blowing fitfally :
now rising in sudden gusts which
bronght back to me that horrible morn-
ing in the sea; and now lying lulled
and ealm, as it had been npon that night
when Horace and I stood beside Elsie's
grave in that strange silence which he
broke at last to tell me with what
strength and tenderness he loved me.

So strapgely rervous and so timid I
had gtown, that when I heard my hus-
band’s step at last, I ran to meet him
jnst 8s if he came as a deliverer.

The moon was riding gloriously
throngh the frosty sky, when we started

Close

ticed that he often now looked at me

out together for a strall, Horceas had

himself fastened the soft furs aromnd
my neck, kissing me as he did so, and
my heart beat joyously and proudly as
I leaned on his strong arm, and felt
that I was very precious to him.

So earnestly and happily were we
talking, so perfect was the beauty of
the night, that I had not noticed where
we were going nntil we stopped before
a_at.gate I knew, and Horaece Eent to open
i

“We have wandered here almost un-
consciously, my darling,” he said; “but
we will go in and stand a mement in the
quietness beside Elsie's grave. In our
own intense happiness, we would not
forget her upon this beautiful Christ-
mas night ; and it is her birthday, too,
you remember, Margaret.”

Horace gently led me on, nntil we
stood once more together beside that
great stone beneath the cedar, Why
had he bronght me here, when we had
both learned to forget, and had grown
so happy? If he would bnt speak; if
he would but talk to me and chase away
these hannting memories which had not
visited me since, in this very spot, he
had told me how he loved me! If he
wonld only tell me so again—loudly,
that the words might drowa this moan-
ing in my ears, this rushing of the sea
about my head, this ery of a faint and
dying voice ! Why had he breathed her
name at all fo-might and raised this
awful memory ?

**0O Horace, Horace, see the white
dead face!”

My ory had not broken his long
silence, so I knew it was uttered only
in my heart. I looked up eagerly, that
the glance of his kind eyes might give
me courage ; but that drowned face had
come between us,

* 0O Horace,” I cried, groping with
my hands, * take it away; takeitaway !
She would have you save her and let
me go !"

‘“ Margaret, my darling, are yon ill 2"

I heard the question in my husband’s
soft, kind tones, but there was some-
thing else I heard far more distinctly.
*“ Listen " I cried, turning to face the
blast of wind which came sweeping aver
the valley below; **listen !—listen !”

I waited for its coming with my arms
outstretehed, and when the storm had
passed, and leit me standicg so, I
fancied death had spared me onoe again,
as it had done at sea, and I knew why.
That story was to be told to Horace;
here, by the grave where thea voices
moaned ; now, before that second gust
eame sweeping by which had brought
death befors, and might bring death
again. The white dead face beneath
that stone cried out for justice now ;
the voices of the wind and sea cried out
aloud their accusation. I had a task to
do in the lull of that great storm, and 1
must do it. I drew away from my lins-
band’s side, and stood opposite him in
the shadow of the cedar; my eyes fixed
steadily npon him, and my words slow
and clear,

Quite still he stood to listen, while I
told him all ; qnite still until I had
finished ; then, after an untter terrible
panse, he fell on his koees beside the
stone, and hid his face nponit. T did
not speak or move until h" rose, after a
long, long time; then I eagerly and
piteonsly scanncd his face, that I might
glean only a ray of hope. Even in the
shadow—for he was leaning now
against the tree—T conld see how rigid
and coldly white Lis face had grown,

““0O Horace,” I criad, falling on the
grass before him, and appesling to him
with my burning hands outstretched,
““O my husband, all the sin there may
have beep, wyou caused, If I he’ not
loved you—"

Coldly and sternly he interrnpted
me, bidding me come away from beside
that grave,

““ 0 Horace, take me back! We can
be happy still—we know it; we have
proved it ; yon have often gaid it. Yon
can forget this. 7 had forgotten until
you brought me here to-night, and that
wave came rolliug to us and left her
face—Horace, Horaca ! the werds were
an eager, hurried whisper now—** take
me up, Horace! I sm dying here; dy-
ing at her feet and yours; or—or am—1
—mad ?”

He raised me from the grass withont
a movement of his white and rigid face.

‘1 will take you to your Lome,” he
said, ““and after that I wish T might
never look upon your fuce again,”

** Why, Horace ?" I whispered with a
vacant smile upon my parching lips;
“ we cannot be separated—yon and I ;
we are married, you know ; they eannot
separate us.”

“We sare separated now,” be an-
swered slowly ; ** separated utterly and
forever.”

I could see his faee in the moonlight
now, and I knew there was no hope for
me.

‘“ Horace,” T cried, with such a ery
as might hava reached to the cold dead
aronnd us, ** Horace—forgive "

Coldly he drew back from me, and
then—I langhed ; laughed loudly and
shrilly, there in the silence of the calm
and beautifnl night. Bunt when I saw
his stern, white face grow colder still, T
wondered why I had langhed.

““Nothing can separate ns, Horace,”
I whispered, trying to fix my vacant
gaze upon him, and smiling, as I
thought, that my glad, low whisper
nfhst comfort him, ** Nothing can sep-
arate us now. Don't be frightened, Hor-
ace ; you are my hasband, and I will
not leave yow. Did you dream that I
conld be 8o ernel ? was not half so
ernel to her as that wounld be.”

He turned from me, shuddering
throngh his whole frame, and then I
knew that the love which had been my
very life was dead forever, 1 saw in all
its fullest, darkest horror the long an-
guish of the lite to which he doomed
me ; and standing ‘still T took my burn-
ing head within my hands and nttered
shriek on shriek, until thesilence of the
winter night was all alive with sound,
and the beauty of the moonlight wvan-
ished in & great black darkness,

Y.

I have been very, veryill. I wake to
the knowledge slowly, as I lie and list-
en to the hushed breath and softened
footsteps in my room. I wake to it
very, very slowly, dreaming a wonder-
ful dream the while,

I am lying inmy own room at home
and Elsie sits beside my bed, just as
she did when I was ill onee in the old
past—s0 many years ago; and my fa-
ther comes for tidings of his child,
with his eyes dim and anxiens, jnst as
I nsed to see them in that far-back time.
Horsce is living with us in this dream
of mine jost as he did then; and he,
too, waits for tidings, and pomes to look
upon me with a soft, slow step. Ah,
if this dream .may last a little longer];
becanse, when I awake, my husband's
face will meet me stern and cold, as it
must betirough all the rest of my sin-
shadowed life; and instead of this
bright face beside my bed, will be the
memory of that drowned head 1 saw
beneath the waters, It is far better to
be dying, and to dream this dream than
grown quite strongand well, and meet
my misery again. It is such a beanti-
fal, beautiful dream !

I see my father standing against the
golden beech, and watching me with
the old lock of love upen his face.
Elsie is beside me still, as she has been
all turongh this peacefual dream, and in
her eyes isshining such a look of loving,
pitiful compassion, that I eannof even
trust myself {o meet it, lest it should
bring the tears, for tears would waken
me. And now, across the lawn, comes
Horace ; his face the kind and pleasant
face of long ago! He comes up tome—
softly as they all come in this dresm of
mine—and 1 read the old friendship in
his eyes, and something more; not ha-
tred and contempt, ah, no, bunt a erest
tenderness and s great compassion, and

something that looks almost like awe.
I remember the different face which I
shall ces when I awake, and silently I
pray that it may be God’s will I die be-
fore the waking comes.

My hands are very weak and thin
an< wasted, and when he takes one into
his, and kneels beside my couch, I can
see the pity and the fear which darkens
Elsie's eyes. My voice is low and fail-
ing, but at last they understand my
question, reading it more from my eyes
than from my lips; and Elsie answers
it in a whisper, her warm lips tonching
my cheek and forehead between the
words : *‘*No dream, my darling; no
dream. We have yon with us, and we
are nursing yon back to health again.
Tf eare and love—the truest, fondest
love, my dear—ean give yon strength,
then yom will soon be your own sell
qain-'l

If I were a leaf upon the beech above
me, at the first faint breath of wind I
should fall just so—softly and slowly to
the ground.

““Margaret,” Elsie wlispers when
her sweot face com:is between those
reddening leaves and my wide, upturned
eyes, ‘“do yon remember that day we
were together in the sea, when the wind
rose so suddenly? T want to tell you,
O, my dear, what the memory of that
day has been to me.”

I am awaking now—awaking with an
icy shiver. In one moment my dream
will be over—my beantiful sammer
dream,

“Tell me slowly—slowly,” I plead,
my broken words most eager in their
utter weakness, *‘ No—let Horace tell;
then I shall be—awake, Tell me all,
Horace.”

“It's too mueh to tell to-day,” he
whispers, wrapping a shawl about me
tenderly, for l!)m does not know I am
awakening; ‘“how can I tell in a few
simple words that brave, unselfish ao!
of yours? How can I speak calmly,
even yet, of how you saved my darling
at the risk of your ownlife ; how, when
she fainted and fell, yon rescued her,
and held her safe above the water nntil
belp came ; then how you put hLer in
safety and-—your strength all worn—
sank down yourself, exhausted and an-
conscious ; of how the fiercest wave of
all eame then, an]l we—we were barely
in time to save you! How can I tell
this, and of our gratitude and love?”

“This is true, then? This is true,
and the—the other was the dream ?”

“ All this is trme, my darling; and
we are trne ; and the sunshine and the
flowers, they are all trne. Everything
is true, exeept those terrible delirious
faneies which have been with you in
your fever. Zhat was the dream ; but
1t hns passed now, and all the fancies
have passed too. Ah, there is a little
look of returning health at last. Yon
are coming back to ns from the gates of
death—O, my dear, my dear, we shall
be happy once again!"—New York
Graphie.

A Coal Mine Ablaze—" Looks Like a
Hell."

A writer who has explored the burm-
ing Empire coal mine, near Wilkesbarre,
must have seen a novel and magnificent
sight. These mines, when once on fire,
sometimes burn for years ; but it is sel-
dom that any one can go near the
Aames, and even when it is possible but
few wounld care to attempt it. The
descent at the Empire mine was three
hundred feet, and thén along a side
gallery.

Every stride onward appears to inten-
sify the warmth, and human apparel
seems more than human nature is able
to bear, The perspiration begins to
start from the pores, and a current of
air constantly ponring in from ontside
appears to be caught and subdued by
tﬂ'at dreadful heat which almost chokes
and stifles you. There is no let up to
it, no relief. Suddenly therefalls upon
the nir a peeuliar noise, like the mnut-
tering of internal spirits, away down
in the deepest depths of the universe.
Still on, and these mutterings increase
to a mighty roar, until by and by one
can detect certain sounds above all
others. There is a sound as if made by
falling waters, whichgains and inereases
on the ear as to the traveler does the
raoshing of a cataract. lhe old guide
continues slowly on the way ; cloudsof
smoke envelop our heads, until the eav-
ern, taking a peculiar cuarve, brings us
under a mighty arch, the floor and sides
of which seem to be a mass of hissing,
crackling flames. It may be a wicked
expression, but looks like a hell. The
fira extends over an immense area of
1,200 yards, dread, awful and appalling,
but indeseribably beauntiful neverthe-
less, It looks like an imm:nee sea of
glittering gold, across the heaving
breast of which pass and repass the
softest and richest combinations of
colers. Blue, green, purple, crimson,
mingling and intermingling, passing
and re-passing, disappearing here and
sunddenly flashing up sgain thers, tor-
tnre the senses, confuse the wision and
leave one doubtiul of the place whereon
he stands. It hisses, it roars, it flashes
up and smokes, driving back the men
and befouling the air. There are per-
sons down there, human beings like
ourselves, who have spent many months
of their past life in fivhting this fire,
and who will spend many months of
their lives yet to eome. They sre ter-
rible l-roking creatnres when thns en-
gaged in their work, whose besmeared
faces and rongh, blackened forms give
them the appearance of devils rather
than of men. They spend buta few
hours there, for so intense is the heat
that new men must come very [requent-
ly to their relief. As it is, scarcely a
day passes dauring which some poor fel-
low does not yield to these undergronnd
elements, and is carried ont insensible.
It must be an awful life to lead, and

awlul, indeed, the cirenmstances which_

compel 80 many to endure it.

Hereditary Drunkenness.

Not more pitiful are the approaches
of madness than are the well understood
symptoms which signify to the heredi-
tary drunkard the hour of his inherited
passions, Ikaew in Texas a yonng man
wlio was heir to such a woful heritage,
He was, physically, one of the hand-
somest of men, and possessed of great
and varied talents, which he had ecare-
fully cultivated. Moreover, he had
served his country with distingunished
bravery, and was then holding a high
position of trust and honor. But with
o regularity that was terrible, there
ecame to him—no matter where he was,
over his ledger, in the church, by the
side of the vietim he loved—a eravin
for brandy that possessed him like a
demon, and drove him forth among his
fellows. With set lips and despairing
face he wounld deliver to a friend the
keys of his office and betake himself to
his room—not 8s men go to a carousal,
but as they go to a fearful reckonine—
and for two or three days drink in sul-
len silence till the craving wasappeased.
Some one was one day praising, in his

resence, his vast stores of acquired in-
Formation and his delicate fancy as an
artist, * Yet I shall die like a brute,”
he said sadly, and the despairing look
of a hunted animal came into his eyes
as he added ;: ** My father—died drunk
—my mother—God forgive her!—my
grandfather shot himself in delirinm
treamens—you know, boys, how poor
Patrick died—it will be the same with
me.” His prophecy was too soon ful-
filled, —Scisnece O_f Heallth,

—A little girl who had great kindness
of heart for all the animal creation, saw
8 hen preparing to gather her chickens
ander her sheltering wings, and shout-
‘od esrnestly: ** Oh, don't sit down on
those beautiful little birds, you great
ugly old rooster.” Ll

OLD HICEORY'S WIFE.

Gen. Jackson's Courtship-His Deveotion
as a Hushband —Details of the Dick=
inson Duel.

From the §t, Louis Republican.

The following from the New York
Post : 7

‘‘In our remarks a day or two sgo
upon the forthcoming history of the
United Btates by Mr. Bryant, we spoke
of the material in the way of incident
and picture which the subjeet would af-
ford. Reading the other day of Jack-
son’s visit to New York, about the Lime
of his first inauguration, and just after
his wife's death, we were greatly struek
with the pictorial qnalities of the story.
He rode the 1eugjt.h of Broadway on
horseback, with a long weeper, at that
time in fashion in Tennessee, tied
around his white hat and hanging the
length of his back. We have here just
one of thoss pictures so very vivid and
important of which American history
in full. There is a chapter of history
contained in the photograph. That hLe
should have riddem on horseback in-
stead of in a carriage indicates a peca-
liarity at the time. The long weeper
tied around the white hat—a thing fa-
miliar enough in Tennessee, and yet
strange in New York—recalls the fact
that the varions parts of the country
were not then so ﬂom‘geneous as they
are at present. Jackson’s truculent
and defiant grief, even had he been con-
soious that his weeper was too long fur
the fashion in these parts, wonld have
vindicated itself anywhere and before
anybody. The weeper recalis the inci-
dents of his wife's early life and his af-
foction for her, both of which exerted a
profound influence upon his life, It re-
calls the old dmel with Dickinson, an
encounter which, seems it to us, is one of
the most terrible on record.”

General Jackson's * weeper” was not
the idle ensign of a mimie woe, but the
emblem of a grief all too deep for
words—a grief which, from the moment
of its birth, went with him day and
night, following him down to the grave,
which he gladly entered, becanse he
believed that through its gloomy por-
tals he would gain admission to the
presence of the woman whom he loved
better than his life. ‘*Heaven would
be no heaven to me,” he used to say,
“if I did not think I shonld meet my
wife there.”

There is not to be found in the pages
of history or of romance an instance of
more chivalrous affection and econstant,
self-sacrificing devotion than was iilus-
trated in Andrew Jackson's uniform
conduct toward Rachael Donelson. He
married her nunder peculiar ecirenmstan.
ens. Her first husband was, from all ac-
counts, a man of violent temper and
unbounded caprice, with whom it was
untterly impossible for anybody, howev-
er well disposed, to live in peace. Afl-
ter one or two reparations and rennions,
they finally parted permanently, and it
was soon after this event that Jackson
—then a poor and unknown lawver in
the backwoods village of Nashville—
asked her to share his rather nopromis-
ing fortunnes, A divoree was procured
throuch what was thonght to be the
proper chanuel, and they were united.
The first months of their wedded life
were spent in Natohewr, and mot until
their return to Tennessee was it known
thatl the court which granted the divorce
had no authority to exeente such an in-
strument—which we believe, as the law
then stood, conld only issue from th=
legislature of Virginia. Bot be this as
it may, the legal forms were at last ful-
1y complied with, and to put an end—
as it was hoped—to all possible miscon-
struction, the marriage cersmony was
:gain performed. Had Jackson remain-

an obscure man, the matter never
wonld have been revived, but as soon
as he took the first steps in the career
which was to land him in the presiden-
tial chair, jealonsy unloosed the hands
of calumny, and enemies who could
find no nobler plan to attack, struck at
him through the bosom of his wife.
This was a sin which he never eonld and
never wounld forgive ; and whoever had
breathed a word against the fair fame
of that idolized object, made an éternal
and inexorable foe of one who came
fairly np to the Johnsonian standard of
‘“a good hater.” The duel with Dick-
inson, allnded to in the above extract,
Liad its real origin here.

Dickinson was a promising youhg
man, belonging to a bighly respectable
family in Nashville, and the junior of
Jackszon by several years, Attached to
a different and hostile faetion, he im-
agined a rival where none really ex-
isted, and, being in the habit of drink-
ing too freely, occasionally made re-
marks which would not bear repetition.
Of course they were repeated, and to
the one of all others most deeply in-
terested. When the first offense of this
sort transpired, Jackson went to Dick-
inson's father-in-law, told what he had
heard, and begged him to guard, if pos-
sible, against a similar occurrence in
the future. The warning was of no
avail, for when the wine was again in
the nscendant, Dickinson threw out the
same sinrs, and this time they cost him
his heart’s blood. The duel ostensibly
originated in a horse-race, which, by
the way, was never run; bnt the ani-
mus of it, so far as Jackson was con-
cerned, lay in the fact that Dickinson
had spoken ill of Mrs. Jackson. It is
nnnecessary to repeat all the detaile of
the meeting, which was indeed, as the
Post says, ‘‘ one of the most terrible on
record.” Dickinson was a dead shot ;
eould hit a half-dollar at ten paces, kill
birds on the wing, and perform other
mirsculons feafs with the pistol. He
was as brave and cool as he was skillful,
and never entertained a doubt as to the
result of the combat. The arrangement
was that when the word was given they
eould fire as soon as they please, Jack-
son, knowing Dickinson’s snperior
quickness with his weapon, resolved not
to attempt to get the first fire, but to
take the chances for a second. The in-
stant the signal was shouted, Dickinson
fired. The dust flew from the breast of
the loose fitting black frock coat which
Jackson wore, but. he stood there like a
pillar of adamsant, apparently un-
barmed, Dickinson started back in
horror and amazement, exclaiming,
“*My God! have I missed him?” His
stern and nurelenting antagonist took
deliberate aim and pnlled the trigger.
The pistol did not respond. He locked
and found it was only at half-cock. A
gecond time he took aim, and, as the
sharp crack rang out smong the silent
woods where the deadly scene was laid,
Dickinson totter=d and fell into the
arms of his friend. He died the same
night, Jackson was able to monnt his
horse and ride home next day—barely
able, for the bullef, which seemed to
miss him, had really passed through
the fleshy part of his breast and
cut the breast-bone, His shoes
were full of blood when he walked
from the fatal field, bunt he ocoun-
cealed the fact, as he eaid, ‘““because
he did not want Dickinson® to have
the satisfaction of knowing that he had
hit him at all.” In auswer to the ques-
tion how he eould, after receiving such
a shock, retain his steadiness of nerve,
he replied: “T1 believe I shounld have
killed him had he shot me throngh the
brain.” The wound never healed pro-

rly, was the ocecasion of frequnent
Egmorrhagea in Iater years, and nltima-
tely caunsed his death. There ig no evi-
dence going to show that Jackson ever

nted o? this duoel. afterwards
—indeed, only a few weeks before he
died—a friend visiting his sick charo-
ber happened to piek an old pistol
lying on the mantel, e keen-eyed
invalid ssw the movement, and remarked
nietly : ** That is the pistol with which
?killed Mr. Dickinson.” In spite of
his conversion and consistent fellowship
with the chnreh, there was a deal of the

.
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“old Adam" remaining in ‘* Old Hick-
ory” to tha last.

hose who saw Mrs. Jackson in her
youth say that at that period she was a
plump and quite pretty brunette. But
in middle age the plumpness inereased
nntil all signs of & waist had disappear-
ed, and the dark complexion became
still darker, until it was almost the tint
of venerable mahogany. In plain worids
she was n short, fat, and remarkably
common loocking c¢ld woman, ungrace.
ful, of course, and not at all versed in
the ways of polite society. Her hus.
band, on the eontrary, though square
and angular in figure, and qmte as des-
titnte of eultnre as his wife, was con
fessadly one of the most alegant gentie-
men of his day. His publie life, par-
tionlarly after the battle of New Or-
leans, h-osight him into elose communi-
eation with the gay world, and his man-
ners contributed as much as his fame to
make him the ceutre of every circle in
which he mingled. Buat neither the
sweet smiles or the sweeter words of
the beanties who crowded around him
ever made him for an instant forget—
much less prove false to—the mistress
of his soul. Even his most intimate
friends conld not discover by any word
or act on his part that he was conseions
of his wife's physical disadvantages ard
luck of what is ealled good breeding.
To him she was not old or ugly, not ig-
norant or awkward —but always young,
always handsome, always the embodi-
ment of brightness and of grace. No
knight that ever laid lance in rest was
more devoted to the fair lady whose
colors he wore, than was Jackson to the
ancient dame who bore his name. She
was the only human being who could
stem the torrent of his fearful passion.
A word from her lips, a glance from her
eye, and the iron man, blazing with
wrath and apparently as untamable as
the lion of the jungles, became as tame
as a lamb, He 10\*0{1 her from the very
depths of his stony nature, and because
he loved her she conld transform the
storm inke a calm. One might infer
from the extent of this influence over
such a character, that Mrs. Jackson was,
what we now term, *' a strong-minded
woman.” Buat she was far removed
from that questionable honor, The late
Thomas H. Benton, in a book which is
a much bhetter monumert to his memo-
ry than the bronze abortion in Lafayette
park, gives a charming piocture of
** Aunt Rachel,” as he affectionately
calls her, In this sketch, drawn by a
loving hand, she is represented as an
extremely modest and nnassuming per-
son, who never lost her native simplici-
ty of thought and action in attempting
to keep pace with the rising fortunes of
her husband. When the most brilliant
triumph of the war had lifted him high
above all competitors, and when that
trinmph had besn supplemented by his
election to the first office in the gift of
his ecountrymen, she was the same ami-
able, sensible, unaffected woman as
when they lived together in a log eabin
and had nothing to distinguish them
from their humblest neighbors, To her
he was never *“‘the general,” but always
“Mr. Jackson;” and she valued his
wonderful snceess in life for the pleas-
ure it gave him, and not for the glory
reflected utmn her. A sincere and ar-
aent CUbristion, a fond wife, a true
friend, a constant and liberal benefactor
of the poor, she faithfully discharged
her duties to God and man, and found
therein her highest happiness. All
who knew her loved “Aunt Rachel,” ns
such women, from their rarity, deserve
to be loved; and wh-n she died there
was mourning, not only in the stataly
“‘ Hermitage,” but in every negro hut
for miles around.

Jackson, as we have remarked, never
entirely rallied from the blow which
his wife's death inflicted. He went to
the White House in many respects a
changed man, Hae laid aside, to a great
extent, those tremendouns ontbs which
used to make the air of Tennessee tnrn
blue; he grew softer, tenderer, more
ready to forgive than in former years,
and was—for her sake—the firm and in-
domitable champion of all slanderel
women, He broke up his cabinet in
sustaining Mrs, Eaton—though there
was probably more trnth than slander in
her ease—and would never listen to or
countenavce any of that so-called ** gos-
sip” which delights in insinuations
against female virtue, Becanse his
wife was pure, he believed—and was
proud to believe—all her sex was
as pure as she. He wora next
his heart an old-fashioned miniatnre of
his lost darling, and each night before
retiring he laid it on the table beside
the bed, so that he might look at it
while reading a chepler in her Bible,
Their ashes repose side by side, and if
there be such a thing as rennion he-
yond the confines of the tomb, surely
their sonls are blended in the land
where death never comes, nor any sick-
ness nor sorrow—but where love is im-
mortal as Him who gave it

What the Eentucky Legislature Did
—Bills Passed.

Authorizing a vote of the people on
the guestion of a mew state constito-
tion,

For the benefit of the sheriffs of the
various counties who had failed to com-

ly with the law by giving their bonds
in due time,

The optionary lignor law, restricting
the sale of intoxieating liquors in
whatever district in the state should so
vote.

To further provide for a geologieal,
mineralogical, and botanieal sorvey of
the state. This act, in addition to 810,-
000 appropriated by the last legislature,
makes a further appropriation of 8$15,-
000 to purchase an ontfit, In addition,
it provides for a division of the state
into three separate parts, to each of
which equal time is to be given by Pro-
fessor N. S. Shaler.,

To change the time of payment of the
publie funds into the treasury from
April 1 to March 1, November 1, and
January 1.

Altowing the successor of a deceased
eirenit judgelto sign judgments, ete.,
whieh had been left unsigned by his
predecessor, )

To protect the property ol citizens
from damages by fire from locomotives.

To regunlate charges for freight on
railroads operating in the common-
wealth.

To establish the central Innatic asy-
lum—at Anchorage—and sppropriating
£100,000 therefor.

To protect citizens of the state from
empiricism. - !

'IPO provide for the registration of
births, marriages and deaths,

I‘B-O& WASHINGTON.

Resignation of the Special Treasnry
Agent-- Reports of Commitiees, ete.

The government is having preparad a
medal commemorative of the late Prof.
Agassiz and his large work and achieve-
ments,

Announcement is made of the accopt-
ance of the resignation of special treas-
nry agent B, F, Jayne, dating March 8.
The letter of asceplance, it is said,
compliments Jayne for his zeal in the
gerviceof the government,

Secretary Richardson has made nego-
tintions for exchange of hall a million
new 5 per cent, bonds for an eqnal
amonnt of @ per eent. 520 bonds, par
for par, adjusting the interest to time
of exchange on each, and allowing on-
Iy one quarter of one per cent, commis-
siomn.

OMeinl proclamation is ma'e by the
president of the ratification of a freaty
between the United States and San Sal.
vador for the purrender of eriminals,
It properly provides that extradition
shall not apply to any crime or offense
of a political character. The treaty is
to continne for ten years,

The postmnster-general and the ocon-
gressional post-office committee find

masters are too high, and some too low,
and & reform is proposed, by which the
salaries in the large cities shall be in-
creased, and those in country towns,
ranging now from §1000 to £3000, shall
be cat down correspondingly.

The house committee on foreign rela-
tions resumed consideration of the bill
revising the grades and galaries of con-
suls and consuls-general, The most im-
portant amendment is to establish the

the request of a Hebrew oconvention
held at Chicago, the committee recom-
mend the re-establishment of the eon-
sulate of Bucharest, in Roumania,
The senate finance committee, in re-
porting the house bill for exportation
of distilled spirits, make important
changes in it by striking the provisions
for an allowance of two per ocent. re
duetion for leakage of spirits while in
course of transportation, and by refns-
ingto agree to the second section, which
provides that bonds shall be ocancelled
whenever proof is furpished the de-
partment that the spirits were de-
stroy:d in transit. ! Sueh onses, thoy

cisl relief,

The scoretary of the interiur has
transmitted to the senate an official let-
ter from Superintendent Enoeh Hong,
protesting in behall of the Black Bob
Shawnee Indians of Kansas, against the
passage of the bill introduced in the
house of representatives by Mr. Cobb
providing for the sale of their lands,
compriging some 33,000 acres in Kansas,
which have been already extensively oc-
oupied by trespa sing settlers. Mr.
Hoag says these lands are worth 815
per aore, whereas the bill provides for
their sale at £5.

The honse committee on patents has
decided to report adversely on the bill
proposing to appropriste one million
dollars to be disbursed by a seiontific
eommissioner to the inventors of pew
and nseful articles, machines, ete,, dor-
ing the next ten vears. The committes
took adverse astion on Mr. Killinger's
bill authorizing the ocommissioner of
patents to extend fer seven years any
and all patents for which extensions
may be asked provided 8100 be paid into
the United States treasmy.

The following is the full text of the
bill, passed by the honse on the 13th,
for the free exchange of newspapers be-
tween publishers and the free transmis-
sion ol ne supapers by mail within the
county of their publieation » 1. News-
papers, periodicals and magazines re-
ciproeally interchanged between pub.
lishers and not exeeeding 10 ounees
weight, to be confined to a single ocopy
of each publication. 2. Newspapers,
one copy to each actual subseriber re-

eonnty where the same is published,
but carriers shall not boe required to

paid on them at the nsual rates,

In the senate, on the 14th, Mr. Win-
dom ealled up the bill to enable the
Mennonites of Ilussia te effect a perma-
nent settlement on the publie lands of
the United States. In advoeating the
passage of the bill and amendments, he |
spoke of the Mennonites as being nn in-
dustrions and energetio class of pcople,
and said, to secure their setllement in
this country it was necessmy to have
liberal legislation. The Caunadian gov-
ernment had offered great inducements
to have them seitle at Manitoba, but
they preferred to come to this ecuntry.
It was not their intention to come here
in & body to take possession of large
tracts of public land, Their nmu!m-
tions were different aud they wonld dis
tribute themselves thronghont the west. |
ern eountry. e

The substitute for Samner's eivil
rights bill, aa reported by the judiciary
committes, provides that all persons
within the jurisdiction of the United |
States shiall be entitled to the full and |
equal enjoyment of inns, publie con-
veyances on land and water, thestres
and other places of amusements, and
also of eommon schools and other pub-
lie institutions of learning, of benevo-
lent institutions supported {n whole or |
in part by generul taxation, and so sup-
ported, sabject only to the conlitions |
and limitations established by law, and
applicable alike to oitizens of every
race, and regardless of apy previous
condition of servitude. Any person
denying to a eitizen any privileges con-
ferred by the bill shall pay 8500 to the
person wronged, and shall also be |
deemed gnilty of a misdemeanor, and
upon conviction thereof, shall be fined
not less than 2600 nor more than £1,000,
or be imprisoned not less than thirty
days nor more than one year, The dis
triot and cirenit counrts of the Unpited
Mtates are given jurisdiction exelusive
of the courts of the several states, cog-
niz.nt of all offences ngainst the hill,
and actions may bo prosecuted in any
United States court wherever the de-
fendant may be foond gunilty in regard
to another party. Any distriet altcroey
who shall wilfally fail to iostitute and
prosecute tha prooceedings required,
shall for every such offence, forfeit and
pay the sum of 8500 to the person ag-
grieved, and upon comviection thkreof
be guilty of a misdemeanor and fined
not less than §1,000, nor more than &5,-
000, No citizen shall be disqualified
for service as & grand or petit juror in
any of the United BStates courts, re-
gardless of race or color, or previous

Abolishing the office of anditor’s
agent,

To apportion representatives in the
legislature.

o remedy the laws regulating the
assessment of property in the state.

To re-establish the feeble-minded in-
stitute. This institute was abolished in
May last by the legislature.

—The queerest_object 1n natare is a
Spanish beggar—for these beggars beg
on horseback, and it is an odd thing to
gee s man riding up to a poor foot pas-
gsenger and asking alms. A gentleman
in Valparaiso, being accosted by one of
these mounted beggars, replied, "Wh{,
sir, you coms to beg of me, who have to
go on foot, while you nde on horse-
back !” ‘¢ Very true, sir,” said the beg-
gar, ‘‘ and I have the more need to beg,
as I have to support my horse as well as

mysell.”

—S8pesker Blaine has ordered the pa-
renthetic words *“laughter,” *ap-
planse,” *fsensation,” ete, omitted
from the official reports of the debates,
as they only indicate the fact that mem-
bers had violated therules of the honse,

condition of servitunde, and any officer
who shall exelnde or fail to nummuu‘
any citizen for that eause shall be fined |
not more than 8500, All eases arising
under the act may be reviewed by the |
supreme court ol the United States,

—M. Robing, in a paper presented to
the French academy, thus extols the
virtnes of bottermilk : ** Life exists |
only in combustion, but the combnstion |
which ocours in our bodies, like fuat|
which takes place in our chimneys,
leaves a detritus which is fatal to life,
To remove this we would administer
lactic seid with ordinary food. This |
noid is known to possess the power of
removing or destroying inerustations |
which form on the arteries, cartilages
and valves of the heart, As buttermilk |
abounds in this acid, and is, moreover,
an agreeable kind of food, its babitual
use, it is urged, will free the system
from these canses, whick imwitnbg
canse death between the seventy-fif
and hundredth year.”

—A bachelor is pu}itell: d seribed ns
s man who has neglected his opportunity
of making some poor woman misernble,

that the sa'aries of a good many post- |

office of consul-general at Berlin, Mel- |
bourne and the City of Mexico; and al |

think, should be made subjocts of spe- |

siding or receiving the same within the |

distribute such papers unless postage is |

FAOTS AND PANOIES.

—Horace (recley’s estate will oount
np $125,000,

~Why is & kies like some sesmsons?
| Beosuse therehre two heads and an ap-
plieation,

—The bighest spire in the United
States is that of Trinity chareh, New
York, which is 284 feet,

—"%Byrom and Drinkwatler,” was &
sign which was to be seen on a store in
North Yarmouth, Mea., sixly years ago.

—Fifty pounds of bullets were sol®
by one man in Chattanooga the othe,
day, ns his gleanings from the Chick-
amanga battlefield.

— Oh, bother eremntion |" says the
Pittabu Oommercial, ** We have to
earn our living—and we don't w.nt to be
compelled to urn our dead.”

—The Danbury philosopher observes
that the placidity of expression worn
by aman: who is “ next” in a fall bar-
ber's shop cannot be counterfeited.

—One lead pencil, sccording to »
contemporary, lasts a Duboqgue editor
three months, bot he has to have a new
rivet in his shears every throo weeks.™

—The jiwels which the Duchess o
Edinburgh brought with her to Enog-
land are said to be worth £2,500,000,
and inelude as many as 100 bhracelets.

—TFouarteen Nebraska men want to be
postmaster of atown where the salary
is but two dollars per year. They are
after the social pomition which suoh an
office g'lv‘vl.

—Ope day last weck, says the New
York Commercial, a temperance oru-
sader, on her return from a pilgrimage
to the beer shops, was #een to approach
the pantry, and overhesrd singing :

—Keoentucky gallantry is proverbial,
but when a small man lets a two han-
dred pound woman ride thirty miles on
his knee in a erowdoed stage ocosch, it
begins to look like martyrdem,

Little drops of toddy
Eittle graius of sple
Don't they make s body
Foel so awinl vlea!

—An Jowa man who was oalled a
frand has recovered thirteen conts dam-
ages. When a jury prononuvces that a
man lacks but thirteen centa of being »
frand, the court onght to instruot the
sheriflf to keop an eye on him,

~Dialognue from Fun: Fair demsel
putting on new gloves—** Too tight? Oh
no, auntie, not at all ; bosides, I like
thems a leetle tight 1" Troublesome
Jrother—** Feels an if pom ‘vu-“\’ woals
| squeaering her hand ; dou't yo see, aun-
l tio!"
| —Waestern dealers in butter grade it
as " wool-grease, eart-greass, ROApD-
| grease, varieguted, tessolated, oow.
grease, boarding-house  breakfnst, infe-
[ri.-r tub, common tub, medinm roll
good roll, and gilt-¢ dged roll™
—A wicked little boy in n Denver
Sunday-school was asked by Lis tencher
if he had lenrned anything during the
ast week, * Oh, yea," said ho, ** What
is it that yon hav: learned 77 * Never
| to lend & dence when you've got an aoe
back of it,” was the reply.”
—A Richmond, Va.,, newspaper no-
[ tices nn extraordinary work of art, ex.
hibited in & shop in that ecity. The
{ subjeet is **Jacob's Dream.” Al pela,
all having vellow hair and blus wings,
| nre  going up and down the ladiler,
| while Jacol slumbers in full continen-
{ tal uniform, except hin boots, which
are of the confederate cavalry fashion,
and close st hand, resting on a rock, is
a hnnting flask,
—f ﬂl';th III'!I\' of Columbus, Ga,, was
“ struck all of a heap” by au old eol
| ored woman she met the other day.
She beamod &1l over her face as sho
gaid, in the most approved Georgin
gtyle : * Howdy, Aunt Maria!” The
| gé(-d pegress raised hersell oreot, plaoed
Ler arms akimbo sud remarked, loftily,
looking sideways, ** T ain't yor ant, and
I ain’t yer nnele ; Pre yer ekal |7
~A gevtleman was walking down
Nassan street, bolind two Enoglish
swells, wlhien he overlieard the following
conversation “*Arry, my boy,” sayws
one, 'what's o'clock " The other
folt for his wateh nod exclaimed ¢ ““By
Jove, W'I've lett I'it h'at ‘ome,” Then,
turning to a boot-black standing by, he
|amid:  “My lnd, what's o'clock ¥
“ What's a elook ?" says the lad ; ** why,
you darned fool, it's o thing ns big ns
your hend, with Lanods on Yo
—A correspondent has eaught a
‘glimpse of Marie Alexandrowna, and
| puta hia impressions in print The
duchess is little of siature. Bhe is
| noither the darkest of bruneites nor
the fairest of blopdes. Heor fentures
are not Gireeian, nor anything else in
partioular. Perhaps an artist wonld
not even grant that her features wero
regular, She {s withal, as far as conld
be judged from a hurried glanos, gunite
a charming little creature, Marie Alex-
androwna |
—The Protestant Episeopal commu-
pion in the United States comprises 41
dioceses and 9 missionary jurisdiotions,
25 bishops, 3,005 Vimm and deacons,
2,700 parishes, ant 200, M) communi-
enpts, The most populous dicoess in
that of New York, which has 26 2852
communicants ; next is Pennsylvania,
with 19,10¢ ; next Maryland, with 17,-
055, and the fourth in number is Con-
| nectiont, with 15,316, The contribn-
tions of all kinds for the yoar are re-
| ported at 87,315,149
—There was gomething pathetio in the
position of the German florist, who, in
the bitterness of his hoart, exolaimed :

| ““T have so much dronble mit de Iadies

ven dey come to buy mine rose; dey
vants him hardy, dey vanta doubles, dey
vants him fragrant, dey vants bim nice
golour, dey vants him aberyding in one
rose, 1 hopos I am not vat you eall one
unecallant man, but I have sometimes to
aav to dat ladies, * Madame, 1 never of-
ten see ladies dat vaa beautiful, dat vaa
rieh, dat wvas good temper, dat vas
youngs, dat vas clever, dat vas perfce-
tion, in one ladies, I see her much
r](lt.‘ "

Why There Are So Many Bald-

Headod Men.

Why so many bald-headed men, and
w0 few bald women? Why is it that
they shine like billiard balls? Why
this spectacle of buld-headed barbers
rubbing the nlry topa of bald-headed
men, recommending invigoralors war-
ranted to produce bushy locks in loss
than a fortpight, while 1mlt|vh{'ml_ml
spectators and middle-aged men with
wigs look on with densive ‘smilos ;
though all the while their wives and
danghters throng onr streels covered
with crowns of beauty, and charming
aotrosses toss their hlonde tresses in
Juxurions profusion on the stages of
|our thealers? Our male population
will no donbt take n sercne satisfaction
in saying that it is becauso mea have
more to worry them than woman, and
have the trrtr;h]r' of contriving how Lo
Fllppﬂ[e their wives and  danghters,
Probably, bowever, that is vot the rea-
son. Women, of course, have finer snd
longer hair than meu, but men destroy
their heads nnder their hats, aod thus
heat the tops of their eraninma until
the hair dies out for want of air, Men
shonld either tako off their hats oftener
or ventilate them better,

What Zaccheus Did.

A story is told of a certain newspaper

oprietor who relieved his dishonesty
v & spice of humor.

The agent of a large mannlnctaring
honse went to him to protest agaiost
frequent mssaulls in the editorial ool

n#.

“What the devil is the matler?”
asked the latter. "'All you say is &n
infernal lie. Baot then we fecl we oan't
afford to have this thing go on, What
shall we do to stop it #"

The proprietor appoeared nbstracted
for o few moments, and then remarked :
“ 1 was thinking abont & chapter in the
Bible. Let me see! His name was—
was Zaocchens, What did he do? Oh,
yes ; be (\]ipnhf'd a bree to see the I}Ofd;
and he didn't see him eoither. What
3l he do then? Do von remember,
Mr. Agent, what he did then ¥

« Ho came down, I suppose.”

“* Alh, yes!—thank you—that's it}
He came down, sensiblo fellow: ke
oameo down |”

The parable was fiiting. The agoent
imitated the example of Zacchous and
the jonrnalistio balteries were instan-
tancously spiked,




