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_&re-Come!.

along,
That mighty ¥
s0Ng; |

ocean's Téar

dring 58263
Far reaching np

turest ligh,

4

lie

t dunt,
v the just;
State,

.mi“"r
nd warmed their liearts with pat
five;

old,

ley seorned to mart the offices £

gold;

g of yore did the Roman Seate stan

& guardisn bulwark of it favid
land;

And when destruetion souglihith eser

hand to tear,

Her conquering eagles from thr wive

it} :

Stood firm to guard them in tiriofty

flight,

With the sage’s wisdom and - war-

rior’s might;

E'en so gtood they, thiose states stern

and just,

The Eaithful guardians of thaacrel

trust;

But when corrnption with itealthy

treal,

Crept into her conneily, and joison

spread;

Prond Rome, so long gole mistel the

world,

With drooping eagles and withmers
furled;

From the high pitch of her Fhiand
power,

Declined and foll e'en from Bl
honrs :

E'en so, the pillars of this mightate,

Are trembling, eonseious of heéming
futes

Her quaking heart the throe of uish
fiels,

As through her veins the poisonewid
ateals;

That liquid blaek which vile vorion
Hijs, i

And faise commends unto Ler shmg
lips;

I here virtue onee amd love of ery

awayed

[}
"ll'ln- hearts of men, and their hass-

wions stayed ;
Now dark Misrule,
hand,
Hath seized fhe rems and lords if te
land 5. M

patox Rovus, JUNE 24, 1872,

with ill-dimg

R e
A HEART'S SEORET.
«\Vas John Anderson there "l
Mary, with great interest.
“P3less me, Cousin Mary, you &y

me!  What was

me see—what was it Andg
gpeaker glanced ghyly at Ter ¢y,
«] gsked if John Anderson Wi bt the

Mrs. Allen’s part ¥
(), ves, to he sure.

{o get a lion, you know, ot any oy
wild Dbeast- _which reniinds Mo §
Marian Churchill told me sho

peen spending & day in town at

aunt’s.

the lions; and she said noy ghe

disappointed. Aunty took her oftifjle house, where
qoe them, hut they went to the Myl the present time,
e ol q‘;‘mg home after thirty years' absence.

am, the Patk, :
and that time it was so late she d

— | of it &

——
-——-—"‘__d_'_“_'.__r—_.——_________-—-—-——-'

LINES ON 10LD STATE HCUSE

Where Miﬂ:ﬁ»‘Tﬂ“H his turbid strean
famed in tale and

And gently 16ve James' fertile shore,
Ero he mum’{ mingles with the

{nublu‘mmﬂe folden feudal days,
Frotn distanioe m4 the trav'ler’s Wal-
High on a hill dly pile doth rise,
; Wilko the azure skies;
With meilys Fowy pattlement and
While pund it grongyof classic beauty
Withit those walls no grumbling buck

Once met the wise, ti righteons and

| The savans and the sages of a mighty

raffied ¥ 1ove's conflicts. Yet it was
%0, ﬂwﬂ very few had ever known
the time, and now it was
uthingff the past,” as she kept re-
tinjover and over again to her-
gelf ns he sat there in her aceustomed
seat, it ot in her accustomed quiet;
for aftt Jennie, her young and vola-
tile cosin, who wag visiting her, had
left th room, her work had dropped
from €& ever-busy fingers, and, as
ghe st thinking, the fingers were
clasp'g and unclasping each other
witht wild nervousness, and her face
wortd with a strong emotion.
wwonder if he will call,” she mur-
pud.  Then she walked to a mirror
in f& room, and, looking steadily at
heplf, continued her gelf-communing,
«f must have seen so many beauti-
fuwomen—and my prettiness is all
ge.” Then, putting her hand to
I head, she murmured, “Poor hair,
f are $0 gray! Ah, Johnuy, yon
been long at the fairt Well, 1

e
ppose he has forgotten me by this
me,” "

o 8wy her destinies and rule her fate;
s her fate; | yen she sat dow r r
bl ove ef eountry id o n u_n gat down, and by and by
4 wo tears rolled slowly down ler

riotie™ "

Long years before, when she was
T Spartan virtues did thase sages feeronly 19, and a pretty, bright young
?[ore potent fur than walls dtriple steel
Jke the stern watriors inthe days g avowed lover, At parties he was

girl, John Anderson had been her

always at her side, and other young
men complained that he would allow
po one a chance to dance with her

“put himself. He it was who took her

to picnies and all pleasure-pazties;
he was her attendant cavalier in
moonlight walks, which the young
people were, in the habit of taking.

ring at the bell set her nerves quiver-
ing and cheeks burning, like those of
a young girl,

At lnst she grew so nervous that
sho determined to take o brisk walk,
and try to regain her wonted calm-
ness.  With hat and shawl hastily
put on, she was in the act of leaving
her door, when a tall, very thin, yel-
low-faced gentleman meb her, and,
bowing, asked if she would be kind
enough to tell him if this was Miss
Holmes' house ; he used to know it
well, but there had been changes in its
appearanee since Tie saw it last,

She knew him. Her lieart beat
thick and fast, her limbs trembled,
and the fiushed face suddenly paled
as she thought, “1 am 8o old he don’t
know me.” But summoning up the

de and resolution which had cov-
ered many o heart-eache hefore, she
quietly extended her hand, saying :

«I'his is hex house, and she is happy
to welcome to it her old friend, Mr.
Anderson. Does he think her so
changed also

He eagerly seized the profiered
hand, saying

-“I'hen you nre Mary i

They entered the house together,
and were soon talking, gometimes
sadly, sometimes merrily, of the events
of the years duving which they had
Dbeen separated ; bub he made no allu-
sion to their early love. A happy
hour passed in retrospective converseé;
«till no mention was made of the let-
ter; she could not speak of it first,
and he seemed to have forgotten it
until, just as he was Jeaving, he said:

Y pu never answered my letter.”

He walked to and from church with
her, and then passed hours by lLier
side in her own home, He was only

one year older than ghe, and though

entered into, Then a young doctor

and the doctor a gay, young nian,

his spare
fiimaelf to a friend—“making the
young rustic
In that he was mist aken, however.
Mary felt flattered by his attentions,

Mary grew angry, and told him she
never flirted, and that he was an “im-
pertinent boy™ to speag so to her. A
lover's quarrel ensued, aud would, in
all probability, have been “made up”

H

| asked her if she saw

ing to {he Latin proverb, “#rhe fall-
ing out of lovers is the renewal of

love,” but unfortunately

came to settle in the village; and as | her eyes
Mary was one of the Delles of socicty, | tensity.

with plenty of leisure time, he devoted | looked embarrassed ;
hours to—as he expressed covering himself, said:

and still more flattered by John's ghould like to
addent  jenlonsy. At lnst- Joln re- | you.
(muu.:drutell with hier for “leaving him | to a young lady whom 1 met in Cal-
and flirting with that medical fool.” | eutta three

Mary had a | in Heaven knew.

“No; Ldid not receive it until four
years after it was written ; then I
found it among my aunt’s pa pers.”

Her voice was low and agitated,

there was a tacit acknowledgment of | and her eyes burning in their eager
love, no formal en gagement had been intensity.

He started, flushed slightly, and
burning in their cager in-

fushed slightly, and
but, quickly re-

He stmted,

#Ah, that was rather unfortunate.

fall in love with med | 8o you did not answer it then?” A

pause, then he added, “Well, T trust
we shall always be good friends, 1
Lring my wite to see
I am to be married next week

years ngo, and who is
willing to go back with me; for I
have lived too long in the torrid zone
to come bagk to jee amd snow,”

§till pale, but caln andl quiet, she
told him that his wife would be wel-

and all gone on well again, as aceord- | comed by her; and then he bade her

adieu, and she went to her own roonL.
What passed there, only her Father
Outwardly, she

maiden aunt, who must ave been | was the same quiet, gentle lady, with

born with an old and withered heart.

ghe was now .on i visit to Mary’s | and mouth,
lerself the | her sorrow, and she is still an old
She talked to her waid.—New York News.

parents, and took
office of dnenia.
piece severely on her encourngement |
of two “deluded young men J' and on
1o account would let her meetk poot
John alone; 80 the coolness conse-
quent o the guarrel continued.

upon

Just at that tune an uncle of John's,
who was a sailor, was going on a voy-

age to Australia, and oftered to take |

his nephew with him. John eagerly

it you asked ! 4} qecepted the offer, and in a short time
\Iw was on his way to the land of gold.

He ealled to see Mary before leaving;
inevitable aunt was present,

and they only gave each other &

She was i. warm band-shake; for in that last

moment the pride of Jack gave wity
{to tenderness.

more sadness in eye
knew of

perhaps o little
No one ever

uM(ANY A SLIP BETWEEN THE OUP
AND THE LIP.

This saying wis supposed to take
its origin from one of Penilope’s woo-
e1# heing shot as he was going to drink.
But it arose, 04 Ainsworth has it
thus :

“A Kng of Thrace had planted a
'l\'im')'m'd, when one of his slaves,
| whom he had much oppressed in that
| work, prophesied that he, the king,
ghould never tste the wine produeed

by it. The kng disvegarded  his
| prophecy, and when at an enfertain-

ment he held the etp full of his own
wine, Lie sent, for this Saye, and asked

Yonrs passed, and still John did not | him insultingly what b thought of

' return.

ndia, and there his uncle

his first com-

. Meanwhile; Mary’s aunt had diet

like o remind her aunty of the ﬁgiﬂuth her parents had also died withiyt

though she had rather have geen |l
than anything.”

'?31 few years .
jears after John left for Australia; =0

of each other, and five

Consin Mary gmiled faintly, @0 y0p qunb had been her sole housp-

ihen, with the air of o martyr, snidg zhol 1 companion

W hat is he like r
“Who? 0, John Anderson!
to quote Tennyson:

WaE

until her death,
{Fhich oceurred fifteen years before
my story opens. After she died, u!!d
Mary was looking over the papersin

(iHis beard stands onb & foot l.ul'“"e"_hp_r :ll-sk, ghe found a letter addressed

His hair a part petween !
s [ am not his

we let his hair alone; and do try tol

censible, Jenuie 1t
“gensible!  Why,

gon sensible?

to toueh his hair; but,

~+ hiveute appendage, he WO ka0
all that hirsute apl ge, tm.\,e@ua.l i

be a mere atom; he looks §

P is face, Wl Lere is of it—W :
and lis face, what ther e ‘ot 80 Wh

1 could not help thinking ©
song:
“H{is guinens they were ¥
was his face.
o he won't 4o for me!”

Here Miss Jennie danced off, t‘il‘g'lplmncﬂ that silen

ing the rest of the song ab the top of § i1 qifference. S
and her Emhm‘hin and she to0 Lad been invited
1

clear, strong voice,

congin was left alone.

(ousin Mary wasan old maid; she s g just been question
selt-cml-lmr, but a nervous,

was 49, and very quiet and

tained; apparently the even tenor otq
g disturbcd,m had kept her at home:
to inmgine. mind the constant question was

gurfuce bad ever beunmg, «yyill he come m ahd overy

her life had never
and it wounld be difficult

{hat the calm

barber, suppot

wasn't Tenn
However, L don't Wil
really, withot

ellow, and aibe felb

1 herself, which had been there for

fur years. 1t W8 from John Ander-

wn, asking her to correspond ]ith
Wy, He was “doing well,? he sid,

i hoped sooll to come home, if she
vould be glad to see him.” Mary
¥ad the letteT, and put away to b re-
but being of a very
¢ natuare ALWEYS and having
ile living Wi her
ghe never told any omnt .nl’-it.
a delicacy ghout answering
after so many years of
that John must have
ce to be the result
Now he was home

elfticen
unt,

te letter,
imw, kno\\'illg

Allen’s, which
ng Jennie
headache
of later

Yet in

i the party to Mre.

sick

often her companion

cer P

From Australia he went to | his propheey now ?
procured | answered,
Whim o lnerative gituation in o mercan- | tween the cup and the lip Scareely
he had remained | had he spolien when news washrought

The' slave only
iThere’s many & slip be-

that o huge boar was laying in his
vineyard waste, The king arose in o
fury, attacked the boar, and was Kited
without ever tasting the wine."”

——

The very best people in this State are
rapidly coming to the conclusion that
the Dbest way to sccure the peace and
good-will of {he hest portion of the
Northern people, is fo ceass fighting the
Northern Republican p:urty.—-—l'ickxbury
Herald.

This is just as much as to say that
the Republicans .are the best portion
of the Northern people !

Tt is just as much as to Ay that the
men who fought s, phmdered us
and  oppressed us for years and
years, ave better than the friends who
stood by us, cheered us and helped us
to redeem and disenthrall onr Com-

And yet the Herald professes to be
aDemocratic paper. __Southern { Miss.)
States.

e have heard of marriages on
railroad trains, stroet ears, steamboats
and even in balloons, by proxy, by
telegraph and telephone, until Wwe
thought that there conld be mnothing
pew in that line, Buta Western cou-
ple were united a few days since by
a preacher who straddled the line be-
tween Utah and Nevadn, while the
Dride stood in the former State, and
the groom im the latter.—Summit
( Miss.,) Conservative Times.

\ monwealth!

— i“

DEATH OF TE PANTHER.

Wiltis and myself, after a long dry's
hunt, found ourselves fifteen miles
from our cabin, and the night had set
in with n tempest. But before it was
quite dark, we had hunted the coun-
try round for a safe resting place, and
had come to the conclusion that such
an one was not to be found in the
district. Ascending o high hill, and
climbing to the topof & troe, Willis had
geen smoke rising over the forest ab
not more than two miles distance in
the Northwest. The wind was North-
west too, and it was cloudy, and ocea-
gional snow squalls chilled us; but,
heading the wind, we hurried on
toward the sméke. Hurry means
gomething different in those wilds
from what is ordinaxily und sratood by
it. A mile in three-(uarters of am
hour is extragrdinary traveling over
fallen trees and through dense swamp
thickets, Amilein two hours is often
gwifter than is cither convenient or
possible.

Darkness, dense and unwelcome,
overtook us in the forest, and now we
dared not trust the wind for our
guide. We did not know North from
South, and of course not East from
West; therefore, it was not safe to
move o step after we lost the direc-
tion, nor when Wwe found it again
conld we trust ourselves to keep ity
for every one has Theard of the tend-
ency to go in circles, when one is lost
in the woods.

After satisfying onrselves which
wans North and which South, by an
exnmination of the trees, we jo-
ceeded on a plan which Joe and my-
gelf had frequently practiced in sin-
ilar cases, I wonld go on in the
proper direction o hundred yards, and
then shout. 1f 1 had pursued the
vight course, Joe would come up.” If
not, he, who had been standing facing
the course, would divect me till I was
due Northwest from him, and then
come up to me, walk directly past
me, and I would face his conrse, and
again set him vight if he wandered,
and walk np to and past him. Bo we
kept on for another hour, and found
we had not mistaken. A litile to our
right we saw through the forest a

gleamn of light, and Joe immediately
said ¢

«fg must be the cabin of old Paint,
the Indian, You know, Black said
he lived about here, and this is on
the hank of & stream, just as e de-
geribed it.”

S0 we approached, and were glad
to obtain admission ; tor the wind
a8 blowing alost a hurricane, and
we lad been foreed to walk so slowly
that we were chilled, “The Pan-
ther? was the Tnglish of the old In-
dian’s name, and this had been short-
ened by the huuters to S Puint? (thus,
Panther, Painter, Paint,) and he was
distinguishied from his sou, who alone

and that he fancied himself sitting by

the fire and telling to his son the sto-

rica of hard-fought fights and the
golden days of his tribe.

There was one eloquent story that T
gathered from his broken English,
he told his son of the mannet in which
he first mot and caried off his mother.
Then he epoke of her. “The Fawn,”
I believe, was the translation of the
name he gave her, and his eye flashed
vividly as he recounted her besuties
and his love. I8 it not strange that
that esrly love of the heart should
come Daek, a8 it so often does, when
the dim eye is brightening with its
last light. It is not strango that t!
freshest fountains the heart has ever
known in its wastes, should bubble up
anew when the life-blood 1s growing
stagnant, It is not strange that &
bright memory ghould come toa dy-
ing old man, as the sunshine breaks
across the hills at the close of a
gtormy day ; not that in the light of
that ray, the very clouds that made
the day dark, should grow gloriously
beautiful.

¢ Air, air! I can'y preathe,” mosned
the dying warrior,

His son stalked to the door, threw
it wide open, and returned to his
statue-like position by the side of his
father. Turning on his side the old
man looked out of the door. The
moon had risen, and the clouds were
gone, and the stream Was hrawling
alonil to the wind, which was even
wilder than in the carly evening 1
aw the moonbeams glancing on the
waterfall before the door, and the ol
man saw it too and giniled, I saw
that smile stealing across his face,
and, the flickering fire-light perhaps
deceived me, but I am certain that it
was p bitter smile before it left his
rugged conntenavee. Perhaps the
memory of a boyhood in the forest, of
a seat by the brookside with an Indian
givl, of a gay, glad heart, gave place
to memoties of a race that passed
away like the dreams of that child-
hood, of a life that was closed among
the seenes mworthy the Panther war-
rior of the Mohawks,

‘ At length he spoke; and now in
the low musical language of his earlier
yoars, | could but understand 2 word
here and there, and the son after-
wards translated for me the last words
of liis father:

“[ have no song to sing, my sou.
My life has Deen like yonder stream,
| Howing along in dwrkness and over
rocks and down steep hill sides.
Onee, euly once, there was o bright
still place in its current, like yonder
place where the streant yests awhile
in the moonlight, before the door, and
then falls over the rocks again, and
then passes on in the forest,

i] will tell The Fawn that her gon
[ lingers yet on the yiver bank, and

wometimes wo will come 1o the eabin

oceupied the cabin with him, as old PR
and talk with him. The snow is deep

Paint.

He was emphatically old. Cer-
tainly not less than four score years
and ten had left their marks on his
dark forehead, Even the sealp-lock
was scattered on the winds of ycars
ago! And that night the old man'’s
pilgrimage was ended. The stormns
of a century had not bent his body ;
the cloids of a hundred years had not
dimmed his eagle eye.

As we entered the cnbin, e lay on
a rude deer-skin couch, elevated some

inches from the floor. iz quick| .
found that he was sleeplng, and left

glance canght in an instant the fea-
tures of our race, and the first words
I heard, as the eabin door swung on
its rough hide hinges, “Were, “White
men, white men,? muttered in a low
tone to himself.

1 walked up toward him, and tak-
ing his hand in mine felt hig pulse—
for 1 saw at o glanee that he was
gick. But I could hardly distinguish
it, so very feeble was it. And as]

Jooked in his eye 1 knew that hie was

beyond my gkill, or help of man.
11, ha!” laughed the old man
wih a deep gattural laugh, “The
Paigher will not leap again, you
thimk

ealmly, #1 fear not, my old friend.
Your 1is lias been a loug one, and
gomewha adventurous 1 imagine.
But you'll 1ot have to struggle much
longer.”

In a little while we were Iying
asleep on the Toor by the fire. It
was after midniht when 1 awoke.
The fire in the Sype chimuey Was
blazing brightly, antthe whole cabin
gleamed in the light. The younger
Indian was standing b, the ride of
his father, whose giantlimbs were
straightened on his coneh. T thought

gently on Joe,
watched with me the seene. s mo-

glaze of death.
oceasionally in o low

aicnl dialect of his nation, 1 sool

Hehad read my face, and 1 T!"]\".I_'Il\

and distinet
yoice, and to my surprise used the
English language instead of the mi-

«aw that his mind was wandeing

on her grave by the ghore of the great
luke. 1 will gothere and see it before
1 go to the great council of our tribe
up yonder! The winds moan over
her. The waves dash up about the
mound, 1 built it high. I dug her
grave deep—deep—deep.”

His voiee ceased suddenly, and he
Iy motioniess, Jooking up atthe rude
covering of the hut.  Attersomo time,

'Iﬁ('l'ill,‘.‘,’ that he was silent, T turned
over and slept daylight. We then
vose, and walking eross the cabin

pim thus. He never spoke again.
Before that night he had joined his
fathers.
[ have fancied  scene in the hunt-
ing grounds of his tribe that day.
There was a gathering in o lodge,
where the old chiefs sab in solemn
couneil. And, aba moment of silence,
‘a ghont was heard without, and all
| eyes wele turned toward the entrance.
| A hand thrust aside the deer gkin
that hung across ity and the giant
form of the Panther gtalked aeross
the ring, and took {hie seat which had
been left vacant for the last great
chief of the Mohawks.— The Old
House by the River,

A T

TABLES TURNED.

A man who had gone oub fishing
caught several splendid bass, which
lie promptly threw Dback into the ¥iv-
or. Being remonstrated with for this
replied :
I came

i e

apparently foolish act, he
] take no interest in bass,
out to eatel catfish, and when 1 come
out for catfish I want catfish.”

A hunter, after long following &
grizaly bear in the direction of its
den, suddenly abandoned his pursuit,
and when questioned a3 to his mo-

he was dead, and 1ay1ng ay haud | tive for doing 50, gaid that the trail
he started o and | was getting “too durn fresh.”

A Frenchman who had been to In-

snt undeceived us a8 to the s

L n’ St : old dia being interrogated as to the pleas-

man's death, for his cye was flasha g o 1l chase

with the fitful glave that precedes ¢h | T .. i .ﬁ sy
He spoke some words Dgaie L]

veplied: “Oh, ze

ng—zat is a sport mani-

qque where 20 Frenchman bunt ze

L"{ail't.‘., but when ze tigaire hunt ze

|F“'_lchnmn-pm-hlcu, zat I8 quite
[}

AN i .
. AN e iy mng_ ,

S ‘ ] /
¥ IST\‘TW solian,

Vol ‘1\

among the seenes of years long gone,l

The Lord of Bonniemoon was ever
fond of his bottle. On one occasion |
he was asked to dine with Lord B——,
o neighbor of his; and his Lordship

him after dinner, instend of port,

to claret, when nothing better wné o
be got. 'The Laird thought this fine

OHEBEY BRANDY—TM HERE? |

de of cherry brandy to be set before || :

which ho always drank in preference |

elegant stuff, and went on filling his
glass like the regt
jokes, and ever the more he praised
his loxdship’s port. It wasafine, full-

bodied wine, and lay well on his
gtomach, not like that poisonous

claret, that makes & body feel as if
he had swallowed a nest of pud-
docks.” The Laird had finished one
bottle of eherry brandy, oras his lord-
ship ealled it, his particular port, and
had just tossed off & glass of the sec-
ond bottle, which he thought to do
even better than the firsty whm;lﬁs
old confidentinl servant, Watty, came

staving into the room, and making
his best bow, announced that hig
Luird's horse was at the door.

“(iot out of that, ye fause loon,"
cried the Laird, pulling off his wig
and flinging it at Watty’s head, “do
not yo see, ye blethering brute, that
I'm just beginning my seeond bottle”

«“But, maister,” said Watty, scrateh-
ing his head, ity amaist twelve
o'clock.”

“Wwell, what though it be?" said
the Leird taming up his glaes with
drunken gravity, while the rest of the
company were like to split their sides
laughing at him and Watty. “It
canna be ony later, my man, 80 reach
me my wig and let the naig bide n
wee.”

It was a cold, frosty night, and
Watty was soon tired kicking his
heels at the door—#0 in & little while
Dack he comes, and say8 he, “maister,
jaister, it's amaist one o'clock.”

WWell, Watty,” says the Laird,
with a lic-cnp, for he was far gone
by this time—*It will never be ony
eatlier Watty, my man, and that's
a comfort, 50 you may just prest your-
solf n wee while longer till 1 finish my
bottle. A full belly makes a stiff
back, you know, Watty.”

Watty -was by this time dancing
mad, so, after waiting another half
hour, back he comes, and says he:

#Laird, Laird, as true as death, the
sun’s just vising,”
“Weel, Watty, says the Laird,

looking awful wise, and trying with

Morse’s ears, into

|

anti-Chimese of

e }
il ‘lwl by Congresa.

both hands to fill his glass, et him
rise, hie hag farther to gang the day
than you or me, Watt ¥

MThis answer fairly dumbfounded
poor Watty, and he gave it up in de-
spair, But at last the bottle was
finished ; the Laird was lifted into the
saddle, and off he rode in high glee
thinking all the time the moeon was
the sun, and that he bad fine daylight
for his journey home.

iITech, Watty, my man,” snid the
Laird, patting his stomach, and speak-
ing awfully thick, twe were one the
worse for that second bottle, this
frosty mornin’.

aPaith,” said Watty, blowing his
fingers and Jooking blue asabilberry,
‘éyour honor is, may be, nane the
worse for it, but 'm nane the better ;
[ wish T waw.”

Well, on they rode, the Laird gri-
ping hard to the horse’s mune, and
volling about like & sack of wmeal, for
the cold air was beginning to make
the spirit tell on him. At last they
came at a bit of a bhrook that crossed
the voad, and the Laird's horse being
pretty well used to having his owi
way, stopped short and put down his
head to take a drink. This bad the

offect to make the Laird lose his bal- | 1 i
a Frenchman, C'8

ance, and away he weut, over the
offect to make the Laird lose his bal-
ance, and away he went, over the
the middle of the
brook. The Laird, honest man, had
just sense enough to hear the splash,
and to know that gomething wag
wrong, but he was 80 drunk that he
did not in the least suspeet that it
was himself!

“Watty,” says he, “there is surely
something tumbled into the brook.”

“Paith you may say that,” replied
Watty, ready to tumble off his horse
with laughing, *for it's jest yoursel',
Laird !

“Hout fie, no Watty,” eried the
Laird, *it surely conni he me.”

«“Surely, meister, it is yoursel’."

6ff canna he me, Watty—for I'm
here.”

—

IR .
The longest train helicved to have | hi .
and when the parties

ever been drawn by 2 single engine,
recently traveled over the Northern
Central Railrond of Pennsylvania.
The train consisted of 183 empty
freight cars, one loaded eight-wheel-
er, two eabooses and a dead engine.
The train was 6,200 feet long, or 990
foet move than a mile. The distance
traveled was 31 miles,mostly up grade,
at a speed of ten miles un hour.

____._,..-*_-__'_-
Whien Roscoe Conkliug began to muke
{iféos at John Sherman he must have sus-
Locted that Sherman had the ngliestface.
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and telling his |

dixlike to small drinks, orlered & bot-

out watering,

hand, blindfold yourself,
thres times, tlizow the &
to one, you hit &
sime stone doesn’t
or three officers
has been good to you.
the Morro is another

 Takens ne in your

turn around
the stone, and flve

fort, And if the
and o priest, Allah
. Just back of
fort that looks

very much like the hﬁh stone wall

around a country jail,

vals with stone crosses and
there arnsty bell. The use of this

second fort 18 e
soldiers ever have to
they would have y
into, snd, wearing very
they ought te be good
castle and this second fi
nearly the whole of

dotted at inter-

here and

vident. Should the
desert the Morro
gomething to Tun

few clothes,
yunners, The
ort, occupy
the hill opposite

the city across the harbor, There is
one littl cottage, southward, that
Jooked to me, comingout from among

the icebergsikea y
was small and low,

rision of heaven. It
and thatched with

tiles ; two immense, gpreading trees,

greener than the darkest ocean tint, .

fanned its roof aud almost hid it from
sight, Their foilage so darkened the

of the door and smoked his
Jooked more dusky than he was. A
vow of palm trees, tall and green,
stood guard a few yards in front of
the cottage, We watched the man,
and as the sun came up higher and

higher he mov

place that the man who gat in front

cigarette

ed further and farther

back into the shade, and while wo
watched him a flock of sheep and
goats, and a shepherd with a crook,
e hill from behind the

came down tl

cottage in single

file, the

lost. They frisked down to the wa«
ter's edge and went in and Dbathed.
Look at this picture, Mr, New Yorker,

ag you pull on ¥

our ulater; shade, sud

green leaves, and bathing flocks; date,
January 2. To the left of this cot-
tage, still on the hill opposite the city,
are more small buildings, the homes
of fishermen and boatmen, built of
stone, roofed with clay tiles, as indes-
tructible almost as the rocks they
stand on. Among these little build-
ings, painted’ blue in the front and
ved on the side facing us, is 8 larger
one. It was once the Havana Hospi-

tal, but now it is used for cheap

dwellings. Before the sun is high,
the front windows, which are large
and frequent, are all open, the shut-
ters have disappeared, and the air
has free course through the building.
The harbor is full of ships; Spanish
men-of-war, English, Spanish and
(German merchantmen, On 8 Jittle
schooner, tied up to the wharf float
the Stars and Stripes. Did it ever
ocenr to you, Mr. Traveler in foreign

waters, when y

ou saw the Stars and

Stripes flying, to go over o the skip-
per and shake hands with

gy, “How are you, old boy?”

him,. and
And

wlhen you saw some foreign flag at
the maethead to want to say to that

skipper,
you oldl hulk

g

“\What ave you doing here,

e el s

RESULT OF A LAWSUIT.

Mr. B. was out lunting with his
vifle, and crossing the field of Mr. C.,

him savagely

on without attempting to

large dog

E)

attacked

while C. stood looking
call off his

dog; B., getting out of patience, shot
the dog, and he fell apparently dead.

C., in high

out & warrant, and had

dndgeon,

forthwith got
B. arrested

for killing his dog—swore to the Kkill-
corroborated by two of

ing, and was

his neighhbors, W

the shooting.

B. then got

dog. They

made peace with

B. ten dollars and costs,
ted to about ten more. B.
fine and costa—and whe
got home from the trial, the dog had

cothe home also, and was not killed.

The

ho were present ab
Magistrate fined
which amoui-

paid the

n the parties

a warrant . against tho
Frenchman and his two associates for
perjury, in gwearing B. had

were

B., paid

his twenty dollars, and ten

§ trouble—aud no trial
yeturned

from the last snit, lo! the

dend, Imagine the “fe

Frenchman

and his

Frenchman says, “he shoot

I swear—and dam do
self. By gar 1 find

settle for him—th
by gar! Saere o

Stonewall Jackson’

horse, which
the moon on
cellorsville, i
ristown hot
tyNerth Ca
¥ :

Kkilled the

frightened, and

him back
more for
was had;
home
dog was

clings” of the
party. The

my dog—

presurrects him-
swear bad; |
en my dog be die

s old sorrel war

pore his master, under

the fatal night at -

3 gtill living at

estead, in

<

A -.m'ued it were on¢ head, that
{ he might chop it off.
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