
ONLY. 
— Jewds in the air, 

•• Presents meet for Kings who wear -
Diadems; 

Only dew-drops on the leaves, 
Which the wand'ring fancy weaves , , 4 .. 

I'j. ••*.;. Into gems. : - " v . -

. Fairy palace, tree-infolded, 
Xn the lines of beauty moulded, 

Bright and fair; 
Only sun-glints which are streaming 
Through the painted windows, seeming 

Rich and rare. 

Sounds of wings celestial* wheeling 
Through the heavens, and voices pealing 

On the breeze; > 
Only evening which is falling, • f ' 
Ana the feathered songsters calling 

In the trees. 

Till Phoebus in his beauty brings 
The geld- tipped Morning en his wings 

A-gleaming; 
And the many-hued creation 

,v Sets the Soul's imagination 
A-dreaming. * 

Chamber's Journal. 

. ' MOLLY! : , 
A Sketch in Three Tone#. 

From the Argosy. 
When first I entered the room it seemed 

to me that I was confronted by a thick veil 
ef darkness; but when my pupils, contract
ed by the fierce glare of the July sun. out-
side, had become accustomed to the sud
den change, I preceived that a subdued 
light, proceeding from three carefully-
curtained windows, dimly illuminated the 
apartment. I advanced cautiously, thread
ing my way amongst the quaint and oddly-
disposed furniture, until I slipped into the 
little nook where her ladyship reclined on a 
sofa luxurious divan. She was almost 
walled up between a huge black cabinet 
and some curiously carved shelves filled 
with saucers of antique china, each of 
which stood with one side against the wall, 
so as to form a little square chamber within 
the large drawing-room. This corner was 
just big enough to contain the divan, , a 
small, low. ottoman, and a tiny table, on 
which lay a buttercup with a long stalk, by 
the side of a slender vase in which had 
been placed a spray of white currants,. the 
stem and leaves straggling high in the air, 
whilst three or- four bunches of the trans
parent fruit hung ever the edge of the 
glass. ) 

Lady de Burgh was lying back amongst 
deep red cushions, with listless hands 
clasped round her knees, and contemplating 
the vase of currants with the rapture of one 
who has discovered a profound secret. She 
was a woman whose age it was difficult to 
guess, and whose height and figure could 
not be divined from the obscurity of the 
room, the nature of her apparel and her 
lounging attitude. She was very pale, and 
her features, though hardly beautiful, were ! 
refined. She wore no ornaments, not even , 
on her long white fingers, save her wedding 
ring, and on her soft, dark-brown hair, 
which seemed to cling simply about her in 
short dainty waves, without either plait or 

• parting. She was arrayed in a pale-green 
dress with a great deal of old and very yel
low lace about it; it sat loosely around her 
neck and wrists, and though her elbows 
and knees were sharply defined, her waist 
remained unmarked behind the straight and 

.JStggle fold of her silken garb. 
Iftamst not be supposed that I took in Ml 

Sthese facts at a glance. I obseived them 
^gradually as I sat fey Lady de Bur^'hs side 

the divan, whither she motioned me. 
"I am very glad to see you," she said, in 

a low melancholy voice. "I believe I have 
not seen you since the day of my marriage, 
and you were such a rough boy then!" 

"I hope I am not a rough man," I said, 
trying to moderate my voice. "I was only 
fifteen then, and it is twenty years ago. You 
went abroad, and before you came back I 
had gone to India:" 

"Ah! you must have found India very 
trying," she remarked. "But life is a dreary 
affair to all—always desire and never frui
tion." 

"But surely you have no cause tdv.com
plain," I ventured to remonstrate; " Sir John 
is rich and successful, and I understand 
you have a charming daughter." 1 > 

She shivered slightly. "My daughter is 
a shepherdess," she said, "a mere shep
herdess. I do my best for her, but she is a 
mere, •shepherdess. She is entirely her 
father's child, like him negatively and af
firmatively, Would you believe it?—She 
even ridicule my. currants! She says fruit 
ripens to be eaten! Eaten! I - can hardly 
support the idea. Had I had a son he would 
have understood me, sympathized with me, 
intuitively deciphered me." 

"But I hear that Miss de Burgh is infin
itely lovely," I said. 

"No doubt," said Lady de- Burgh, "no 
doubt, the soulless beings you have met in 
towzi think so. Numbers of soulless men 
and women come here, and think her per
fect., And so she is in her way,, but she is 
a mere shepherdess, as I said before. She 
cannot satisfy me. But I seek no joy from 
those of my own hearth; I look for it but 
in this calm seclusion, and occasionally- in 
the intercourse of a select few who can ap
preciate. ". * And she took up the buttercup, 
leaned back among the pillows, and fondled 
the flower against her lip and cheek. 

"I shall be curious to see your shephard-
ess," Saidl. "She seetns well known, not
withstanding that she lives in this retired 

Elace. But I have sought her in vain in 
iondon crowds " 
"You have sought her?" 
"Yes, I wanted to know what my old 

friend's little girl was like, and when I 
found the president of the Royal Academy, 
and the Prime Minister, and the poet-
laurerte, speaking qi her with enthusiasm, 
I thought I would seek her too. They, at 
least, must be some judges of beauty, of 
manners, and of mind.n 

"I do not agree." There is very little 
art at the academy," said Lady de Burgh, 
slowly. "The essence of art is failure— 
failure, because it dares to grope upon the 
hidden shores of the unknown and the in
visible. The imitative art which treats of 
life, and of what is visible and tangible and 
provable, is mere copying, and it is this 
copying which you find at the acad
emy. What I have said applies 
equally to the poet-laureate's verse, which 
is indeed thoughtful at times, but does not 
pretend to fathom infinity, or to explain 
the secrets of nature.^ 
\ I stared. Was Lady de Burgh mad? > 

• "But the Prime Minister?" I gasped, 
" thinking that here, at least, was practical 

ground. 
f "The Premier," she replied, "is, I be-
Vlieve, an honest man, but like all states

men he is utterly commonplace and quite 
i, oblivious of the destinies of the human 
" face. Like all politicians, he. sees only 

îththenakedeye. He does his best, I 

verily believe, bnt he is stupidand entirely 
ignorant of the aims of humanity and- the 
•needs for which it is yearning."* C 

She relapsed, with her -buttercup, intq 
her red cushions •, and I sat stupefied nrd 
speechless. A faint odor., seemed to per
vade the room, and no sound broke the 
stillness. Was I in an enchanted palace? 

"There is no sovereign," began Lady de 
Burgh again; butin so weak a tone that it 
seemed as if she were speaking to herself, 
"there is no sovereign but the inner con
sciousness; there is no parliament but the 
inter-communion of earnest friends; there 
is no law but the law of art; there is no art 
but the expression of the intense longings 
of humanity." 

I tried to speak—I tried to move—but I 
was petrified, spell-bound. 

Suddenly the door opened, and a flood of 
light rushed in. In the warm radiance 
stood a girl of 19, whose symmetry of form 
"and beauty of feature were,, or struck my 
imagination as. being fatiftless.^.She was 
dressed in white,, with something blue 
arbund her slender waist', and'a blue fillet 
in her hair. Itwas as if Aphrodite had 
come to gladden the earth.. 

"Come hither. Molly," ,said Lady de 
Burgh, raising her voice a little, "Come 
and let me introduce pn old friend of mine 
to you." 

This then was the shepherdess, this tall 
maiden with the regal groce, and the won
derful loveliness? She closed the door,but 
her presence seemed to keep the sunshine 
in the room. I stood up, but did not ven
ture to meet her through the maze of chairs 
and tables and china pots which strewed 
the floor, but she was presently with us,and 
our introduction effected,, she seated her
self on the ottoman and looked kindly at 
me. 

"I have heard of you,"she said. "It is 
good of you to come and see us, for you 
are a gra&t Indian statesman now, are you 
not?" She smiled sweetly and spoke 
brightly. 

"Dear Molly," murmured her mother, 
"you have no flower! How .often have,,I 
told you always to carry' a flower in' your 
hand! And you have forgotten your crook! 
My darling, you are so thoughtless." 

"I am sdrry, mamma," said Molly, with 
a cheerful penitent air. "I did carry three 
daisies about all morning, but they were 
quite dead at lnncheon time, so I threw 
them away, and my crook I have mislaid 
somewhere, but I shall find it again. Do 
you know," she added, turning to me, "I 
am as bad as little Bo-peep, for she only 
lost her sheep, whereas I, who have no 
sheep to lose, am-always losing my crook." 

"Such spirits! Such gayety!" whispered 
Ladv de Burgh. "Such a color! Such 
health, and. strength! So painful to a 
mother." . -

The color which.was a' delicate peach-
bloom; heightened slightly at Lady de 
Burgh's "words. But-Molly was serenely 
good-humored. 

"When I am 25," she said demurely, "I 
mean to enter a nunnery. Not thib usual 
kind, but mamma's cloistered cool retreat 
here. I dare say by that time* I shall be 
tired of riding and walking." 

'"You wou't be able to sit here always, 
Mollie," said her mother, plaintively, "I 

where papa has some beautiful Vandycks 
and Beheld, and a Titian, and a Rem
brandt; and the library where he has some 
rare edition* of Shakespeare and other 
books. Do you know papa?" 

"I have never seen him since his wed
ding-day, ^when everyone Vas saying how 
d elightful- it was to witness the union of two, 
artist souls." ^ 

"Did they isay BtoO^j'Tdid 
not know mamma ever thought papa* artis
tic. She says he cannot rise above Shakes-, 
peare, and she says Shakespeare is false 
art. But perhaps papa and I shall grow to 
her ideal some day. She says it might 
burst upon us quite suddenly. What do 
you think?" 

"Heaven forefend!" I could not refrain 
from saying fervently'. "Why, in that oase 
Sir John would burn kis fine books and 
pictures." . 

"Then you don't think I shall ever be like 
mamma?" said Molly, rather dejectedly. 

"I shook my head. 
"Well, I am a little glad," said she,more 

brightly, "for I feel as if I should never 
really care to sit in a dark room and con
template. And yet I can't help being just 
a little bit sorry, for mamma says mine is 
not the highest life." 

I longed to tell her she was perfect, but 
I forbore. 

"But you lead a very useful life," I said, 
guardedly. "You are your father's compan
ion and help." 

"Oh! but that is a pleasure," she cried. 
"I like riding with papa, and doing things 
for him, trying to make him happy. Mam-
una says there is no good in any life which 
does not yearn over humanity. Now, I 
don't yearn—" 

"No, I interrupted, half amused. "You 
do much better. You make every item of 
humanity happy which comes near you." 

"That is nothing," she replied: "People 
are so kind in seeming to- like;to talk to 
me. But, do you know, I think I 'am be
ginning to improve, for I never entertained 
one of mamma's guests before, and you 

i are one of her guests. But you are not 
| like her Qther mends'at afi(, . for , they! all 
say hush when I speak, and they recite such 
poems, and talk so strangely, or else sit 

. silentfor.hours, and then they call ..me a 
shepherdess. ^ p M >1 l j ; 5 . « 

"I wish you would come and mind my 
sheep!" I exclaimed. 

"Have you sheep?" she asked simply. 
"Only figuratively," I replied. "I wfl 

tell you what I mean another day. Now I 
must go and say good-bye to your mother." 

We went back to the house, and Molly, 
plucked a half-dead rose on our way, and 
placed it in the center of her bunch of 
withered leaves. But at the drawing-room 
door she transferred this strange bouquet 
from her hand to mine. 

"Mamma could not bear two voices again," 
she said. "Please give these to her." 

A chill came over ine as I re-entered the 
gloomy apartment,, but this time I made my 
Way more easily to Lady der Burgh's side. 
She still held the groundsel, in her hand, 
and laid it tenderly on her knee as she re
ceived Molly's little bouquet, and turned it 
round. , 

"Dear, pretty rustic!" she said, sadly. 
"She has no originality, no innate appreci-

shail be very glad to have you in the after- > ation, no immense purposes, but she is 
noons, but some one must order the din
ner and write notes in the mornings. 

"Of coutsel shall do all that just as usu
al. I like it," said.the young housekeeper. 
^Shali we jbaye spine tea now,mamma dear? 
and then"we might go out," 

She pulled a thick gold cord as she spoke, 
and it must have rung a bell a long way off, 
for though I heard nothing, thei result al
most immediately appeared in the fchape'of soul which animates us all', but of that vast 
a lillipution boy .in silk, stockings and ^ sat- spring of appreciation, that pure grasp of 
in suit, carrying a small ebony tray, .con- the intangible, that intuitive perception1 of 
* !—11—-- ~SOUl which *a 

obedient. She has no agonizing passions, 
but she is fond." 

"She is a goddess." I said, warmly, 
Lady de Burgh looked at me in mourn

ful surprise. 
"Goddesses," she observed, "were merely 

terrestrial creatures, deified by a vulgar ad
miration for strength or beauty. They had 
no soul, I do not speak of the common 

taining three diminutive cups df very strong ,,profoundly, that ecstatic 
tea, a sUver cream jug and basin ff possessed? by the ve^r few 
exquisite workmanship, and two little plat- Then she noticed the dandelions 

on- one of which lay some thin slices 

is 

ters, 
of bread and honey, and on the other a few 
bunches of red, white and^ black 
currants. A large yellow gooseberry, a 
piece of groundsel, and a spray of jesa-
mine, seemed to have fallen accidentally 
upon the plate, after the fruit was;arrangdd 

"Ah! my sweet nymph!" criedBaay de 
Burgh, clasping her hand in an ecstacy of 
d<dight; and then she took the little plate 

in my 
button hole, and emerging from her cush
ions, she touched it with the tips of her 
finWei ' ' ' A 

"You <uts very, ariistic," she sai^ "I can 
see it at a glance.* We must be great 
friends. But I must not keep you longer 
now, for I have much to occupy my mind 
before I sleep to-night." 

So I left her with her dead rose and he) 
groundsel, and her grand thoughts. But 

otf fruit on her knees and gazed at it.ab- ; Molly was in the hall, with her happy gen-
stractedly for somei seconds before offer- i iel manner, and when I had said good bye 
ing it to me, with a sigh. But I helped to her and departed, my last impression of 
myself ruthlessly. I felt that Molly had that house was one of joy and serenity 
picked the currants, and mancevered their 
artistic simplicity, and the fruit tasted de
licious because shebadfingered it, 

I think you must go now, Molly," said 
Lady de Burgh, in a more subdued tone 
than ever. "This, excitement has quite 
overpowered me, and my brain throbsi" 

"Would not a little fresh air do you 
good?" I suggested, mary . eMng vfcut 
excitement had been. 

Lady de Burgh smiled faintly.;. 
"Noj" she replieid, "solitude is my best 

physician— solitude and my own grand 
thoughts." i 

"Dear mamma!" ejaculated Molly kissing 
her mother's pale brow very, very,gently. ' 
"I am afraid that talking so much has tired i 
you. You must rest a little, and I will j 
bring, some flowers, and you must come out 
by and by, when the sun is low." ! 

"When the dew has risen," murmured 
Lady de Burgh. "Thank you, my flower-
bud." 1 

We crept away in. silence. At the door I 
turned and looked again into Lady de 
Burgh's corner. She was absorbed. She , 
was oaiessing the sprig of groundsel against; 
her cheek. 

The railway station and the hotly cush-
| ioned train seemed very prosaic after my 
| interview with Mollie. But as "I whirled 

I back to London, the beautiful truth en
tered, with conviction into my mind that 
the practical conveniences of life were the 

1 vehicles of life. How of ten might not this 
1 commonplace train carry me again and again 
to the side of her whom I already regarded as 
my divinity? And though, when it all came 
about, the mother called me a clown, and 
the father a thief, for daring to woe their 
daughter, what cared I when I had woii 
that peerless maid to be the shepherdess of 
my figurative sheep in good earnest. 

' - ' Sense and Sentiment. ' -~ 
Dickens: I believe that virtue shows 

quite as well in lags and patches as she 
does in purple and fine linen. I believe 
that she, and every beautiful object in ex
ternal nature, claims some sympathy in the 
breast of the pooiest man who breaks his 
scanty loaf of daily bread. 

Ba*zao: Every woman carries in the 
depth of her soul a mysterious weapon, in
stinct—that virgin instinct, incorruptible, 

Out of doors in the sunshine with Molly, : w^0j1 requires her neither to learn, to rea-
I felt a different being. The weird feeling nor to kn0W) vhich binds the strong-

HratinTiOf. i . ' ... A i_ i-• - • which had oppressed me in the drawing-
room fell away, and I Was a young man 
again. 1 talked and Molly talked. I was 
very happy, and I hope she was too. She 
kept picking curious leaves as we went 
along, though without interrupting the con
versation, until at last, as we, stopped be
side an iron fence which separated the gar
den from a meadow, she stopped, put her 
hand through the bars and gathered two 
dandelions. . 

•iYou must put one of these in your 
coat," she said. "It will please mamma 
when you go to say good-bye to her." 

I put it in my button-hol«» immediately, 
and I would have put a radish there, or a 
cucumber. to pleade Molly. She held the 
other in her own hand, and surveyed it 
rather comically. 

"Mamma is so fond of those sort of 
things," she said. "I am afraid I am not a 
good daughter, and it is so difficult for me 
to care of what mamma calls real 
art." ' •*«:; Va • i . 
-. "And what do you call real; art?M I in
quired. 
' "I don't know,"she replied, "but I like 
papa's art best. If you ever oome to see us 
again I will show you the picture-room, 

est will of man, dominates his sovereign 
reason, and pales our little scientific tapers. 

Beybaud: To continue love in marriage 
is a science. It requires so little to kill 
those sweet emotions, those precious illu
sions, which form the charm of life, and it 
so difficult to maintain a man at the height 
of which an exalted passion has placed him 
especially when that man is one's husband. 

Carlyle: I call a man remarkable who be
comes a true workman in the vineyard of 
the Highest. Be his work that of palace 
building and founding kingdoms, or only of 
delving and ditching, to me it is no matter, 
or next to none. All human work is trans-
tory, small in itself, contemptible. Only 
the worker thereof , and tb* spirit that 
welt in him, is significant. 
Gounod: Social positions are like the 

keyboard of a piano. You start according 
to the intelligence, fortune or rank that you 
have, from such and such a note; but the 
diapason once given, the gamut of carea 
and pleasures is the same for all. You sing 
laugh, suffer, hope, despair, in ut, in re in 
mi, or in sol. It is a scale of sensation more 
or 'less elevated, but it is a scale analogous 
to all other scales. Everything then is a 

n $ i 

relative in the events of life; except death, 
which terminates it. . 

Disraeli: The relations between a min
ister and his secretary are, or at least 
should be, among the finest that can sub
sist between two individuals. Except the 
married state, there is none in which so 
great a degree of confidence is involved, in 
which more forebearance ought to be ex
ercised or more. sympathy ought to exist. 
There is usually in the relation an identity 
of interest, and that of the highest kind, 
and the perpetual difficulties, the alterna
tions of triumph and defeat, develop de
votion. _ 

BILLY THE KID. 
Death of the Desperado Who Killed Thirty 

Men. 
A Las Yegas (N. M.) special say s, At

test New Mexiso is rid of her worst' desper
ado, "Billy the Kid." The career of this 
young killer is an ensanguined romance too 
realistic and startling to be believed by 
those unacquainted with the truth. It^ is 
stated oil good authority that, since coming 
to New Mexico, William Bonny, his real 
name, has killed over thirty men. The 
Times correspondent does not doubt the 
statement. The circumstances leading to 
the death of "the Kid" are given in to-night's 
Daily Ovtic as follows: Pat Garrett, sher
iff of Lincoln county, and the terror of all 
evil-doers in the lower country, plant-, 
ed a ball with: deadly aim in the 
heart of Billy , the . Kid on Thurs-! 
day about midnight. Pat had come 
up to Fort Sumpter because of many ru
mors reaching him that the Kid was lurk
ing in that vicinity. About the hour men
tioned he rode up near the town in company 
\vitt John W. Poe and Kit McKinny, and 
started on an exploring expedition. Pat 
went into Mr. Pete Maxwell's room to get 
what news he could of the Kid, and had not 
been there two minutes before Billy himself 
in his stocking feet entered the room, and 
walked up to the bed, on the edge of which 
Pat was sitting talking to Maxwell with 
a pistol (self-cocker) in one hand 
and a big butcher-knife in the other. Pat 
reached behind him for'his pistol, and at 
the action the Kid dropped his pistol on 
him, and asked in Spanish; "Quienes, 
quienes?" This delay in firing gave Pat all 
the time he needed, and the words were 
barely uttered before a ball plunged through 
the center of the Kid's heart. He died in a 
moment, almost without a groan. The be
lief is that the Kid received intelligence of 
Pat's presence and was searching for him at 
the time, or that he had gone to murder 
Maxwell in his bed. An inquest was held 
on his body, and the verdict of the jury was 
"justifiable homicide," coupled with the 
statement that Pat Qarret ought to receive 
the thanks of the whole community for his 
indomitable courage and energy in ridding 
the country of this desperado, and that he 
is ieaily worthy of a handsome reward. In 
an interview with an Optic reporter Garret 
said that he had to Hlux>t Billy or get shot 
himself. He considers it a streak of very 
good luck that he was able to get "the drop" 
and kill his man, in the way he did. The , 
people of the territory are rejoieing over 
Garret's brave action, and will see' that he 
is well recompensed. 

 ̂ +- m 
''Cutting a Swalli" in Journalism. 

From the New Haven Register. 
Young Fitzlamode has just entered 

journalistic • life, and is going to "cut a 
swath." He believes, in putting in a good-
deal of "color" in his items and prides him-' 
self on the melliflousness of his work. He 
sharpened up a couple of pencils at both 
ends this morning and began: 

"We regret to inform our readers that the 
estimable Miss Jones, of Jonesboro, 
daughter of Congressman Jones, and grand
daughter of the well known founder of the 
village of Jonesboro, has met with a fear
ful accident. As she was driving along the 
boulevard, at the speed of the wind, the 
horse, a half brother of Maud S. and full 
sister of St. Julien, became suddenly-
startled by' the uprising of a covy; 
of partridges which are unusually 
numerous -in that section this sea
son, and promise a great deal of fun 
for the sportsmen when the law is off, and as 
they circled the frightened steed tore down 
the avenue like mad. until stoped by the 
gallant hand of Officer 73 of the Ninth ward. 
Her injuries were a contusion of the ankle 
which did not amotuit to a fracture, and the 
unfortunate girl was carried home to her 
grief stricken parents and sympathizing 
friends." 

The city editor at this point was anxious 
for "copy," and glancing it over rapidly 
crumbled it in his hand, remarking, "Fitzy, 
you have struck the realm of fancy solid. 
This department is rthe domain of fact." 
He then scribbled 

"The daughter of Congressman Jones 
was run away with by a spirited horse on 
the avenue , yesterday afternoon. Injuries 
nominal." 

Words of Wisdom. 
Liebig: Cultivation is the economy of 

force. ' . 
Balzac: Virtue is the politeness of the 

soul. 
Alcott: Heaven trims our lamps while we 

Montaigne: Most pleasures embrace us 
but to strangle. 

Prudery is often the mantle chosen to 
conceal triumphant vice. 

The greatest evidence of demoralization is 
the respect paid to wealth. 

Lose not thine own for want of asking 
for it; 't will get thee no thanks. 

A man may learn infidelity from books 
and from men, but never from nature. 

Trublet: To select well among old things 
is almost e ;ual to inventing new ones. 

F.W.Robertson: The thing we want in 
Christianity is not politeness, it is sin
cerity. 

Geerge Eliot: Cruelty, like every other 
vice, requires nb motive outside of itself, 
it only requires opportunity. 

John Stuart Mill: The despotism of 
custom is on the wane; we are not content 
to know that things are; we ask whether 
they ought to be. 

Byron: Cleverness and cunning are in
compatible. I never saw them united. The 
latter is the resource of the weak, and is 
only natural to them; children and fools 
are always cunning, but clever people 
never. 

Saxe^s Sorrows* 
The bereavements which John G. Sa xe; 

the poet, has suffered in the loss of those 
whom he held most dear, almost . unpre
cedented in their frequency as they were, 

have tended to inerease the malady M îth 
which he suffers, to the extent which ajarmi 
his friends. Visitations of death began 
in 1874, when Laura Saxe, the poet s 
youngest daughter, aged 17 years, died of 
consumption. Next, Sarah E. Saxe, the 
poet's eldest daughter, died in 1879, 
after a long sickness. A year ago the 
poet's mother departed this life. Last fall 
the poet received the. heaviest _ blow hi the 
loss of his wife, she, in reality, dying of 
exhaustion produced by watching at the 
bedside of her sick-children. Two months 
ago the poet's third daughter, Harriet, died 
of consumption. Within three ^ weeks 
death seized the poet's daughter-in-law, 
and on June 30 the poet's son,. John ±. 
Saxe, was found dead in bed at his home 
in Albany, having died of some pulmonary 
disease. The poet, on the night of his 
son's demise, had slept in the next room, 
but did not awaken to hear his last words. 
By the death cf his son, the poet has w>st 
seven of his family in a few years. But 
one of his children is now living, Charles 
S. Saxe of Albany. The long train of 
family misfortunes has left the poet in a 
reflective, melancholic state, and he rarely 
smiles. 

A SEA VOLCANO. 
Rowing on a Boiling take of Sulphuric Acid 

and Alum. 

Prof. Henry Ward, formerly of the Uni
versity of Rochester, N. Y., is writrng let
ters touching his travels in New Zealand, 
some of which detail singular experiences. 
In his last he says: "I came from Auck
land by steamer south about 125 miles along 
the east coast of the town of Tamanga. I 
hired a 20 ton cutter and started to visit the 
sea volcano. We sailed all night, and at 
daybreak we had before us a great mountain 
of black scoria 830 feet high, from the top 
of which, with much force, went white 
clouds of vapor to a height of full 2,000 
feet. - eaching the shore it was not easy 
traveling, for in places the black pebbles of 
the beach were all astir with water boiling 
up through them, water so hot that a mis
step might scald the foot seriously. At 
this point the crater wall has been broken 
down almost to the sea level, and we could 
look into the great hollow island. The crater 
is circular, a full mile in either diameter, 
and hemmed in by walls many hundred 
feet high, and very precipitous. The 
crater floor was an uneven plain 
of volcnnic ash and scoria, with 
many little faniaroles, or blow holes, 
through which hot sulphur came wheezing 
out, while every few minutes there was 
beneath our feet a smart trembling and a 
low, dull, rolling roar. The smoke or va
por began to thicken as we went along, and 
we soon found the cause. We. were stop
ped short by a great lake of steaming water, 
quite filling this end of the crater, and be
ing, as we could see when the clouds lifted, 
nearlv half a mile from either side. The 
water was too hot to comfortably bear the 
hand in it. and was further unsupportable 
to either touch or taste by a strong infusion 
of alum and sulphuric acid which bit pain
fully at any scratch or sore upon our skin. 
On the further boarder of the lake, and 
half around its shore, was a row of the 
most Violent solfataras which I have ever 
seen. They ha^ built for themselves little 
pillar-like cones from 10 to 30 feet h gh and a 
yard or two in diameter at the base; and 
through these open chimneys they were 
trumpeting stream and roaring sulphuric 
gases with a violence that was frightful to 
contemplate, and such dimoniacal screech
ing and din as afflicted our ears, even at 
the long distance where we stood. 
We dragged the rowboat along the volca-
ic floor and launched it upon the boiling 
lake. The water of the lake was of a milky, 
opaque cast, but we could feel with our oars 
that it was in most places not over 10 feet 
deep. Lines upon the shore showed that it 
daily rose and fell slightly with the tide of 
sea outside. In many spots the water was 
boiling furiously with so much froth and 
foam, while still its heat was much below 
the boiling point of 212 degrees Fahr. 
These were dangerous places, the abundent 
air in the water diminished materially its 
buoyancy, and our boat sank alarmingly in 
crossing them. We landed across the lake 
at one of the soltatoras nearest to the 
beach, and proceeded to demolish it with 
our oars. It was a chimney about two feet 
in diameter, clay without, and within it was 
lined with crystals of sulphur of a beautiful 
straw yellow, splashed with vermillion spots. 
Pushing in the top of this chimney, the 
fragments would first fall down its throat 
and then come flying out into the air, with 
explosions that were amusingly like a pro-
onged stentorian cough. 

Witicisms. 
A little boy in West Virginia sent his pet 

fox to Baltimore to be sold for the benefit 
of the Garfield fund. He wrote: "Be care
ful that he don't gnaw his way out of his 
box. His name is Boscoe Conkling. Sell 
him for Mrs. Garfield. Tell her I sent it, 
and that I hope she will like my idea, Tell 
her I hope Mr. Garfield will get well. N. 
B.—I paid $1 for the chain and box. Please 
send me one-fifth of what it sells for, as I 
want to buy a pig. " ' 

Burlington Hawkeye: "Who is that pret
ty girl with blond hair and deep blue eyes, 
there in the jaunty hat?" asked Alfred, at a 
lawn party. . "Who," replied Annie, "that 
tafly haired girl with the tallow eyes, and 
that nightmare of blue rags on her head? I 
never 6aw her before; nobody we want to 
know." That, brethren, is the way differ
ent people look at a pretty girl in a pretty 
hat. 

The Chicago Inter-Ocean suggests that 
the following prayer, once delivered by a 

.Western chaplain, be, offered at Albany: 
"Lord, Thou knowest that these men are 
going home. Forgive the sins they have 
committed while they have been in these 
legislative halls, and send them home in 
safety, and then. Lord, grant;,that these men 
or men like them map never again come 
here to make laws for the people," 

Mary had a little lamb. 
Which got so mean at button', 

That her father's knife converted it • 
Into cold, calm, peaceful mutton. 

A bride is reported to have lately said: 
"I told all my friends to have my name put 
on my presents, so that if divorced George 
should not be able to claim them. 

A camper-out tells Forest aud Stream 
that he has repelled mosquitoes during sev
eral seasons by rubbing face and hands well 
With a mixture of one-third oil of nenny-
royal and two-third olive or sweet oil. Jt 
is not disagreeable, and wipes off easily,but 
care should be taken to keep it out of the 
eyes. A two-ounce vial full will last one 
person through a fortnight's trip in the 
woods. 
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