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>ANNIE AN1) WILLIE'S PRAY-
ER.

'Twas the eve befcre Christmas, "Good
night." had been said,

And Annie and Williu- had crept into bed;
There were tears on their pillows, and tears

in their eyes,
And each little bosom was heaving with siglts,
For to-night their stern father's command

had been given,
That they should retire precisely at seven
Instead of ateight, for they troubled him more
With questions unheard of, than ever before.
He told them he tbought this delusion a sin,
No sach being as "Santa Claus" ever had

been;
And he hoped after this, he should never

more hear
How he scrambled down chimneys, with

presents each year.
And this was the reason that two little heads
So restlessly toss'd on their soft downy beds,
Eight-nine-and the clock on the steeple

toll'd ten;
Not a word bad been spoken between them

till then;
When Willie's sad face from the blanket

did peep,
And whispered "Dear Annie, is you fast

asleep ?"
"Why no, brother Willie," a sweet voice re-

plies,
"I've been trying in vain, but I can't shut

my eyes,
For somehow it makes me sorry, because
Dear papa has said there is no 'Santa Claus.'
Now we know that there is-and it cant be

denied,
For he came every year before mamma died.

And on it the~ ring for which Annie had

prayed;A soldier, in un~,forrn, stood by a sled"With bright shi~4g runners, and all paint-ed red."Thrre were balls, dogs and horses, bookspleasing to see,~
And birds of all c~l~S were perched in the

tree;
While "Santa Claus," langhing, stood up in

the top,
As if getting rcady more presents to drop.

And as the fond father the picture surveyed,
'~ ~ ~... .1. ho'A h~'n amnlv rA~

And the very gifts pray'd for were all of
them found.

They laughed and they cried, in their inno-
cent glee,

And shouted for "Papa" to come quick and
see

What presents "Santa Claus" bro't In the
night-

(Just the things that they wanted), and left
before light;

"And now," added Annie, in voice soft and
low,

"You'll believe there's a 'Santa Claus,' Pala,
I know;"

While dear little Willie climbed up on h*s
knee,

Determined no secret between them should
be,

And told in soft whispers how Annie had
said

That their blessed mamma, so long ago dead,
Used to kneel down and pray by the side of

her chair,
And that God up in Heaven had answered

her prayer;
"Then we dot up and prayed just as well as

we could,
And God answered our prayer, now wasn't

He dood !"
"I should say that he was, if he sent you all

these,
And knew just what presents my children

would please,
('Well, well, let him think so, the dear little

elf,
'Twould be cruel to tell him I did it myself."')
Blind father ! who caused your heart to re-

lent
And the hasty words spoken so soon to re-

pent?
'Twas the Being who you steal softly up

stairs.
And made you His agent to answer their

prayers.
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A Christmas Story for
Boys- and Girls.
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BY SQUIBS.
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Dump Boyle is a little boy of
this town, as mischievous a little

boy perhaps as wanders about the
streets. But what boy is not mis-
chievous ? Since the day that
Adam was expelled from the gar-
den of Eden, and old Mother Eve
switched. Cain with a bamboo
briar for digging her pindars, to

the time that Washington's daddy
was about to lather him for hack-
ing his cherry tree, and down to
the present, boys have been mis-
chievous. Mischievousness is no

evidence of meanness, or trifling-
nessor anything base. It belongs
to boys as much so as to monkeys.
Now Dump, as we have said, is

a mischievous boy, not of the past
but of the present. Mischievous
boys are curiosity-seeking boys.
They are like bad pennies, to be
found everywhere, in this place
and that place, hunting up novel-
ties. Everybody knows thatChrist-
mas times produce a great many
novelties, and not only the young,
but even the middle-aged and the
old, men and women, may be seen

looking and searching around for
curious Christmas toys to make
presents of to their children and
friends.
It was the day before Christ-

mas, and anyone observant might
have seen on the streets of New-
berry numerous per.sons, seemimg-
ly bent on looking for Christmas
novelties-as fire-crackers, toys,
&c.; while among them, scattered
ere and there, roamed a large
number of boys, black and white,

peeping in at the windows of the
stores and pointing outthis quaint
thing and that quaint thing to

the gazers.
Foremost and most prominent

of the boys was to be seen Dump,
who seemed determined to see all
the sights. It was somewhat ad-
vanced in the night and iDump
should have been at home; but he
was still to be seen moving about,
watching the display of Roman
candles, the popping of crackers,
the fizzing of Japanese curioses,
the flight of rockets, &c.
Dump had about ten cents in

his pocket, and he took a notion
to buy him a pack of crackers, but
being in somewhbat of a speculative
mood and conceiving as Christmas
Eve was passing away he might
probably get two packs, he stop-
ped in at Burns'.
"Got any fire-crackers ?" asked

Dump.
"Yes," exclaimed Burns.
"Well. I reckon I'll give you ten

cents for two packs," said Dump.
"Clear out from here with your

ten cents," growled Burns, "or I'll
make a cracker out of you."
"Yes, I know you will," re-

sponded Dump, sachaying out on

the street; "you look like making
a cancme out of nyhady," while

ho played with his fingers Yankee
Doodle on the end of his nose.

"What do you want, Dump?"
said Tom Lake, as he rushed into
Shackleford's.
"What do I want, eh ? Is that

anything to you? Why, I want
a baked bull dog and a slice of
roast monkey."

"Well, if that's all you want,"
said Shackleford, "travel some-

where else," and Dump disap-
peared.

"Well, Dump," said Todd, as he
passed along by his store, "what
cin I do for you this Christmas
E&e ?"

"Why give me a Christmas pres-
ent! What else ?" responded
Duip.

"I'll give you a box with five
hand'.es to it," answered Todd.
"Ycu will, eh ?" said Dump;

"you don't say so, you old dotand
go one.' and he shied off.
As D:mp passed along up street

he encotntored a drummer, who
said: "Yell, my little lad, what
are you doing out this time o'

night ?"
"Why, I'm looking out for

Christmas presents," responded
Dump.

"I reckon your father will give
you one," sai- the stranger.

"Haven't git any father," re-

plied Dump; "he's dead."
"Well, then, I guess you've got

a mother."
"Yes, I'se got a mother, but she

ain't got anythikg to give herself;
so you see I'm trying to look out

for myself."
"That's a good idea," spoke the

stranger; "capital. Always de-

pend on yourself. Well, my little
chap," continued the drummer,
"my opinion is, you o'ght to be
at home. I'll give you a Christ,
mas present if you'll go home. I

expect your mother wants you
now. Here," and he extended his

hand, placing ten cents in that of
Dump's.
"Much obliged to you," replied

Dump, as he took the ten cents
and examined by the moonlight
to see if it was good ; then put it
in his pocket and made for home.
When Dump got home his mo-

tber was about to thrash him, but
ho begged so eloquently she only
scolded him and let him off for
that time. Dump drew up to the
fire, warmed himself; stripped off
and went to bed. As he lay asleep
he had a dream. If there bad
bcen no Christmas, Dump would
never have had this dream and
this Christmas story would never

have been told at all- '

Dump dreamed that he had a

pocket full of fire-crackers, half a

dozen Roman candles, two or three
sky-rockets,Japanese curioses and
toys without end. HIe never bad
got together during one Christmas
so many. He was loaded down.
It was late at night. The stores
were all closed-even the bar-
rooms. Ho didn't see a soul on

the streets ; not even a policeman.
It was bitter cold. He was trying
to find his way home. but the
more he tried the farther he got
off. He sat down in despair on

the depot p)latform. He was much
troubled in mind about the thrash-
ing he expected to get when he
got home. He laid down his
tricks and was about to commence

crying.
Just then he beard sleigh bells;

the tiniest, dreamiest, sweetest
lttle tinkle that he ever heard in

his life. All at once to his -aston-
ished vision there appeared in full
canter eight tiny snow white rein-
deer, not larger than rabbits, draw-
ing a miniature sleigh made of
diamonds, rubies, pearls and tor-
toise shellg, with silver thills and
golden runners, ornamented with
innumerable little silver and gold-
en bells no bigger than a lady pea ;
while inside on an ivory seat lined
with costliest velvet and ermine
sat a funny looking little old fel-
low with a nose like an eagle's
bill, while masses of snowy white
hair fell on his shoulders and a

long snow white beard swept to
his knees. Ho had shaggy eye-
brows; two cunning, sparkling
little black jet eyes ; a full, round,
ruddy face, that beamed with good
humor ; a huge mouth from which
protruded the prettiest little pipe
in the worl from which ponred

forth clouds of amber colored
smoke. He was chubby, fat and

plump, with short arms and short
legs, and looked to be about the
size of a six months baby. He
was dressed from head to foot in
shaggy furs ; he wore on his head

a snow white Polar bear cap adorn-
ed with the prettiest feathers im-

aginable, of every hue, and his
feet were encased in walrus boots.
Over his shoulders were thrown

packs of toys, while Roman can-

dies, sky-rockets, crackers, and

pyrotechnics of every kind bris-
tled up all around him. He had
a round little belly that shooked
when he laughed, like a bowl of
jelly. In fact, he was the very
picture of a jolly old elf. As he
dashed by Dump he whistled and
shouted
"Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer!

now, Vixen!
On, Cupid! on Comet! on, Donder and

Blixen!"

"lello, you! I say, mister,
can't you help a fellow in a hitch?"
"Whish-sh-sh !" said Santa;

and the eight tiny snow white
reindeer stopped as quick as a

wink, knocked their little horns

together and stood prancing and
pawing with their tiny hoofs in
the most imratient manner.

"Who's that calling out this
time o' night ?" cried the little
man, standing. straight up and
looking all around.

"It's me," replied Dump, a little
frightened, in a tremulous voice,
and stepping out in the clear
moonshine.
"And .who's me ?" reiterated

Santa, in a pleasant, chuckling
voice.
"Why, I'm Dump Boyle"-
"Oh, yes, a boy, of course, and a

mischievous one at that," exclaim-
ed Santa; "I might have known
it without asking. I ain't got
time to talk, Dump ; got miles
and miles to ride by to-morrow

morning."
"And who are you ?" called out

Dump ; "sleighing about hero this
time o' night ?"
"I'm Santa Claus-Kris Kringle

-St. Nicholas, if you please-
giver of Christmas gifts."
"Well, I only wanted to ask
you"-
"Yes, yes, yes," exclaimed San-

ta, "I know ; you want to ask
about some presents. It's all right,
all right ; list all made out ; goods
packed and labelled ; no freight.
lain't time to chat now. Go

home, Dump, and go to bed, that's
a good boy."
"But I'm lost," continued Dump,

half way whimpering, "and can't
nd the way home."
"Lost and can't find your way
bom-pshew !"

"Well, Uncle Santa, can't you
take me home?" whined Dump.
"Why, you'd fall out of this

sleigh, get smashed to pieces and
our neck broken in no time."
"I1l try it," said Dump.
"Well, jump in here," responded

Santa, "and I'll give you a ride

anyho w.
"What shall I do with all these

things of mine ?" asked Dump.
"Put them in my magic box,"

said Santa ; and n ith that he lifted

up the shaggy fur curtain of the
seat. "See there !" said he ; and

Dump, boy like, looked in and saw
a deep box full of the tiniest little
Christmas presents. There were

rocinghorses, miniature engines,
dolls, tops, ba,lls, books, games,
candies, suits of clothing, drums,
&c.; in fact, everything you could
mention or think of ; but so little,
onecould hardly see them. "This
is the way I carry my load," said
Santa. "When I put anything in
this box it shrinks up ; when I
take it out again it's as big as

ever. Put in your traps," vocif-,
crated Santa. "Quick ! quick !"

Dump threw them in and they
changed in an instant to the size
of a pin-head. "Sit down," stern-

ly spoke Santa ; "look out ! On,
Dasher ! Tsit, tsit !"

The reindeer gave a bound and
up they went, Santa, Dump, sleigh
and all; and in a moment they
wre prancing away to the top of
the p.orch, to the top of the wall,
of J. R. Leavell's house,
"With a box full of to3s, and Santa Claus,

too."
Santa filled his pack from his

stock and dropped down the cbim-

ney. In a quarter of a minute he

popped out again, like a jumping-
jack, shot out like a ray of light,
skipped through every house on

the way to Lambert Jones'. Again
Santa filled his pack, gave a "tsit"
on by Bob McCaughrin's, over to

Boozer's, Peoples', Billy Johnson's,
Maybin's, over to Martin's, Schum-

pert's, Garinany's ; here, there,
this house, that house; and then
in a twinkling through Foot's,
Sill's, Capt. Gauntt's, and every
house to John Fair's; then to

Wells', Cline's, Coppock's, George
Langford's, Jim Harris', and with
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head

they hovered over the chimney of
the jail.

"I ain't going down here," said
Dump.
"You ain't, eh ?" replied Santa,

and he brought down the butt
end of his little whip, made out of
the thigh bone of a flamingo, with
such force across Dump's head
that a thousand sparks seemed to

fly from his eyes ; then down the
flue, and up again, and off in a

jiffy.
"You haven't been to Chris Su-

ber's, yet," shouted Dump.
"Chris Suber! Chris Suber!"

uttered Santa, tapping his head
with the end of his forefinger, as

if to recall something of the past.
"Yes! yes ! yah !" and as he open-
ed his mouth, out flew a great puff
of smoke. "Yah ! I re-collex-I
re-collex him. Scratched bis name
off my books schujst fuifteen jajrs
ago. What do you -want with
him?"
"Why, you see," replied Dump,

"be devils all of us boys, and I
want to go for him to-night."

"Tsit !" and the tiny sleigh hung
like a fleecy cloud over the chim-
ney of the -room where Chris re-

posed. "Whish-sh-sh!" and they
dropped on the hearth, light as a

feather. The ruddy coals of a fine,
glowing fire that had burned were

dissolving away into ashes; a hazy
light lit up the apartment, that
beamed through the colored glass
of a tulip-shaped chimney on the
lamp on the table, and there lay
Chris, snug as a bug in a rug, with
a red bandana folded around his
head.
"That's him, that's him !" whis-

pered Dump ; "let me tickle his
feet."
"Whish-sh-sh !" murmured

and motioned Santa; then he

plucked from his Polar bear cap
the glossy purple feather of a ring-
necked pheasant, dipped it in the
bowl of his tiny pipe, and handed
it to Dump, who deftly applied it
to the- nose of the slumberer. It
was like the shock of an electric
battery. There was an involunta
ry uprising of the head, then an

explosive sneeze, like unto that
which brought to life the sleeping
Hunchback in the Arabian INights.
There was a chuckle from

Dump, a whistle from Santa, a

rumbling noise up the chimney
like the flight of many swallows,
and away they-flew like the down
of a thistle.
"Where now ?" inquired Dump.
"Over to Giravel Town," and

Dump looked surprised.
"You needn't look so amazed,"

said Santa ; "my mission is to car-

ry joy, happiness and delight to

the hearts and hearths of all. To-
morrow is Jesus' birthday. For
eighteen centuries have I traveled
on this Christmas mission, en-

couraging love, charity and friend-
ship among the races of men and
cheering the hearts of~the young,
whether the children of the great
or the humble, the rich or the

poor, learned or unlearned, black
or white, red or brown, bond or

free, with the happy visions of
the sugar plums, candies, toys,
drums, &e., that would fill their
stockings each Christmas Morn.

It was a bound and a skip
through Mrs. Wilson's, and Hun-
ter's, over to Bob Wrights, across

to Mrs. Mountgo mery's, up the
railroad and down the railroad,
from Lige Philip's to Long's, over

to Burr .Raines' hither, thither,
hippity, hoppity ; and in a twin-
kle the fairy team were dipping
their mouths in the Bandusian
Spring, playfully splashing its
waters with their tiny hoofs,
while Santa and Peter Peterbus

etrkrin, its t.nteInr deity, were

exchanging Christmas cornpli-
ments.
There was a whistle, the sleigh

mounted up above the trees, the
tiny reindeer were clattering over

the shingles of Jack Hair's house,
then down the chimney and up
again, then dashing along like a

flash.
"Your ride's over," said Santa ;

"get out, Dump," and the sleigh
floated over his mother's chimney.
'Quick, quick !"

"I'll not do it," saucily replied
Dump.
"You won't, eh ?" and Santa's

little eyes fairly sparkled. He
suddenly stood straight up, shift-
ed the reins to his left hand, turn-
ed the bowl of his pipe and blew
a puff of smoke in Dump's eyes.
There was a lurch. Dump felt a

blow between his eyes, and down
he dropped, through the flue, on

the hearth below, like an apple
from a tree.

"Tsit !" and the snowy colored
team shot through space like a

meteor, on their way round the
Christian world.
There was a report offire-arms, a

popping of fire-crackers, and Dump
opened his eyes. The sunlight
was streaming through the win.
dow panes, and Dump, to his as-

tonishment, found himself extend-
ed on the bare floor, shivering like
an aspen leaf. He had fallen out
of the bed during the night under
the excitement of his dream.
He raised up, looked over to

the chimney, and there hung a

well-filled stocking. He looked
'round for Santa. "Was it a

dream ?" said he to himself. He
took down the stocking, poured
out the contents, and lo! on a box
was painted a shiny red sled,
striped with gilt and adorned with
a picture of Santa and the eight
tiny reindeer. Underneath was

inscribed :

"At Christmas play and make good cheer,
For Christmas comes but once a year."
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The New Evangelists, Jerry McCauley and
Peter Dwyer-The Spirit working among
the River Thieves-Life in the Slums
--Father McNamara-Stocks--On

Dits, etc.

Away down among the slums, where
children are brought up to swear and steal,
among the bucket-shops and dance halls,
where vile women and viler men make
the night hideous with blasphemy and
drunkenness, an evangelist labors who was

plucked as a brand from the burning. His
face is hard and bronzed, deep seams are
furrowed in it, scars are there that tell of
terrible battles in the past, and which have
left their deep traces on his countenance
never to be effaced till the grave shall
cover it. The face is the face of a man

fearfully, terribly in earnest ; one that, in
his work of evangelization, seems at times
to glow with the courage of a warrior and
the holy inspiration of a prophet. Never
did I feel the gospel power as I felt it in
the presence of this humble follower of
Christ, standing as it were in the Valley of
the Shadow of Death. And there is ano-
ther like unto him, whose life is dedicated
to the service of the Master, and who la-
bors without money and without price,
looking for his reward beyond the Jordan's
stormy banks.
Peter Dwyer and Jerry McCauley are

not model evangelists according to the
standard of Dr. Hall of the Fifth Av-enue or

Dr. Dix of Holy Trinity. Perhaps pompous
old Brown, the mammoth sexton of Grace
Ghurch, might not be able to find a seat
for these humble disciples within his mag-
nificent sanctuary, and yet when the final
count shall be made up, perhaps these
lowly ones may come for their reward.
bearing to the Savior's throne hundreds of
ransomed souls rescued like themselves
from the very jaws of hell.
Nowhere out of a large city could y ou

find a religious assembly such as nightly
meets at Jerry McCauley's, none are here tb
tell you how good they have been, and
what meritorious acts they have performed,
and how much the Lord is indebted to
them. All these people are sinners, and
they know it, the preacher himself was

once a thief, he wore the striped suit of a

convict, the priest and the Levite passed
him by when he was stricken and sore,
but in 'the hour of his need God remembered
him, and there, within a prison cell, with
the striped suit of a convict on his back,
surrounded by the direst influences that
ever hunted mortal to his ruin, the revela-
tion came to him, and he arose a Christian
man. The thief and the drunkard asked
for forgiveness and was forgiven, and, on
his release from prison, he started out on
the work of evangelization. But the path-
way was crooked and the road was rough
for Jerry McCauley. The tempter en-
snared him, and he fell. No more pitiful
story was ever rehearsed than the struggles
of this rugged but humble disciple of Christ
in his search for religion and for God. The
church shrunk from him as from a leper,
the moral taint that smirched him kept
Christian men and Christian women away
from him. And so, surrounded by all the
evil influences of poverty and vice and
crime, he fought the battle alone and

It was only the other day that I stood
beneath the magnificent dome of Dr. Hall's

church on the Fifth Avenue, the fashionable

1 boulevard of New York. All that wealth
and luxury could furnish was scattered
about vith a lavish profusion. Beneath its
magnificent roof a million and a half of
dollars lie entombed, a costly sacrifice
even for such a temple. Sinners go there,
but not to be saved. They are gilded sin-
ners, from the Stock Exchange, the money
marts and the banks, where vice is plated
with gold, and where silk and velvet hide
corruption and crime. The air was loaded
with perfume, rare flowers in beautiful
vases adorn the pulpit and the altar, ex-

quisite music rolls out from the grand or-

gan, touched by the cunning of a master's
hand, sweet sounds of blended harmony
from a quartette whose pay might rival a
king's ransom, recompense in a measure
the blase dilettante for being deprived of
the delights of the opere, even on the Sab-
bath of the Lord. To the uninitiated, re-

ligion seems dear when the organist costs
five thousand a year, and our soprano is
booked for seven thousand and her car-
riage. Back I went to Jerry McCauley's,
the whole of Jerry's little church did not
cost as much as a single window in Dr.
Hall's-the benches were filled with hard-
looking men and women whoevidently stood
in need of a Saviour and salvation. The
mission house stands on the spot where
orce stood John Allen's dance-house, he
who was called in his day the wickedest.
man in New York. Here the father taught
his little son to blaspheme the name of
God, and here harlots and thieves held
high carnival, away into the small hours of
the morning. After a desperate struggle
John Allen feR, but the seed sown in the
midst of corruption and sin was not all de-
stroyed. Here and there a blade shot up
green and strong, speaking of hope and
salvation. Jerry McCauley appeared upon
the scene, a disciple whose conversion was
more of a miracle than Paul's, when
stricken by the spirit of God, on his way to
Damascus. Among the desperate river-
pirates, whose names are a terror on our

river-front, no man was more feared tha-h
he. The boldest criminal quailed in the
presence of this desperate man who seemed
t: know neither pity nor fear, and who
cared for neither God nor man. As I have
said, the revelation of Christ crucified for
sinners, came to him in a felon's cell,- and
when he was released, he began his holy
mission. Men forsook him, but God stood
by him, and helped him again and again
when he fell. At last, his feet were planted
on the Rock of Ages, and to-day, in his
little mission house, among thieves and
prostitutes, among sinners steeped to the
very lips in crime, he labors bopefully on,
waiting for his Master's summons. In this
city, the other day, a prominent religious
denomination gave five hundred thousand
dollars to the work of evangelization.
China was remembered ; Hindostan was not
forgotten ; France, Germany, and Italy
received a pgrtion of the benefaction ;
even Australia and the remote Fijis re-

joiced in ecclesiastical bounty, but Jerry
McCauley and Peter Dwyer were never
once remembered. Robert Bonner, a tithe
of whose chaxities are never heard of,
stretched forth his hands to help him. Per-
haps he may realize an interest on the in-
vestment when he can no longer hold the
reins over Dexter, in a land where even
The New York Ledger is unknown. Peter
Dwyer is a more recent convert, but a

strong and an earnest worker in the vine-
yard of the Lord. Both these humble
missionaries need help as never man needed
it. Unlike Moody and Sankey, no long re-
tinues of priests and professors aid them in
their holy work, that lies not among the
pure, the innocent, the beautiful, the
sacred, but among the moral lepers and
pariahs of society from whose contact hu-
manity and innocence shrink appalled. Go
there night after night and you can witness
the miracle of thieve.a and harlots on their
knees imploring forgiveness for their sins.
And if these lines shall meet the eye of
any Christian man or woman who desires to

help these humble workers in the vineyard
of the Lord, let them cast their bread upon
the waters, receiving in return the blessed
assurance that it will return after many
days.
Last week Edward Kimball of Dr. Robin-

son's church on the Fifth Avenue succeeded
in raising one hundred and ten thousand
dollars to pay off the church debt. There
is trouble in the Catholic church ; a certain
Father McNamara, a regularly ordained
priest, but without any settled charge,-has
been doing good work in the temperance
cause among the Irish laborers on the West
side. On Sunday last, he made a public
declaration against the Italian influence in
the Irish Catholic church, and signified his
intention to run as an Independent. He
has many followers, and there is no telling
where the struggle will end.
Dime concerts are now the rage, and di-

vide with roller-skating the attention of
our amusement seekers. The Cooper In-
stitute is crowded every Sunday night, and
you get for ten cents about a dollar and a
half's worth of amusement and instruction.
The stock market has been active during

the past week, though on Tuesday the
Bears got a lively shaking-up on Lake
Shore, and ever since have been sucking
their paws while looking for another turn.
Cremation has now become an institution.

The Board of Health which was going to
prosecute Julius Kircher, the man who cre-
mated his baby, have come to the con-
clusion that they have no objection to cre-
mation if properly and legally done,-so if
you want to be cremated come on. Babies
and adults done with neatness and dispatch,
-prices to suit the times.
Glory ! Glory ! Glory ! We now rejoice

in a prehistoric man. None of your mum-
mified Indians or swindling Cardiff giants,
but a real genuine stone man from Colo-
rado, seven feet and a half long, and weigh-
ig six hundred pounds. I can readily
imagine what a terror he must have been to
boarding-house keepers in his day, how af-
ter breakfast they presented him with his
receipted bill and requested him to confer
his patronage -on the hotel around the cor-
ner. The head is the head of a Saxon, the
body is the body of a Celt, he has the legs
of a gorilla, and the. tail of a monkey
Since the announcement of his arrival the
New York Aquarium has been crowded to
get a peep at our antediluvian ancestor.
Mark Twain, at the grave of -Adam, never
experienced a more acute sensation than I
did while contemplating the mute features
of this valued though distant relation.
This is the identical fellow that Darwin saw

in his revealed visions of the past. That
Herbert Spencer and Huxley and Tyndall
indorse Just such chaps as he may now
be scooting around in the Moons of Mars or
turning somersaults in the rings of Saturn.
One thing is certain, he is a remarkable
curiosity. Some of our best scientists have
indorsed him, and while having no special
desire to go back to the primitive condi-
tion of my ancestors, I have no hesitation
in acknowledging the relationship, always
barring the tail.

I am,
Truly yours,

-BROADBRIM.
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Edgefield on the. Constitutional
School &mendment.

COLUMBIA, S. C., Dec. 7, 1877.
EDITOR REGISTER : We see by

your paper of this date that the Edg_ -'^ 1

field Advertiser expressed the opinion
that the people of our county did not
understand during the campaign of
1876, the meaning of the constitu-
tional amendment "relative to the
public schools." You quote the
Advertiser as saying: '"No one knew
or oared what it meant."

To correct any misapprehension
that might be drawn from the article
referred to, we will state that this
amendment to the constitution was
freely discussed by the Democratic
Executive Committee, composed of.
representatives from every township
in the county, and it was unanimously
decided that we would vote in oppo.
sition to the amendment. When we
remember that the ballots for our
County were printed : "For consti-
tutional amendment, yes," and that
'"yes" was stricken ant and "no"
written in its stead, this article in the
Advertiser is a remarkable one. As
to. the wisdom of this vote by the
people of Edgefield, in opposition to
this constitutional amendment, we are
more thoroughly convinced than at
that time.


