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“I think not mother, dear. If I 
there is method in my madness, 
ing up to my room to prepare for my ad
vent in servantdom and when I am dressed 
I will call on you.”

A half hour later, Mrs. Lyle 
prised by the entrance of a jitrange 
into her sitting-room, and the genuine 
scream she uttered at liis appearance, was 
good evidence of his disguise, to Seymour’s 
mind.

His dark locks were covered with a 
coarse red wig, his clear complexion had 
been skillfully painted until it was freckled 
as a turkey’s egg, and the faded suit he 
wore indicated a long credit at| his tailor’s.

“ Well, mother, how do you like me?” 
asked Seymour.

“ Like you ? You arc hideous ! No dan
ger of any one’s penetrating that disguise. 
Try and behave properly though, if Mrs. 
Wayne does engage you.”

“ I am all propriety. Good bye mother, 
for a day or two. I would kiss you, but 
it would be imprudent for a footman to 
take such liberties.

Mrs. Wayne was pleased with the appli
cant, who called himself John Steele, and 
after a few questions! as to his jcapahilty— 
the answering of which put John in a cold 
perspiration-—he was duly installed as 
footman in her establishment, j One of his 
duties was to tc. d the .front, door and see 
after the fires; and in these capacities he 
obtained frequent glimpses of Miss An
nette.

Original f)oetnj. Miss Ainslce rose, and hesitated on her 
way to the door.

“ If y°u would pay me for the work to
day,” she said in a troubled voice, “ my 
rent is due, and my little sister is ill.”—

“ O, dont trouble yourself to proceed, 
said Annette, coarsely, “Iknow the whole. 
There is always a sick mother or sister. I 
can’t pay you to-day—It’s eight dollars, I 
believe—and I have only twenty by 
and that I want to use to-morrow. Call 
around next week, and I will pay you.”

“Indeed, Miss Wayne,” said the girl, 
in a choked voice, “I am suffering for it 
or I would not ask you.”

“ Don’t trouble me, my good girl I have 
a headache to-day, and need restand quiet. 
I will pay you next week. John show her 
out.

“ Mary caught her to lior bosom, but 
she held only clay. The beautiful spirit 
had flown to her mother, who, perhaps 
even in Paradise, had been lonely without 
her darling.

Two days after the funeral of Nellie, 
John came to spend the evening with 
Mary. She confided in him fully now, 
she told him for the first time lier «impie 
history. Her father had been a distin
guished physician, but through his many 
eharties he left his children only poverty 
at his death. Mary had sowed and 
broidcred ever since, and taken care of 
Nellie. Now God had assumed care of 
her.

am, 
I am go-

The Ulndemlmrg Dueling Ground.Ml it and §umoi[. Agricultural Department.
Bladensburg, the famous dueling ground 

is situated in Maryland, some six or eight 
miles from Washington. There in a beau
tiful little grass plot, surrounded by trees, 
is where a numlier of the most noted duel
ists resorted to perform their deadly work.

In 1814. Edward Hopkins was killed 
here in a duel. This seemed to have been 
the first of these fashionable murders 
this dueling ground.

In 1819, A. T. Mason, a United States 
Senator, fought his sisters husband, John 
McCarty here. McCarty was averse to 
fighting, and thought there was no neces
sity for it ; but Mason would fight.
Party named muskets loaded with grape 
shot, and so near together that they would 
hit heads if they fell on their faces. This 
was changed by the seconds to loading 
with bullets, and taking twelve feet as the 
distance. Mason was killed instantly, 
and McCarty, who had his collar bone 
broken, still lives with Mason’s sister jn 
Georgetown. His hair turned white 
soon after the duel as to cause mnch com
ment. He has since been solicited to not 
as second in a duel, but refused, in accor
dance with a pledge he made to his wife 
soon after killing Tier brother.

In 1829, Commodore Decatur was killed 
in a duel here by Commodore Barron.-— 
At the first fire both fell forward, with 
their heads within ten feet of each other ; 
and, as each supposing himself inortafly 
wourided, each fully and freely forgave ffle 
other, still lying on the ground. Decatur 
expired immediately, but Barron eventual
ly recovered.

In 1821, two strangers named Lcga and 
Sega appeared here, fought, and Sega was 
instantly killed. The neighbors only learn
ed this much of their names from the 
marks on their gloves, left ou the ground. 
Lega was not hurt.

In 1822, Midshipman Locke was killed 
here by a clerk of the Treasury Depart
ment, named Gibson-. The latter was not 
hurt.

IHURATITGOK.

Written for the Middletown Tranecrijih

BY TUB 011F.8HA BAnD.

------------------What is Ingratitude?
It is a monster—an incarnate fiend 
Of Pride begotten, sired by Cruelty.
It is n derogate, unnatural hybrid.
Spawned by the waves of some oblivious sea 
Upon its stagnant marsh, as e’en too vile 
For an inhabitant of Lethe’s stream,
Or black Cocytus’ death-engcnd’ring pools.
It is ft hideous demi-devil, warped,
Distorted anil strained into a mortal spleen :
A Lotus, hatched by some such incubation 
As brings to life the slimy crocodile,
And loathsome reptiles of the coldest blood.
■It is a demon, heartless and malignant ;
A Oorgoll sprung from the incestuous loins 
Of timt dark, suli-iuferual Deity 
Which froze, like winter, Dante’s giant heart, 
Struck dumb the spirit of his imagination,
And paralyzed the lofty eloquence 
That flowed from the immortal poet’s pen.
It is a viper venomous to the death :
An adder warmed and coiled, and ever crested. 
Ready to strike : it’s sharpen’d fangs thrust forth, 
Teeming with that insidious distillation 
More virulent than the golden-tinted drop 
That lurks beneath the Cobra’s forked tongue, 
Or points the sting of the Egyptian Asp.
O i what a cruel, .mercenary fiend 
Is base ingratitude! how liis cloven tongne 
Drops hate when love alone should be dispensed, 
And on his gen’rous benefactor’s head,
Instead of blessings, bitter curses pours.
Ilia countenance is bleak as January,^
No human language trembles on his lips,
Or shines from out liis cold and rayless eyes;
Mis blond is iced, and sluggish as the streams 
Helvetia’s Alpine summits choke with snow,
And from the sepulchre of liis dead heurt 
Spring never those divine Affections 
Which sanctify, adorn and bless humanity.

Oh 1 I have seen this reptile, shunned by all, 
And Hung upon (lie highway of the world 
Tu perish in cold charity’s mid-winter,
Crushed by the heel of every traveller, 
Abandoned and deserted ity his kind 
Have only onr. Sainaritan-like, lie look 
The chilled, attenuated outcast up,
And bore him in liis arms, and close within 
Tile hallowed precincts of liis noble heart 
lie wrapped the dying victim, clothed and fed ; 
And when the gen’rous warmth of that retreat

V\s feathery matrons brood their nestlings o’er) 
itality and life imparted to tile guest.

The serpent reared its hideous, deformed head, 
And stung its benefactor to the heart.

How often lias this fiend, Ingratitude,
Nursed and c
Ilicssed by a loving father’s mntiiy prayers 
Ati perfumed by a sainted mother’s tears, 
Stalked fortli in all its hideous deformity, 
Casting its venom on tin- ancestral hearth,
And, Ilamau-like, dislionorilfk home,
Name, parentage, and all ii 
And witii that cold, relenth 
Which never listens to sweet Mercv 
Stamp on a parent’s heart with l 
And with iron [ten the bitter wot 
11 How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it i 
To have a thankless child.”

Odteea, Del. Mat/ 1868.

Goon and Bad Winks.—In the Galaxy 
Miscellauey; Professor Blot tells us plainly 
that we do not know good wine when we 
taste it, which, in truth, is but seldom. 
For “bogus wines tire sold to Americans 
almost entirely.” This is because our teste 
has been perverted that some of us abso
lutely prefer the bogus flavor to the natu
ral, just as many Western people prefer 
chicory coffee to Mocha. And the Ameri
can habit of gulping instead of sipping 
causes us to swallow liquor before testing 
it. The Professor gives the following for
mula to tell real from bogus wines :

1 will try to enable my readers to tell 
real from bogus win« by tastiug : Take a 
little of it in your mouth, move it about for 
two or three seconds, and spit it out, or 
even swallow it. If it is real wine, it may 
taste rather sour, or acerh/on the tongne 
and palate, but the flavor is agreeable and 
lasting, and no pungent teste can be de
tected. If swallowed the same signs are 
experienced in the throat, and if a glass 
has been drank, instead of burning the 
stomach, it will be felt warming it but only 
for a while. (It is understood that no 
wine should be taken on an empty stom
ach.) If itisbogus wine, insteadoftasting 
sour or acerb, it tastes rather sweet and bi
ting; as for the flavor, it is hardly tasted 
while the wine is in the mouth, and it is 
all gone as soon as the wine is spit out or 
swallowed. When swallowed, and imme
diately after, the throat and stomach have 
the sensation of burning; and it is that very 
burning sensation, created by the chemicals 
used in its manufacture; that is mistaken 
by many for the real body or strength of 
genuine wine. It does not warm the stom
ach like the real liquor, butexcitcs it, and 
the nervous system also.

It is very plain* that the only way to 
avoid bad liquors is to drink none at all.

TIIE FASHIONS.

Eyes continue to be worn on each side 
of the nose and immediately under the 
brows. There has been some talk of sub
stituting a single orb, of increased size anil 
brilliancy, in the centre of the forehead ; 
but after all our achievements, the work! 
moves slowly, and the idea of a change in 
the number of eyes to be worn has not 
been favorably received; but the color is 
varied to suit the occasion, and just now 
the prevailing tint is green. Black, blue 
and gray are still worn in the homo circle, 
and are found very becoming in the nur
sery, at the family tea table, and social 
evening gatherings.

Noses maintain their position in the 
centre of the face. They are not blown, 
now, as much as they were in winter, but 
it is thought that the fashion will return 

The Grecian or aquiline 
is generally preferred, but the snubs have 
held their places on very pretty faces, in 
defiance of a most determined opposition, 
and at present writing arc looking up.

Lips are midway between the nose and 
the chin, and are a pale pink. The coral 
variety is no longer tolerated except iff 
girls not yet come out.

Teeth will be somewhat larger, and of 
blncish tint, to correspond with the com
plexion, which must be a dead white ami 
magenta red.

Ears are worn one on each side of the 
bead, with the hair all carried up so os to 
give them a peculiar appearance of alert- 

Thorc is some prospect of having 
them pointed, as the Grand Dutchess of 
D. has a pet rabbit which is very much 
admired in European court circles.

was sur
in an
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M<-“ And what will you do, now, Mary ?” 
said John taking her hand.

“ I shall go on in the old way—
“ No, you will not,” ho said earnestly, 

that is if I can prevent it. 
just how poor and humble and ill looking 
I am, but I love you darling, with all the 
strength of an honest heart; and thank 
God, it is an honest one ! Do you think 
you could love me Mary ?

“ I do love you, John, she said softly.
“ What, with my speckled face and my 

shock of red hair ?”
“ You have beautiful eyes, John, and 

your face just suits me.
“ My own Mary ?” He pressed her to 

his bosom and kissed her tenderly.
Then ho put her away from him, got up 

and tore oft the red wig. Ono vigorous 
application of his handkerchief loft his 
face clear of all freckles and spots, and 
Seymour Lyle stood before her.

“You have deceived me!” 
claimed. “ John what means this?

“ I have been enjoying a little 
rade. Forgive me.

A bright scarlet rose to Miss Ainslee’s 
checks as she followed the tell footman to 
the door, and John was sure he saw tears 
in the brown eyes. She hurried down the 
icy street, but before she had gone a dozen 
rods, Mrs. Wayne’s footman had overta
ken her.

“ Here is something for you, Miss,” he 
said hastily, and thrust a ten-dollar note 
into her hand.

“ O, Miss Wayne sent it, did she?” she 
exclaimed joyfully. “I am so glad. And 
you were so good to bring it.”

“ Thank you, mem,” said John, blush
ing and not knowing what to say. but 
feeling some way strangely well pleased 
with himself.

You knowI;v

M with the frost.
a

The second night of his engagement, at 
the Wavne mansion, there w|ts a grand 
ball at the house of some one bf the fash
ionables, and Miss Wayne attended. John 
was to keep fire for her in the dressing- 
room, and admit her when she came home. 
Mrs. Wayne read a novel and|dozed in an 
arm chair.

John began to think a footman’s life any
thing but casv, when one o’clpck struck, 
and still no Miss Annette, jlnst before 
two she rang. John hastened to let her 
in, and in shutting the door managed to 
set his foot on the trailing skirt of her 
dress.

Her face flushed in anger, and she 
snatched her robes around lief with any
thing but tbe lady-like grace Seymour 
Lyle had always so much ad ni red in her.

“ You awkward down !” she exclaimed 
sharply. “ Learn to keep off a Indy’s 
dress or T will have yon discharged !”

“ Beg pardon mem,” said John, polite
ly pulling bis red foretop, “but it ain’t 
every poor fellow as has been brought, up 
in the school of politeness, and learned 
what to do with his hands and feet,”

“ Who aske l you to reply ?’ sho retort
ed, contemptuously,

“ Nobody, mem.”
Mrs. Wayne met her on the stairs.
“ Mother, that new footman of yours is 

an idiot! And he looks enough to give 
me the horrors. Heaven ! wjiat a chill 
evening it has been ! Mr. Lyle was not 
there, and I made myself as. hideous ns 
white and simplicity for nothing. No oth
er person has any appreciation for that 
style. When we are married; though, I 
will teach him that diamonds are more to 
my taste than white roses.”

“ I dare sav,” muttered John between 
his teeth. “ I dare say you’d have no ob
jection^ begin the lesson at once.

All the next day Miss Annette was cross 
and out of sorts. On poor! John her 
wrath especially descended, lie could do 
nothing to suit her and more than 
sharp reprimand he listened to, delivered 
in that voice lie had once thought so soft 
and sweet as being incapably of being 
to the high key, which, after I all seemed 
most natural to it.

Annette gave John orders riot to admit 
any one; she was not at home ; and she 
passed the day curled up on the sofa in the 
back parlor, with an old novel, and taking 
lier ease in a soiled wrapper, and stock
ings none too fresh from the lafindry.

Just before dark there was tl timid ring 
at the door. John opened it-,] and 
little shivering figure on the broad steps. 
A pair of brown eyes looked up whistfully 
in his face, and a musical voice asked—

“ Is Miss Annette at home?”
Looking into tlio brown eyes; and notic

ing the soft color which came and went 
charmingly on the pearly check], John for
got that he had orders to deny] his young 
mistress to any callers, and said quite in 
his naturnl voice—

“ Yes, she'is. Will you wa|lk in?”
Thc.girl stepped into the hall, and he 

saw that she was thinly dressed, and that 
she carried a bundle, 
to the back parlor nt once, wlujre Annette 
having renounced her sofa, was ensconced 
in an arm-chair, with her feet on the fen- 
dar.

Sho looked up and frowned gt the intru
sion. . 1

“ Dear little thing said ho to himself. 
“I wish I had given her fifty instead of 
ten, but then she would have suspected it 
did not conio from Miss Wayne. How 
pretty she is. I rather think I’d like to 
he her footman. I’ll make her acquain
tance some way. It’s fortunate for 
that she dropped her card in the hall 
she went out ; let me see,” aud he drew 
out a bit of paste board and studied the 
delicate chirography by the light of the 
street lamp—“ Miss Mariette Ainslce, No. 
8 B street. She must be dreadfully poor, 
for B street is a wretched place. But I’ll 
make an errand there.”

The next day John knocked at tbe door 
of No. 8 B street. Miss Ainslce ans
wered the summons, and invited him to 
enter.

, It was a meagre little room into which 
she ushered him but for all that it 
neat and cheerful. A geranium was bloom
ing on the sill, and on a table by the side 
of a bed. there was a red rose bush cov
ered with blossoms. On the bed lay a 
golden haired child of five or six years, 
her face ivasted by disease, and one trans
parent, little hand resting on the quiet head 
of a little white kitten.

Poor John was terribly embarrassed, 
but Miss Ainsloe kindly helped him to 
explanation of his errand.

“ You come from Miss AVayno, I sup
pose ?”

“Yes, mem,” said John, “that is to 
say no mem ! I corno for myself,” and he 
came to a dead stop.

Mary was looking at him curiously, so 
he plunged into the matter at random.

“ You seel thought, that is I decided, 
I should like an opera cape myBclf like 
Miss Wayne’s you know.”

The girl laughed, but checked herself 
at the sight of ber visitor’s distressed face.

“ For a friend I suppose?”
John caught eageily at the suggestion.

Yes, you are

She ex-
\

IK'SS.masque- 
I shall always re

gard it as the golden moment of my life 
when I made application for the situation 
as footman of Mrs. Wayne. Else, per
haps, I should never have known you my 
darling. ”

“ Eut who are you? I do not undcr- 
stan—"

li
me

All Englishman, some years sinoe, vis
ited the tomb of Napoleon and wrote ip 
the register a verse on the cx-Emperor to 
this effect : Farm Accounts.—M*r. Wallace, of the 

Cl ira lleruld, in a late agricultural dis- 
cust’on, strongly aud properly advocated 
the absolute necessity of keeping careful 
books of account of the operations on the 
farm. He says very justly that many far
mers go on from year to year, raising and 
selling without having any correct know
ledge of the profit or loss of the different 
crops. It is natural that every farmer 
should know exactly what crops pay and 
what don’t. He says he has known far
mers to grow oats year after year, and 
selling it at thirty cents per bushel, who 
did not know they were doing it at a loss. 
This state of things ought to be remedied, 
but it can only be by farmers, who, jiist as 
itiueh as the manufacturer, the merchant, 
or the storekeeper, should have his regu
lar books, where the whole operations of 
the farm should be distinctly stated, and 
his receipts and expenditures appear to the 
last cent.

“ I am Seymour Lyle. My good mother 
has been for some timo arrangiug a mar
riage between myself and Miss Annette 
Wayne. And I, not being quite 
that the young lady mentioned was the an
gel she seemed, disguised myself and ob
tained the situation of footman in her 
mother’s house. I am satisfied with the 
result, and now when shall I have 
wife ?”

Bony -as ft great man,
A soldier leave anil true,

. But Wellington did lick him at 
Tlie field of Waterloo.

In 1820, Henry Clay fought (l»is sçc- 
ond duel) with John Bandolph, just across 
the Potomac, as Bnndolph perferred to 
die, if at all, on Virginia soil. Ho éè- 
ceived Clay’s shot, and fired in the aii'.-r- 
Tliis was in accordance with a declaration 
made to Mr. Benton, who spoke to Ran
dolph of a call, the evening before, On 
Mrs. Clay, aud alluded to the quiet sleep 
of her child and the repose of the mother. 
Randolph quickly replied : 
nothing to disturb the sleep of the cljild 
or the repose of the mother. ’ " *

When Randolph fired he remarked 
“ I do not shoot at you, Mr. Clay,” and 
extending his hand, advanced towar^. Mr- 
Clay, who rushed to meet him. Randolph 
showed Clay where his ball struck his 
coat, and said facetiously : “ Mr. Olaÿ,
you owe pie a coat,” V

Clay replied, “ Thank God the debt ,js 
They were friends ever 

. *

so sure
An American, to punish the braggart, 

‘wrote immediately under it the following :

Hut greater still, and braver far,
And tougher than shoe-leather, 
as. Washington, the 
Have licked ’em both together.

ids,wed by tender pnrent’s In
V

hat couldmyity ;i
•nielli

“Indeed, Mr. Lyle, evcrvtMncr is . •
changed now. Yon arc a man of v°altli A man lost his wife, anu some of his 
and position, and—” ly^xihors called in to oiler him consola-

“ All the more reason why T should not turn, when lie made his appearance all eo- 
wait,” ho exclaimed, taking her to his verod with dirt and water. “Why, Mr. 
arms again; and we presume-that his ar- '’rown' what have you been doing ?” said 
guments were all convincing, for a month ol?2’ _ Y J'0" se?’ ’ ',ß’ “ m>"
later there was a wedding at St. Haul’s j e Sfb made it a kind ot brokon
and Mary Ainslce was the bride. ’ ®° I thought I would cleau out my

And Miss Annette Wavno wondered wc‘*' 
where on earth Seymour Lyle managed 
to pick up the wretched little Miss Ainslce.

“ I shall do

flojntlar Mali's. an

MRS. WAYNE’S FOOTMAN.

“ Yes, mother, I grant all you say read
ily enough ; Miss Wayne is beautiful, a- 
greeable and accomplished. She sings su
perbly, snd plays with teste and skill. 
And she wears her dry goods with infinite 
grace, and has a class in Sabbath school, 
and always favors the contribution plate 
with a greenback, but still I am not so 
sure of her heart. And mother, if I mar- 

a woman whom I can respect

Seymour Lyle threw himself down on an 
ottoman at his mother’s feet, and engaged 
himself diligently in a business in which 
men generally excel, in tangling the silks 
and worsteds in the workbasket he had ta
ken from the ottoman to his knee.

Mrs. Lyle lifted her silken morning robe 
a little out of her son’s way for she was one 
of those immaculate ladies who cannot bear 
to have their robes crushed or tumbled, 
and let her handsome dark eyes rest a mo
ment on his face.

She smiled pleasantly, ns if pleased 
with the picture. She had reason to be. 
Seymour wub her only child—twenty-four, 
handsome, noble and honorable. He had 
just entered upon the practice of law in his 
nutivo city, and bade fair to distinguish 
himself in the profession he had chosen.

“ Well, mother?” he said questioningly, 
smiling up into the still youthful face of 
his only remaining relative.

“ Seymour, I am sorry you are so sus
picious. Do you know that it is a point of 
law always to consider n person innooent 
and pure until proven otherwise? A law
yer should be law abiding, my son.”

“Perhaps this business makes 
picîous. I do not think I am by nature. 
But in this ease I am, to a certain extent. 
However lightly I may sometimos speak of 
it, I look upon marriage as a solemn thing. 
A compact too holy to be entered upon 
«without some thought. It is an obligation 
■ono caflnot put off at will like a distasteful 
garment, aud if I marry I want to marry 
» woman with whom I can be happy. An
nette Wayne is lovely and charming, and 
:idl that, but—

“Well, Seymour?”
“ I cannot take her on trust, oven sup

posing she is ready to accept me. 
sire to prove her, and I shall 
goinp to live ill the same house with her, 
and in such a capacity that I can read her 
character as I never could if I mot her 
equal ground.”

“What wild plot now, Seymour? I 
trust you will remember you have a proud 
old family name to keep up.”

“ Never fear, mother mine. The dead 
and gone Seymours shall not blush in their 
graves at anything I inny do—God helpitig 
me. Mrs. Wayne has advertised for a 
footman and I am about to apply for the 
place.”

“You ! Seymour Lyle ! Are you mad ?”

A Scotch barber, who was much given 
to dram drinking, was one day shaving a 
customer, who finding the fumes of the 
whiskey ton much for him, in the middle 
of the job lost liis patience and exclaimed: 
“ Timt horrid drink! 
plied emphatically: “Ay, ay, sir, it 
does mak’ the face awfu’ tender.”

no greater ! 
after.

' In 1882, Martin was killed by Can*.— 
Their first names are not remembered. 
They wore from the »South.

In 1888, Mr. Key, son of Frank Key, 
and brother of Rarton Key, of Sit-kliB 
notoriety, met Mr. »Sherborn, and exchan
ged a shot, when Sherborn said :

“ Mr. Key I have no desire to kill

A Writer in the Scientific American, 
thinks the Scuppeinong grape is destined 
to revolutionize grape growing and wine 
making in America. It is without an equal 
in productiveness aud quality ; never rots 
ami never mildews. The vines live one 
hundred years, bearing yearly after ten 
years of age, from twenty to fifty bushels 
of grapes, yielding from fifty to one hundred 
and twenty gallons of wine. It needs no 
pruning, training or trcllisiug. Will grow 
wherever corn or cotton w ill flourish ; is 
sw-eet, rich, juicy and luscious, and has no 
superior as a dessert grape, strange that 

many excellent qual
ities should not have been fully tested in 
the North. It is a native ofSouth Caro
lina.

New Field for Immigrants.

Captain Plumacher, of the Swiss army, 
aud commissioner of the Swiss Emigration 
Society, who has lately visited the South 
with a view to ascertaining its inducements 
for immigration, has lately forwarded a 
report to the society, as well as to the gov
ernment of Switzerland, through the Swiss 
consulate at Washington, 
which has been lately published, sets forth 
intelligently the advantages over the West 
which the Southern, including the border 
States, preseiyt tor European immigration. 
The writer says :

“ Up to this timo the tide of emigration 
set blindly towards the West, and 
now the larger portion of it will seek the 
same destination ; but I ask the man de
sirous to emigrate why will you go to the 
far West when fertile lands arc much near
er? When Maryland. Virginia, North Car
olina, Tennessee and Alabama offer in
ducements to emigrants which cannot be 
surpassed elsewhere ; nay, more, scarcely 
equalled ?

The writer proceeds to speak of the bor
der States, and becomes enthusiastic

The barber re-

A Berkshire paper says that a fellow in 
this vicinity went courting his girl on 
Monday evening, and wishing to he con
versational, observed: “The thermomo- 
kron is twenty degrees below zelon this 

” “Yes,” innocently replied the 
“such kind of birds do fly higher 

some seasons of the year than others.”

ry I wjgyt 
and I ’ve.

you.
This document “ No matter, 

kill you.”
“ Very well, then, 

will now kill you.”

said Key, “ I came to

said Sherborn, I 
And lie did.

In 1888, W. J. Graves of Kentucky, 
nssuimiiing the quarrel of James Watson 
I\ ebb with Jonathan Chilley, of Maine, 
selected this place for Chilley’s murder? 
hut the parties learning that Webb, with 
two friends, Jackson and Morrell, 
armed and in pursuit, for the purpose of 
assassinating Chilley, moved towards the 
river, and nearer the city. Their pur
suers moved toward the river, hut missed 
the parties, and then returned to the city, 
to whioh were soon followed by Graves 
and the corpse of Chilley.

“ Yes, yes, for a friend, 
correct. Can you do it for me?”

What color would you perfer?”
“ O any color,” said John ; “ it don’t 

matter—that is, it- is immaterial. How 
would n green one look ?”

“I should hardly fancy that color, 
plied Mary.

“ Well, well, I leave it all to your good 
taste. It is for an elderly lady, and there 
is money to purchase the material, and 
you need not hurry about the work. Any 
time will do.

“ Miss Ainslee picked up the hundred 
dollar note laid down, and regarded him 
in silent surprise.

,* I am not insane,” he said laughingly, 
“ only a little eccentric—”

“ But here is much more than enough 
money—”

“0, never mind about that! we will 
settle that when the work is done. And 
I shall want to oall now and then to see 
how you get along with it.”

And John bowed himself out.
The next day he gave Mrs. Wayne 

tice that he must leave her; tho work 
didn’t agree with his digestion, was the 
reason he gave.

He was satisfied as regarded Annette, 
and Mrs. Lyle was forced to give up her 
long cheeriBhed plan of seeing her son the 
husband of the gay and beautiful belle.

Seymour Lyle was in his office every day 
until six o’clock, and after that hour no 
know anytjiing of his whereabouts. But, 
John, Mrs. Wayne’s quondam footman, 
was at No. 8 B street almost every evening.

He was so interested in the progress of 
that capo that ho could not let a day pass 
without giving its inspection his personal 
attention and he contrived to make himself 
so agreeable to Miss Ainsleo that she look
ed for the coming of the shabby blue coat 
and the led hair uudor that seedy hat, us 
one looks for a ray of sunshine in a cloudy 
day. J

one
evening.
maiden,

I a grape possessing

rc- A certain man lost his wife anil had a 
stone erected over her grave, 
cd a second wife, and sho died, when he 
had the tonih-stone split, and it thus 
cd for the two departed. He proposed to 
a third, but the lady quaintly remarked : 
“I do not believe that stone will split 
again.”

even
He marri-

Trin Molk.—The food and habits of the 
mole incidentally became tlie subject of 
discussion at a meeting uf fruit-growers ill 
Cincinnati, the question being whether or 
not the animal subsisted entirely on animal 
food, Buch as worms, etc. Dr. Bluud, 
editor of the North Wettern Farmer, was 
present, and said that since lie had de: 
fended tho mole in his paper and recom
mended it to the kind treatment of the 
farmer, he had received many communi
cations, and finally the stomach of a mole 
in which undigested corn was to be seen 
with the naked eye, and had consequently 
concluded that he had been wrong and 
that the animal was really destructive of 
vegetation.

serv

ît;
saw a

Punch says : “ Women aro said to have 
stronger attachments than 
evinced in little things, 
attached to an old hat; hut did

It is 
A man is often

men.
upon

the subject, comparing their “splendid cli
mate” to that of Nothern Italy, and dwel
ling upon their fertile lands, noble forests, 
fine water-power, mineral wealth, mild 
winters and the great advantage of nearness 
to tlie principal Atlantic markets. He 
then combats objections to settlement in 
the South, which, npparenly, have been put 
in circulation by those who fear that the 
current of European immigration will be 
directed from tlie West to the Southern, 
Atlantic and Middle States. Among these 
are statements that emigrants would be 
treated like slaves, that lawlessness reigned 
supreme, Ac. opinionssaid by Captain Plu
macher to be largely entertained in Europe, 
and which, a short time ago, ho himself 
held. Personal examination has disabused 
his mind, and now enables him to stato tho 
ready and cheerful spirit in which emi
grants are received in the South, and the 
disposition to assign to them every privi
lege, political and social. He also vindi
cates the willingness of the Southern peo
ple to accept the issues of the day, and to 
direct their efforts to the commercial and 
industrial development of their section.

Such reports as this cannot but have 
some effect in drawing the attention of em
igrants to the Southern States, whilst the 
South," on its part, may facilitate the 
ment by adopting the suggestions of the 
writer that the wealthy should make judi
cious advances to immigrants without 
means to obtain land and build dwellings; 
that landholders should parcel out their 
acres to those who are ready to cultivate 
them, and citizens contribute by receiving 
the stranger from, abroad with kindness 
and encouragement.

Stovepipe Hats.—The New York Com
mercial doth moralize about them thus : 
“Artist ridicule the “stovepipe;” they 
point out with force and clearness the rules 
of art it violates ; they exhibit its short
comings in semblance as a matter of beau
ty ; yet we defy them to select or divise a 
head-dress which shall so unmistakably de
note the gentleman of the nineteenth cen
tury, as this. There is no figure of tie 
antique, no méditerai model whose head
gear bears such social signficancc. Ufi- 
gainly, unæsthctic, unmeaning when as 
an isolated object, place it on the head of 
a man of av erage appearance, and his 
peet becomes at once respectable. Tliii< is 

even with persons whose port is petty. 
Hmv much more with one whose carriage is 
noble,' Whose head is well set upon liis 
shoulders ; whose face fronts that of his 
fellowmon with a solf-possessed dignity of 
mien ! Whatever may be said against the 
“stovepipe,” and its faults are many, no 
man on the promenade can look the gen- 
niand of our period without it.”

f
you ever

know of a woman having an attachment 
for an old honnet?”80

** Boy, did you let off that gun? 
claimed an enraged schoolmaster. “ Yes, 
~ • ” <» Well, wfiat do you think I ought
to do with you?” “ Why, let me off.”

ox-

f sir.
t -r. .! Valuable Advick.—Keep milk cows or 

fat cattle in tlie same inclosurc withHe ushered her in- “ Steel your heart,” said a considerate 
father to liis son, for you are now going 
among some fascinating girls.” “ ] had 
much rather steal theirs.”

me sus-
your

sheep; and dogs cannot molest them. 
This is a Secret worth hundreds of thous
ands to fanners and the state, It ought to 
be published iu every week’s paper, and the 
owner of sheep to subscribe for our paper. 
Thirty years experience lias established the 
soundness of this advice.

I

as-

Artcmus Ward said some men that do 
a great deal of bizincss in their line, I 
tiee, do a groat deal of lien iu their bizi
ncss.

so,
s one“ John ! you stupid blockhead! I told 

you I was not at homo to-day ! ’
“Beg pardon, mem; I forgot,

»lohn, nervously.
“Well, it’s one of my working people, 

so it’s of no particular consequence. Miss 
Ainslee, have you brought me the cape? 
John, put some coal on tho fire. It’s 
cold as Groenland hero, 
you have done it, Mary.

The girl unrolled her bundle, and dis
played a pink Thibet opera caj t 
dcrod in white so exquisitely t 
forgot himself again, and stood] gazing at 
it iu profound admiration.

“ Dont stand there gazing Jtihn ! 
Annette, sharply. “Futon 
Then to Miss Ainslce,

Worms in Dried Fruit.—Sassafras 
hark, mixed with dried fruit, it is said will 
keep out worms. The remedy can easily 
be tried, as it will not injure the fruit iu 
any manner.

Youatt, the well-known veterinary 
geon, who has been bitten eight or ten 
times by rabid unimals, says that crystal of 
the nitrate of silver rubbed into the wound 
will positively prevent hydrophobia in the 
bitten person or animal.

A Maryland farmer says a lump of ter 
about the size of a hickory nut forced down 
the throat of a hog suffering with the chol
era will cure it.

Wood ashes liberally applied to potato 
ground will add materially to its produc
tive powers. The potete is a great absorb
er of potash.

A man may bo said to have a vegetable 
countenance who is a “cabbage-head,” 
and has carroty hair, reddish cheeks, and 
a turn-up nose.

Mrs. Finch says no man who chews to
bacco can expect-’o-rntc as a gentleman.

Domestic Magazines—wives who are al
ways blowing up their husbands.

I do
do so. I am Let jis see how

Milk for Heart Disease.—Dr. 1‘uclso- 
lire avers that a milk diet, if strictly ad
hered to, will releive a person aftlioted with 
certain forms of the heart disease. Under 
the influences of this diet the impulse «f the 
heart diminishes, together with pi 
and the congested condition of 
tho brain the lung. The-|iatient experi
ences unexpected improvement, and by the 
adoption of this plan life inny be prolonged, 
even in cases where a permanent oureenh- 
not tie hoped for.

-----------------•——-------- enl
Keep your temper. The cold lintnmer 

moulds and masters red-hot imu.

m . f e, embroi- 
liat John

on
Little Nellie, the sick child, 

so free from
* was never 

as she was when
.

pain,
John’s strong arms held her, nnd she lis
tened to the stories ho told lier, and the 
songs he sung her, as she listened to noth
ing else on earth.

l’onr little thing her life of suffering 
grew feebler every day, and one morning 
while alone with her sister, she pnt her 
two hnnds together and cried out—

“ Mamma, take me!”

niovo- itution, 
e face,

t
Some ono oalls the time of 

girls’ hands, the palmy days of life.
said 

line ooal !” 
“ It is ijcally very 

well executed, nnd ] will give you some
thing more of the same sort tor do before 
long. You can go now, for t’s nearly 
dark, aud you’ll ho afraid if yoji stop l#n- 
gcr.”

squeezing

:
An early spring—jumping out of bed at 

five o’clock, in the morning.
'

I

!\ hat roof covers the most noisy tenaut? 
The roof of the mouth.it


