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the middle of. July, 1840, a 
of city-hived, mortal* determined 

™^,^tekeawuise upon the salt water, 
T»Sii.? !^4 no sooner dld the Idea present it-

puf than we set about putting the plan 
lato effect, At Atkin's Wharf, at tho 
HorthEnd, We found a small Bchooner, 
fi*® Othello, of about -a hundred and 

ty tons, burden.* She was a Baltl-
built. craft—a regular clipper-

iped, long and handsome, carrying 
psail and tob-gallantsail, and a 

Kf topsailupon the main. She had 
n used some in the West India trade, 

•aid perhaps for other trades. She 
jhftd four port-holes, and some of our 
party could detect the marks upon her 
deok where gun-carriages had run, 
though the faint marks might have 
been made by a thousand other things 
just as well. The owner's name was 
Johnson—a short, dark complcxioned, 
lame man, but a good seaman, and a 
food man. The moment we proposed 

4f- hiring his schooner for a pleasure trip 
; he was pleased with tho idea. He pro

posed that we should furnish a new 
mainsail, find provisions and other 

'necessary fixings, engage our own 
v skipper, and take him as a private 

member of the party. Ho asked no 
i,.;imore. Of course we accepted his 
A offer. 
V- , We found Tom Phillips lying on his 

oars. We knew him to be a good ship
master, and we engaged his services. 

A Then we got a good cook, a steward, 
S land one other experienced seaman, and 
A finally all ourarrangements were made, 
f' and on the seventeenth of July the 
^ Othello left Boston harbor, undet* a fair 
i breeze, and with a happy crew on 

board. There were twenty-four of us 
[j in all. Johnson had had the vessel 

•. thoroughly cleaused, and she was not 
only neat and tidy, but we found her a 

i?'j splendid sailor—gliding through the 
waters like a dolphin, and riding like 

V A duck for gracefulness and ease, 
'r, As soon as we were out of sight of 
, land we took a vote to decide which 
y course we should pursue. There were 
^ twenty of us privileged to vote, and 
y each one having written upon a slip of 
t paper the place he wished first to visit, 

it was deposited in tho box by the 
binnacle. When the votes were all in, 

t IWe examined them. Sixteen were for 
{Havana, one for Gibraltar, and throe 
!for "Anywhere." So to Havana we 
•went. We had a splendid run, and 
/when we reached the queen city of the 
(Antilles, we found no difficulty in land-

i ang. We remained there a week, and 
Slaving taken in a good quantity of 
fruit, we prepared to set sail again. 

"Which way now?" asked Sunor 
Torrijos, as we were preparing to 
'leave. 

"To Saint Domingo," answered 
Phillips. 

K "A fine trip," returned the old mer-
* chant: "but," ho added, with a sort of 

serious smile, "you may meet Tradillo 
^ on your way." 

"Tradillo?" repeated Phillips; "who 
4 Is he?" 
5 "What, have you been here a week 
^ , land not heard of Tradillo? Why, he 

is one of the most daring villains that 
ever lived—a pirate who has infested 
these seas for over three months, and 
:Whom no amount of strategy has been 
able to conquer. His hand is turned 

41 against tho world, and he fears noth
ing. He lias a crew as bold aud 
bloody as himself, and he leaves no 
witnesses to tell of his deeds.'' 

"Then he kills all whom he cap
tures, does ho?" 

, "Yes. Ho goes upon the principle 
that 'dead men tell no tales.' He was 
formerly a native of this place; but 
Sometimes during flio year 1886 he was 
^apprehended for robbery, and con
demned to be whipped and then im
prisoned. He was whipped in public, 
jbut he made his escape from prison, 

•>:and now he has made his appcaranca 
among our islands as a most terrible 
'avenger. But lie must soon be appre
hended, for many vessels are after 
him." 

"Does ho sail in a large craft?" 
asked Phillips. 

"No, his vessel is not larger than 
yours. It is a schooner, of United 
States build, and not a bit larger than 
your.s; yet he carries from fifty to a 
-hundred men, and six guns." 

•'But how do you know so well his 
Crew, when be kills all his prisoners?" 

"From two sources; he has written 
two letters to the captain-general; and 
three men escaped from' him about a 
month ag6. They were in a brig that 
be captured at night, and they jumped 
overboard with life-preservers on and 
were picked up in the morning." 

"And is he about here now?" 
"There is no knowing where he is. 

The last that we heard of him, he took 
a French barque off Anguilla, and mur
dered the whole crew. But I guess 
there. won't, be much danger, for I 
think it very likely he is down on the 
^Brazil coast now." , 

"This was, not very cheering in-
tellipence,>but then we had .no real 
fwri- -our he^rt# . were too light for 
that. Itwas after dinner when wo 
hove ippqur.anchor&nd made sail, and 
before dark WO pa#fte  ̂the headland of 
Mataozaa harbor. Through the night 

||3|we,''lu»d a northerly wind' and kept 
ooursp. .-with flowing, sheets. / Wo 

-1® ^eoncluded.to jrun to the north of the 
island of Hayti, and on the morning of 
the fourth day from Havana we made 
the north-easterly cape of the island. 
Bora wo had the wind from the south
east, and we had to male* a taek to 

-")The.-win!- was steady, 
s  ̂we'ehose to make a "long-leg"' on 

^^eista îyi took,, so as to come down 
ffi wtf on the next one. Our course on 
®;̂ ' . 'yo5tij»s8 ,'was, eastrby-north. and' 

at tho map it. will be seen 
^ "**" ojeario the, north-: 

* . . > • •  

in the 
* " f w$. brayed the .sheets 

task, and in half an hour after-
weweraonee more out of sight 

«jflaad.I jraa sitting upon the main 
Wigttli»:^Iin* an orange, 
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ly. And then Phillips asked the 
tame question. 

"Right there—just over (he star
board quarter/' returned the man]who 
had spoken.' 

We looked, and sure enough, there 
was a sail in plain sight, which must 
have come out from behind Samana. 
Johnson went below and got his glass, 
and when he returned he examined the 
the stranger, and was soon confident 
sho must be a schooner. 

"Suppose it should be the pirate!" 
suggested one of our party, a Milk 
street bookkeeper named Paine. There 
was a tremulousncss in his tone as ho 
spoke. 

"No, there's no danger of that," 
said Phillips. "I don't imagine wo're 
going to fall in with a pirate so easily. 
Pve followed tho sea now going on 
twenty years, and never saw one yet" 

"Unless that's one," persisted Paine. 
"Pooh—nonsense." 
Our vessel was close hauled upon the 

starboard tack, and the stranger was 
coming down almost before the wind, 
with fore-topsail and topgallant sail 
set and starboard studding sails draw
ing. In half an hour more the fellow 
was in plain sight. It was a schooner, 
long, low and black, and just such a 
one as Senor Torrijos had described 
the pirate to be. There was no mis
taking this. And then her deck was 
full of men, as we could plainly see 
with the glass. 

"What d'ye think now?" asked Paine, 
tremulously. 

"By the piper, there may be a snuff 
of powder here after all," returned 
Phillips, rather dubiously. 

Minutes fled rapidly, and ere long 
the schooner was within a couple of 
miles. There was no room for doubt. 
Her whole contour was rakish and 
bloody, and then no other craft would 
carry such a quantity of men." 

"Well, boys," said Phillips, there 
can't be no mistake about that fellow, 
and now what shall we do?" 

"Why—run, of course," said Paino; 
and we ali coincided. 

So without further consideration our 
helm was put up, the sheets eased off, 
and in a few moments more we wore 
fowling off before tho wind in fine 
style. For some ten or lifteon minutes 
we watched the pirate with the utmost 
anxiety, and at the end of that time it 
was evident that he was gaining upon 
us. Tho thought was a fearful one. 

"They never spare anybody," whis
pered a young salesman, by the name 
of Bolster. Ho spoke to Phillips, and 
seemed to hope that something might 
be done to increase our speed. 

But Bolster was not tho only man 
who bore fear marks upon his face. I 
think wo all came in for our share of 
that. Whether the pursuer was a 
pirate or not, had been settled in our 
minds, and the only thing upon which 
we now hung was the thought of 
escape. To be captured was sure 
death, and that, too, most horrible. 

"Can we escape?" was a question 
asked by more than ono, and asked by 
one more than once. Captain Johnson 
knew most about our vessel's sailing 
qualities, and he was appealed to; but 
he only shook his head in doubt. 

It was a stern chase and we felt sure 
it must be a long one. Perhaps we 
could hold off until night and then 
steal away. 

"I'm afraid not," said Phillips, who 
had been watching the pirate narrowly, 
as the hope was spoken to him. "The 
caso will bo settle before night." 

It was now ten o'clock, and the 
wind was moderate, our schooner run
ning off seven knots. It was a fixed 
fact that the pirate was gaining upon 
us — it was very slowly done, but yet 
we could see it. The fellow's hull be
came gradually more plainly develop
ed to our sight, and one after another 
of his ropes became defined against 
the blue sky. It was just twenty-five 
minutes past ten when ho fired the 
first gun. We had not been able to 
see any ports before, but now that 
point was settled. 

"That means for us to heave to," 
said Johnson, as tho sound of the re
port had fairly died away. 

"But we won't heave to!" exclaimed 
half a dozen of voices. 

"Of course we won't!1' cried Paine. 
"We'll use the only means of safety 
we've got while it lasts." 

And this was the general impression. 
To calmly stop and let the rascals 
come up and cut our.throats was some
thing wo were not prepared to do, for 
though the pirate was gaining upon 
us, yet it was so slowly that there was 
a strange sense of hope while tho dis
tance was anything between us. Per
haps some other sail might heave in 
sight—and perhaps a preat many 
things might happen to help us. 

At eleven o'clock we could plainly 
see the heads and shoulders of the 
pirates, and we could now see that her 
ports were open, and the guns run out. 
They were brass guns, for we could see 
them glisten in the sunlight There 
wjas not much over a mile between us. 
But remember a mile at sea does not 
look like a mile on land. Go on the 
frozen lake, when the ice is clear aud 
smooth, and you shall skate a mile and 
think it but a very few rods. We 
could see the White crest that rolled 
aw%y from the pirate's bows, and we 
fancied we could detect the scowls of 
triumph that lighted up their diabolical 
features. 

By-and-by another gun was fired, as 
before, to leeward; but of course we 
took no notice of it At twelve o'clock 
the villain fired again. He was gain
ing on us. 

"Look!" spoke Phillips. "She's yaw 
ing." 

"Going to steer off?" breathlessly 
questioned Bolster. 

, "Bather, g&ess not That's for a 
shot at us." 

And so it proved; for hardly had the 
words passed from our skipper's mouth, 
when a wreath curled up from the 
fellow's deck, and just as the report 
reached us a shot came ploughing up 
the water under our quarter-rail. A 
score of cheeks turned pale. Powder 
was ahead of wind at that game. A 
few shots like, that upon our deck 

bs ^aat«pou«. Wo mn sot 

fighting men—not even sailors; inured 
to no hardship, but that of sea-sick-
ness, and all of us wanted to get ho me 
again safe and sound. We could see 
four-and-twenty corses on our deck, 
and we were to make the scene. It 
was an hour of terrible trial. We 
looked for a means of escape. Had 
there been a stone-wall, a fence, a 
wood, or even a few trees, we might 
havo had some hope; but nothing of 
tho kind was to be seen. Only tbat 
endless, boundless waste all about us! 
Wo had our limbs free and strong— 
only cooped within those fatal limits. 

Another shot struck the water along
side, and sent the spray dashing upon 
deck. The pursuer lost something in 
distance by thus firing,- for she had no 
bow port, and consequently had to 
yaw in order to bring her guns to 
bear, it was just one o'clock, when 
she had more than gainod all she had 
lost by firing, and at that time she 
fired the fourth gun. Tho ball struck 
the main throat halyards, and the sail 
was on the next instant flapping. 

"We are lost!" gasped Paine, as he 
saw what had happened. 

And so it would seem, for our head
way was checked, and before we could 
splice the halyard the pirate would be 
up with us. We had turned our eyes 
over the taffrail, and there was the 
villain, not over a mile distant, his 
deck bristling with men, and their pol
ished arms plainly to bo seen. But 
while we were thus lost in fear, Capt 
Johnson and Frost (the latter was the 
seaman we had engaged) had spliced 
the halyards, and the gaff of the main
sail was again in its place. Hope had 
once more dawned dimly on our dock, 
when a savage mesengar came and 
drove it away. The pursuer was now 
within a quarter of a mile, and as the 
smoke curled up again from hor gun, 
a round shot and a stand of grape 
came upon us—the former carrying 
away our fore-topmast, and the latter 
tearing the throat of our foresail in 
pieces. 

"By heavens, boys, let's not die 
like cowards!" cried Johnson. "We 
have guns on board—muskets—which 
we brought to shoot birds with. We 
ought to have thought of them before; 
but it is not too late now. Let's load 
'em at once, and when we've fired 'em 
wo can use 'em for clubs." 

We had taken a lot of fowling-pieces 
with us, and in a few moments they 
were brought upon deck, and each man 
requested to take one and load it. I 
was fear struck—I acknowledge it— 
very much so—bat yet I know there 
was a smile upon my face as I looked 
around upon some of my companions, 
whoso excitod fears had also quite un
manned them. 

In ten minutes from the time our fore-
topmast came down, the pursuer was 
alongside. I uttered one prayer, gave 
one thought to home and friends, and 
then turned to the coming enemy. Our 
vessel had broached to, and as we lay 
with our head half up to the wind, tho 
pursuer came up under our lee quarter, 
and in a moment more a score of men 
were upon my deck. I looked at them, 
and their leader I recognized. I had 
known him on board the old Brandy-
wine. 

"Rogers!"' I gasped, starting forward. 
"What—old mate—is this you?" he 

returned, grasping my hand. "But 
this schooner?" 

"The Othello!" I answered. 
are on a pleasure trip. And 
schooner?" I added. 

"Why, is the United States schooner 
Grampus,and I am commander. What 
a precious fool I've made myself! I 
was sent after a pirate. I chased him 
from Trinidad and lost him off Saint 
Domingo. May I bo blessed if I didn't 
think you were tho same chap. You 
look as like him as one pea from an
other." 

"And we took you for the same fel
low," I said. We had had a descrip
tion of her, and you came up to it so 
well we thought it safe to run." 

A hearty laugh followed this strange 
and bloodless denouement, and after 
all was understood, we sat down and 
had a social chat together, while the 
carpenters of the Grampus were fixing 
our fore-topmast Rogers settled with 
Johnson for tho damage done, and by 
three o'clock we started in company for 
tho coast of Ilayti. 

Tho rest of our cruise we performed 
without much excitement, and, in fact, 
we needed none, for that race for life 
was enough, and has afforded food for 
conversation and laughter ever since. 
—Yankee Blade. 

"Wo 
that 

Yonth and Time. 
Move not so lightly, Time, away, 

Grant ns a breathing space of tender 
ruth; 

Deal not harshly with tho flying day, 
Leave us tho charm of spring, the touch 

of youth. 

Leave us the lilacs wet with dew, 
Leave us the balsams odorous with rale 

Leave us of frail hepatlcas a few, 
Let tho red OBier sprout for us again. 

Leave us the hazel thickets set 
Along the hills, leave us a montlf that 

yields • 
The fragile bloodroot and the violet 

Leave us the sorrage shimmering on the 
fields. 

You offer us largess of power, / 
You offer fame, we ask not these in 

' sooth, 
These comfort age upon his falling hour, 

But oh, the touch of spring, the charm of 
youth! 

—Scribner's Magazine. 

Ths Devil's JBellows. 
The Lookyng-Glasse The devill 

never could have found out ,a more 
pestilent evill than this, for hereby 
man beholding his face, and being 
naturally given to flatter himself too 
muche, is easily drawn to thlnke well 
of himself; yet noman seeth the true 
portion of himself, but a counterfeits 
effigie, and false image thereof in the 
glasse, which the devill suffereth him 
to seew that thereby he maie liso into 
pride, and so offende thep Divine 
Majestie. Therefore maled *hfflrtt 

lookyng-glassesbe called thOfDevill's 
bellowes, wherewith he .bkrjreth the 
blastof prfdeiato oar;harteK^8tiAb,,s 

TRADING OFF A WIPE. 
A Community Where Women Are 

" 8wapped "—Hemmed In by 
Mountain* and - Can Not Be 
Reached. 
The queerest characters under the 

sun are probably found in the moun
tainous regions of North Carolina, 
says a correspondent of the Chicago 
Times. -Hore, between the great 
Smoky and Nautchela mountains, in a 
region of primeval solitude, bounded 
on all sides by mountains over 6,000 
feet above the level of the sea, are the 
deepest, darkest forests, rock-ribbed 
and broken piles of stone, deep glens, 
narrow valleys, and, in fact, nature it
self, to all appearance, just as it was 
when Adam is alleged to have fallen 
from his high estate. The people who 
thinly settle this wild region are as 
unlike the denizens of the outer and 
to them unknown world as it would be 
possible for one to conjecture. Settle
ments are infrequent and are compos
ed of a few log cabins, a corner groc
ery, a blacksmith shop, and perhaps a 
small mill, though tho latter are scarce 
enough, goodness knows. The clay-
eaters are here, strung along the nar
row valleys and the sides of the moun
tains. 

The stato of morality is at a low 
ebb, as is plainly apparent when it is 
known that the Mormon elders have 
sent out from this country nine-tenths 
of their converts made within the stato 
lines. Ignorance is rife, scarcely one 
out of a dozen being even able to read 
or write his or her name. 

But there is another custom preva
lent among these people which the 
correspondent had occasion to see and 
verify, and that is the common habit 
or custom of trading wives. 

Now and then an isolated instance 
of wife-swapping is heard of and pub
lished as a matter of interest and curi
osity from other parts of the world, 
but here, in the very heart of the 
country, what to outsiders is heard and 
spoken of as a rare instance, is a com
mon custom. 

The writer, while riding across the 
state some months since, stopped at 
the cabin of one of these settlers on a 
small creek at the foot of Big Smoky 
mountain. There were eight men and 
seven women, all clad in coarse home
spun linen. Such women as wore any 
head-dress at all wore long poko or 
sun bonnets. One or two of the wo
men were fairly good looking, but the 
rest of them, like the men, were 
coarse, rawboned, and anything but 
handsome. 

Bill Suggs tho proprietor of the 
house, was the lirst to speak which he 
did In the following lanjjuatre: 

"Weuns hov met here to swap an' 
trade. I hev boen tryin' to swap 
wimmin with Jake Long here for some 
time. I licv got my woman here, an' so 
hez Jake, an' I'm ready to trade. 
What d' ye say, Jake?" 

Jake, a big, gawky young fellow, 
said: "There's my gal. Bill," pointing 
to a raw-boned, dark-eyed woman of 
45. "She ken dig more -'seng, chop 
more wood, and kin beat anythiu' 
shooun' on the creek. I'll take yer 
woman an1 yer old mai-e to boot." 

Suggs had led his wife—or woman— 
up to that of Long. The woman 
seemed to be almost utterly indifferent, 
or if they did object they spoke no 
word or made no sign. 

"That's morn' I'll give. Long; that 
woman," pointing to his wife, "is a 
good cook and kin hoe as much corn 
aseny woman in the naborhood, an' 
she's val'ble. I'le trade even up and 
no boot" 

There was considerable talk and a 
dozen propositions, which finally ended 
in Suggs "swapping" for Long's 
woman and giving a red cow with one 
horn and two sheep as a premium or 
"boot" 

This settled, two others—a middle-
aged, red-whiskered fellow with a 
rather good-looking young woman for 
a wife, traded with a younger man for 
a woman who was old enough to be his 
mother, but who looked as though she 
could perform almost any manual labor. 
The young man turned over bis pro
perty and took charge of the one he. 
had bartered for. Ho seemed some
what pleased by his bargain, and his 
new purchase certainly did not seem 
to have been sorry for the exchange. 
The name of the young fellow was 
Blodgett. 

There were six bargains or trades 
successfully closed during the day— 
one of which was between an old fel
low of 60 or more and a much' younger 
man, in which thoy^,btfa merely ex
changed for the Avoman the other 
man had in his possession at a former 
time. They .Both seemed pleased to 
get theip-W'omen back. There was no 
bo.ot premium in the trade. 

ie trade which seemed to excite 
risible of the bystanders was be

tween a couple of men, one of whom 
had a small, sharp-featured, thin-lipped 
woman, with snapping black eyes and 
a disposition which evidently was not 
sunny by any means. The owner of 
this woman, who was evidently a' 
shrew, had offered as boot a horse and 
a pair of hounds. In the proposition 
he lauded the merits of his hounds as 
hunters and his horse as a surefooted 
traveler, but somehow forgot to say 
anything in praise of his helpmeet It-
was no go, however; the other man, 
who went by the name of Punt, seemed 
pretty well posted as to the qualifica
tions of the woman in question. Fin
ally he said: 

"I'll tell you'un wat Til do. You 
kin then do it or we'll quit talkin'. 
I'll take that boss, thet pair yaller 
houn's, an1 them eight sheep to boot, 
an' I won't take any less," and with 
that he turned as if to walk away, 

"Hoi' on!" said Punt, 'Til do it, by 
crackey; but it's a tough bargain." 

When the purchaser of this snappy 
looking little woman sent her to get 
the horse, whlch had' been tied to a 
tree in the woods, the latter ssid to 
her purchaser: "You'll hev a( hot 
time, I 'low. That woman hez got the 
temper of the devil, an' she'U idlyi let 

I yon un knotahe's 'round.*1 J 

Pant She un'll be, qaiet as a pet lam' 
in two days or thar'll be trouble." 

What the result of this trade was I 
never learned, as I never saw any of 
the people after that day, except the 
young man Blodgett and his now help
meet As they' lived several miles 
away in the direction of the mountain 
through which I had to pass to get out 
of that country, I rode along with them, 
and, finding I could do no better, ac
cepted their hospitality for the night 

Blodgett seemed a mild sort of a 
fellow, easy.. good-natured, but ignor
ant His new spouse was a woman of 
22 or 23, somewhat good-looking, as 
good looks went in that section. Her 
face was more intelligent than any I 
had seen, and she seemed pleased over 
the result of tho trade. With all my 
powers of penetration I failed to find 
any repugnance or horror over the 
affair, either with her or any one con
nected with it They seemed to 
it as a legitimate transaction and I 
could only account for it on the ground 
of utter ignorance of the law, either 
statutory or moral. The custom of 
trading wives among these people 
seemed as old and well-foundod as is 
the every-day and everywhere habit of 
trading in ordinary articles of barter. 

We arrived at Blodgett's house or 
cabin early in the evening and the homo 
life of the new feminine head of the 
family began without a ripplo or 
objection on the part of the Blodgett 
juniors, of whom there were four. 

Mrs. Blodgett, the latest was a 
pretty fair cook and took to the latest 
stage of family afiairs as naturally as 
if sho had raised the family herself. 

Blodgett, I must admit, seemed a 
pleasant sort of fellow, ready to give 
liis guest the best he had and to assist 
them in any manner possible. The 
evening meal over, I retired to bed in 
one corner of the room—the cabin con
sisted of one room only—and fell 
asleep almost immediately. In the 
morning I left, and before noon I had 
ridden through the gap and down the 
mountainside into another county and 
among another, and, to all appearances, 
a different people. 

When I told them what I had seen 
they showed no surprise; in fact, almost 
everybody appeared to know more 
about it than I knew myself. They 
stated that the section through which 
I had just come had been settled gen
erations since by a peculiar class of 
people who were widely different in 
their modes and habits from the set
tlers of other parts of the state, and 
that their peculiarities grew up with 
them. The country was too wild and 
opportunities for communication too 
scarce to invite settlement frotn the 
outside world, consequently the people 
were left severely alone, being seldom 
disturbed even by a passing traveler 
like myself. 

Bnried Treasures. 
'Tis true my later years are ble3t 

With all that riches can bestow, 
But there is wealth, wealth can not buy, 

Hid in the mines' of "long aero." 

There jealous guard does Memory keep; 
Yet sometimes, when I dream alone, 

She comes and takes my hand in hers, 
And shows me what was once my own. 

I revel 'mong such precious things; 
1 count my treasurers o'er and o'er; 

I learn the worth of some, whose worth, 
Ah me! I never knew before. 

And then all slowly fades away. 
And I return to things you know, 

With empty hands and tear-filled eyes, 
Back from the mines of long ago." 

—Chamber's Journal. 

Death in His Tongue. 
Out of a thousand people bitten by 

rattle-snakes I do not think a dozen 
recover. There is no known cure, in 
spite of the fact that many people have 
said that they were cured by whisky. 
You may depend upon it, that when a 
man says he was cured of a rattlesnake 
bite, though not necessarily a liar, he 
is at least laboring under a misappre
hension of the facts. There is a small 
snake similar to a rattlesnake in ap
pearance, whoso poison is not so ven
omous, and negroes bitten by it place 
lime upon the spot or drink enough 
whisky to counteract the poison. 
Whisky, if taken in large quantity, 
goss directly into the blood ' and 
counteracts the poison of the snake. 
But the regular Georgia rattler, from 
five to seven feet in length, is a deadly 
customer to meet. It does not give any 
warning, but strikes the moment it is 
disturbed, and it can strike an object 
as far distant as it is long. A fripnd 
of mine was riding along in the saddle 
one day, a big rattler lying in the road 
leaped at him as he passed. It closed 
to his boot leg, driving one of its fangs 
clear through the thick leather of his 
boot and through his trousers, just es
caping the flesh. It required consider
able kicking to shake that snake off, 
and when he was finally got rid of be 
started in pursuit. My friend faced 
bullets in the army with nonchalance, 
but his hair stood on end when he saw 
that snake coming,. and he jammed 
spurs to his nag and didn't stop until 
he had gone a quarter-stretch. My 
plantation is full of rattlesnakes, and 
only last week the hands killed twfenty-
six in a field of twenty acres.—St. 
Louis Globe-Democrat 

Trifles Light as Air. 
The best hymn for a candidate for of

fice—"Let's scatter seeds of kindness 
for our reaping bye and bye." 

A missionary accosted a cannibal 
shortly after the latter had dined on the 
former's wife, and tried to move him to 
repentence. but the hardened bruto only 
said he was gladiator. 

Misers love their money most, and 
wise men love their money leased. 

A printer may not heed the "golden 
rule:" that is not much his fault All 
his rules are made of brass. 

A man who does not know anything 
will be sure to tell it tbe veiy first time 
he gets a chance to be heard. 

An ordinary m*n will not admit to his 
girl money is any consideration 
with him,.b«t the spuoae ohkp will wall* 

. wit ~ 

WHY HB 8HUNNBP AUOU8TA. 
A Telegrapher Claims to Have 

Soared th» Great Commander. 
An old resident of Columbia tells me 

that he does not put much faith in the 
recent declaration of Sherman, the 
Vandal, that ho omitted a visit to 
Augusta during his march through 
Georgia because, for strategic reasons, 
he did not care to go there. 

The old resident says that quite 
another story was told in Columbia 
after the war by Sherman's officers, 
and was current in Augusta besides. 
He himself had been ussured of its cor
rectness by a prominent Federal 
officer. The story was, that while 
Sherman was marching towards 
Augusta, with the purpose of taking 
that city, he directed one of'his army 
telegraphers to "tap" a wire leading 
to Augusta and ascertain something 
about the military strength of that 
city. 

It is well known that work of this 
kind was frequently done during the 
war. It is not as generally recognized, 
but is nevertheless an absolute fact, 
that operators who have been working 
on the same line find it as easy to 
recognize the touch of a fellow-operat
or upon the telegraph key as one friend 
does to recognize the voice of another. 
The General's operator "tapped" the 
line and, entering into a conversation 
over the wire with an operator in 
Augusta, endeavored adroitly to 
"pump" him as to the importance of 
the Confederate force in that city. 

The Augusta man knew that the ene
my was somewhere down the line, and 
thought that he recognized a stranger 
at the key. Without, therefore, re
vealing his suspicions, ho told a fine 
tale of the strength of Augusta's garri
son. His information, apparently giv
en in good faith, was detailed to Gen. 
Sherman, and that warrior, desiring 
rapid transit and plunder more than 
battles and glory, gave Augusta a wide 
berth and took the route which prom
ised the least resistance.—Charleston, 
S. C., News. 

A Ghost Worries an Editor. 
Augusta has an editor who was scar

ed into several weeks' illness by a 
ghost. One of the reporters on the 
paper tells of it in print. The sickness 
is ovor now, ^nd the cause of it just 
leaked out The name of the editor 
who suffered himself to be so badly 
frightened is not given, but it is a pret
ty good ghost story, and it is given for 
what it is worth. 

During reconstruction times a resi
dent of Augusta was arrested by the 
military authority, and put under 
guard in the Palmetto House, which 
stood then where the Chronicle office 
now is. One guard kept an eye upon 
tho imprisoned citizen. During the 
night the muffled tread of the sentry 
was brought to a halt by a fatal knifo 
thrust. After a brief struggle the 
guard was dead and the prisouer liber
ated. To this day it has never been 
learned who did the killing. 

It happened one night some eight 
weeks ago that one of the Chronicle 
editors found it necessary to remain at 
his desk after the rest of the force had 
gone home, He was engaged busily 
writing, when he heard a low muffled 
noise. Thoughts of the story of the 
Yankee's murder caino back to him. 
He listened intently. Ho heard the 
almost noiseless step of the avenger. 
Then he heard the noise as the guard 
was borne down, the death cry as the 
knife blade reach a vital part the hur
ried steps of the fleeting liberator and 
liberated—the editor was in a delir
ium. 

Xt was more than the poor newspaper 
fellow could stand. Weary with work, 
frail in mind and body after hours of 
labor, he gave completely away. In 
his helpless condition visions of his 
high tariff articles, of his pilfered lead
ing essays, of his whole life, came up 
before him. jHe 'reached home, but 
was thrown into bed, where he re
mained for weeks. Tho incident had 
nearly killed him. Tho story is told 
in the Chronicle over the signature of 
W. C. Casey, one of the brightest 
newspaper reporters on the Georgia 
I'ress. 

Snow as a Kon-Condnetor. 
It has been practically shown that in 

the bad conducting property of snow 
there is aremarkable protecting power 
in the economy of nature. However 
cold tbe air and the surface of the snow 
may be,if there is a considerable thick
ness of snow, the temperature of the 
surface of the soil underneath does not 
fall below the freezing point. Thus 
the snow is actually a warm covering 
to the vegetation, for on its removal 
in alpine slopes by the ethereal mild
ness of the spring, the surface of the 
earth is seen to be gorgeously verdant 
and studed with beautiful flower bloom. 
The radiation from the snow in a 
cloudless sky considerably lowers the 
temperature of the superincumbent air, 
and in extensive snow-clad lands, when 
the winter is protracted, the chilling 
effect is very manifest Thus the 
ground may be of a temperature abov'e 
freezing, when the snow surface is bit
terly cold. However, animals which, 
live in the air have the power of loco
motion to keep up the body's tempera
ture by active work. The plants in 4 
cold winter would die or become stunt
ed without the protection of the snow 
mantle, whereas animals that can keep 
themselves warm by exercise do not 
suffer by the necessary loss of the heat 
of the earth' which is prevented by the 
snow covering from passing through 
to them.—Good Words. 

A Declination. 
Dr. J. A. Gunn, who was nominated 

for coroner of Furnas county by there-
pullcans, has declined to acoept in a 
card, in wHnhhe 
legally ̂ gg^^ |̂my 
Who 

BDI80N 3TU M BLBP ON IT. 
m 

How the Wlzzard of Menlo Park 
HapDoned to Invent the Phono
graph. 
"I have never seen in print a true 

account of how Thomas A. Edison 
first conceived the idea of ther phono- ^ 
graph," remarked an electrioian who 
was at one time in the Wizzard's" em
ploy to a New York World reporter. 
"The phonograph is the wondor of 
the world, and one of the few. inven- < -
tions which envious rivals have notf 
charged Edison with, having stolen. In 
fact, even his bitterest rivals for fame,/' if f 
all of whom appear to harbor the ideal 
that it is their duty to detract from hia. J 
reputation for genius and honesty, as< 
a rule concede that Edison did reallyj - * 
invent the phonograph. It is an inter-? ^ 
estine story how he came to * 

<1 

* 

v - ^ *V"-' 
it Many years ago, when Edison was<", | 
still at Menlo Park and working nightu 11 

and day for fam$ he devoted months* I 
to perfecting the telephone, and un-^-
doubtedly did more than any other in-
ventor to make it practical by intro-' 
ducing the carbon plate into the trans
mitter. While experimenting on dla--
phragms for the telephone, Edisoni-
had constructed a number of small! • 
sheepskin drumheads, to test their 
value as diaphragms as compared with! 
metal and other substances. 

"To some of these sheepskin 
diaphragms he had attached a smalF 
metal needle, which was intended to 
project towards the magnot and assist 
in conveying the vibratioqs caused by 
the human voice. The sheepskin 
diaphragms did not fulfill Edison's ex
pectations and he discarded them and, 
as usual with appliances he decides to 
be useless, they were thrown aside to-
be removed with othor rubbish. 

"His assistants soon discovered that 
by holding the sheepskin diaphragms • 
in front of their mouths and emitting: 
a guttural sound between the lips a 
peculiar noise approaching music could 
be produced. It was something simi
lar to the alleged music produced bv 
covering a comb with thin paper ana 
humming a tune on it in passing one 
of the men engaged in playing on a 
diaphram ono day, Edison playfully 
attempted to stop the noise by touch-
ing the projecting metal pin with his 
finger, and no sooner had he done so 
than ho gave one of his peculiar starts. 
'I2h! What's that?' said he, which so 
astonished the performer that he drop
ped the diaphragm. 'Do that again, 
said the 'Wizard,' and it was repeated, 
and again his finger touched the pin to 
his evident delight He went about 
for sometime asking one after another 
of his assistants to hum or sing against-
the diaphragm, and finally ho got thcjfe'' 
talking ag:unst it, he all the time-
touching the pin lightly with his fin
ger. 

" 'I have it,' said he, finally, and hff 
retired to his den and commenced • 
drawing diagrams for new machinery, ' 
which his assistants speedily made, 
and a few days later the first phono
graph was put together. It was a 
crude affair, the pin making an imprest 
sion on wax and it talked imperfectly, 
but it did well enough to show. Edison 
that he was on the right track, and he 
rapidly improved it until now it is very 
nearly perfection. A hundred men 
might have felt the vibration of that 
pin attached to the piece of sheepskin, 
but it took an Edison to instantly rea
lize that the vibrations might be 
to indent a soft substance and be sus
ceptible of reproducing the exact 
sounds of the human voice that caused 
the different vibrations. The phono
graph was regarded as a toy at first, 
but it sold for a million dollars recent* 
iy." < 

A Self-Saerifieing Cat 
A cat in Mississippi recently gave up 

its life to save the community. The 
river was very high and the dike which 
had been built to keep out the waters 
had given way in one place, when the 
cat happened to pass by and. realizing 
the condition of affairs, crawled into 
the hole and stopped the flood. It is 
estimated that. $80,000 and a number of -
lives were saved by tho heroic animal, 
and the villagers have built a beautifu 
tomb of red granite, with mice carve 
in relief, ovor her remains. No one 
but an American cat could have 
thought of this. 
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A Cover That Will Stay. 
"Say, uncle Rab, Ise hearn dat 

Peeter Wilyum Johnsing hez kivcred 
his house agin. Yis sah, he hez for a 
fac." * 

"I declar, he hez a mouty hard 
time ter git a kiver ter stay on dat 
house. Do fus time he kivered hit ' 
wid prayer-hay, an de nix time wid, 
third rate shingles." 

"Well, he got a kiver on dis time 
dut ull stay till de las day in de 
ebenin." 

"Spose he kivered hit wid tin dis 
time?" 

"Sah, you am badly off on dat ' 
spose." 

"Wot den?" 
"He kivered hit wid a morgige." 
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His Conscience Approval. : 
Minister—I'm glad, Bertie, to see 

that you've kept your promise to me"K>'£|M 
and came to church today instead of go-'̂ ^Jfe 
ing fishing. •. ' 

Bertie—Yes, sir. 
Minister—Don't you feel better than :f /h -

if you had gone to the creek? 
Bertie—Yes, sir, 'cos pa said if I|ol-(,5^1 

lered him today he'd lick me good. f. s- J 
VVI 
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Wyoming's Claims to Admission. 

Wyoming clamors for admission to 
our glorious union of states, and We 
think that she should be heard and 
answered in the affirmative. As the 
original stamping-ground of our ad-ly.imi nea to acoept in a c 

says: "It -T-Jtiv®" \ (M^yfeniwd Mr. Edgar William Nye.gv|fi1':||F 
gtmy "g** t̂itled to the most dia.,';';"  ̂
• —•»J®™^^^%njfcihed consideration. — Chiot̂  
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