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0ÜLLINQ8 BY THE WAY. Bat I tell yea til 'boat dal mate odder
time. I Ain't in no condition oh 
mind to epesk ob it now. Pot it off till nex’ 
week ond p'raps I’ll be able to tell de truf. 
Ef I do it'll be a good deal mo' dan most of 
dote fellers de. De pome, will yer listen I" 
Mr. Johnson coughed three or four times in 
• hard, asthmatic tort of way and began :

Belnbbed, the wort’s a pretty hard place 
Ef yer hasn't got plenty ob cash.

But ebbery one says wat a beautiful face,
Wen dey sees yer dimlns flash,

Don’ yer see ?
Wen a man's hones' an' likewise poo 

He hasn't no sort ob a show ;
He will be druv to de wall, for shure,

For dat man’s vulgar an low,
Don' yer see

Now. ef yer pocket Is worry well filled 
An' you owns lots ob lan’.

Although yer honor has all bln spilled 
Dey'll take yer by de ban'

Don’ yer see f
De good Lord He looks Inter de soul 

An' nebber asks if yer rich,
He say a says, He " "Ef yer wholeeo 

My kflgdoxn Is made ob sicb,”
Don* yer see?

Den you muse choose patty quick, my lad,
For debbil or Lord muss hab yer;

De Lord, He wants yer awful bad,
De debbil stan's ready to grab yer,

Don' yer see ?

George," said Dinah, quaking a little, but 
affecting not to see the ioweringlook upon hie

“ I don't want anj supper 
throwing himself moodily into an arm 
chair, and diving both hands deep into hie 
pockets.

" Won't you eat a bit, my dear ?" asked
Dinah.

" No,” said George, with undignified 
mockery ; " I won't eat a bit, my dear. 
Who the deuce seked you to sit up for me f 

Dinah returned no answer ; and the young
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toiipKk to her, bat had never teen ablate *•* ■*" “m0* *° 
approach her until now. He oould see that P t Banks," said the usurper, 
he had made a favorable impression to begin ^ two masters.'’ Mr. Buehell was
with, and he resolved to improve it. familiar with many texts out of Scripture,

There were more rehearsals before toe moet of the passages whioh stuck in his 
eventful night came ; and Mr. Banks, *1 1 imàwta» appeared to make for hie advantage, 
though much too wary to introduce anhe regarded the sacred volume with 
other men singers, who might have turned r6Bç4et, as a storehouse of useful aphorism, 
out unpleasant, brought an ugly old fellow gnt the clerk knew his way with him. 
who fluted like en angel, and be threw bim- «. i am Bnret eir," he answered, “ that 
self into the musical preparations with so j am folly sensible of the favor I ask, 

oh ardor that Ethel waa charmed with an(j 0f course I knew it is not business- 
He was the most aonve and obliging ^ke. Bnt I should be moet happy if you 

young man she had encountered, and the W0Qld allow me to make up the deficiency I 
frequency with which he contrived propo«e to create on other evenings. My 
excuses for meeting bar did credit to the father is jeelous about entrusting his business 
fertility of hie fancy. She found no fault with ^ Q^er hands, and his affairs are becoming 
this, and thought it all natural enough. She 
took Mr. Banks for a musical enthusiast ; and 
so he was, by a quibble. He was musical 
after a fashion, and he was enthusiastic—in 
his admiration of himself and Miss Donne.

■■MB beautiful

if an earthly In the year 1870 the male branch of the
of forty - two years may Donnes became extinct, and t there were now

toi have borne a pretty left but two women to bear the old name—- 
«ornai >o (or. Darnel'» thin leg. oowad.,. Mr.. Donne, a n0‘*b'“ *‘dp.Wh
will scarcely carry him, and he is more than the late farmer, and her daughter Ethel, 
eighty years of age. His wife died half a Now, in that part of the country people go, as 
score ot years ago, and took her pious fraud a rule, for Scriptural appellations, and the
to the grive with her. Errant uncle old English feminine D^™en arene^eotod.
George is over sixty, and is mightily prosper- It may perhaps be accepted as corroborative 
ous and somewhat swollen out with worldly of other evidence ^^or of some old stand- 
grandeur. For over a score of years nobody mg in the family that it held a distinctive 
bas beard of errant Joe, and to the minds of feminine name again and i|un 
his contemporaries he is as dead as Nebu- Below the record of John Aldley Dunne e 
chadnezzar. To Dinah he remains an un
changeable, fixed figure. Whilst other young 
men have grown into middle age, whilst they 
wear garments of the fashion of 1874 and 
have grown wizened or _ burly according to 
their nature, young Joe in her remembrance 
remains in the garb in which she last beheld 
him : no older, no stouter or thinner ; a blue- 
eyed young feilow still, with blooming cheeks 
and a downy bit of whisker. If anywhere 
■live, young Joe is five and«4orty by this 
time, and young Joe no longer ; but in 
Dinah’s remembrances of him, Time stands 
still. In short, madam, you were jnel mar
ried when the tale opened, and yesterday yon 
cried and smiled at the wedding breakfast of 
yoar second daughter. And you, sir, were in 
a round jacket and a broad collar at Eton, 
with no notion that the wave of e Conserve-

towards middle age,
JOSEPH'S COAT. Madame Anna Bishop! the once great 

singer, who visited Hamilton several times, 
is still living, a resident of a small town in 
the State of New York. Her singing days 
are over, and she enjoys a fortune in her 
old age. She was the divorced wife of 
an English composer, who is long since 
dead.

Mr. John Morley ie writing the " Life of 
Cobden." and it will fill two volumes of the

pilgrimage 
be supposed ," said George,
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top long drawer V the next room. It’e a grey 
colored coat. Bring it to me, there’s a good 
gell ; I want to see it again before I die. It’s 
the only thing be left behind him.”

Dinah passed into the

George’s
he would

of eminent men now in courseseries of lives 
of publication.

A volume of Dean Stanley’s sermons on 
the death of illustrions persons is soon to 

A volume of his sermons was pub-

sulks were always a little young 
womanish, felt a feminine sense of 
spite at her quietude. It angered him more 
than any retort would have done.

" Confound it!” he broke out, his tenor 
voice Bounding in its petulance quite shrill 
and querulous, ' ean’t you leave a man alone? 
Sitting np to watch what time of night I 

spying on me when I go out 1 
You can go to bed now, anyway.”

•• Yes, deer," said Dinah submissively. “ I 
will. But I wish you’d eut a bit.”

•• Well, then," snapped Miss Donne’s Iovot,

next room, found 
the ooat, end returned. Rebecca took is from 
her,unfolded it feebly,and caressed it with her

" It was Joseph’s Coat,” she said. " When 
the wicked sons pretended as young Joseph 
was dead, they brought;his coat to Jacob; 
Joseph’s Cost. But be was aUve all the time 
in Egypt, and his father lived to eee him 
rich and well-to-do.” , ,

Her mind began to wander, and she fancied 
her son stood beside her.

“ Yo’ll be kind to your father, Joseph, ahe 
said, " when you come back from Egypt, and 
yo’ll remember as it’s my wish as you should 
marry Dinah.”

Then she slumbered for a while, and 
Dinah full of fear and awe, stole downstairs 
to the kitchen, where Old Joe sat in gloomy 
silence, with an unlighted pipe between his 
teeth, and stared into the ashy bars of the
* •* There’s a great change in her, Mr. Bush- 
ell.” she said.

Old Joe sheok his head sadly.
" I've knowed as it was a comln , he said, 

deep inward murmur ; ” I’ve seen it a 
cornin’ this many a day.”

They passed upstairs together. Rebecca 
still slumbered. They stood for a time on 
either side of the bed in silence. By and by the 
dying woman opened her eves languidly, 
looked round with no recognition, plucked 
feebly at the coat whioh lay beneath her 
hanjs, and then, with the last ray of intelli
gence which visited her soul in this world,
"^îtwàs jMeph's’coat,” ahe «aid, and with 
thpRA words she died.

Old Joe bore his wife’s death stonily, and

years and virtues ran this legend AJsoe 
Ethyl hys wyfe, »tat 48, obitt lune 2, 1621. 
Aleoe Ethyl, infant child of ye above." When 
the present Ethel was christened, Mr. Borge, 
her godfather, had objected to the name as 
bringing ill-luck with it. He founded himself 
on tombstone evidence, and pointed out the 
feet that four Ethels had died in maidenhood. 
His superstitions were derided ; but Mr. Borge 
always protested "he knowed ill ud come on 
tt," and was the more firmly fixed in hie be
lief.by the fact that the baby suffered from 
convulsions while teething. A pretty smart 
attack of croup and some extra trouble in 
mart to measles were currently held to have 
mulled the Borgian vaticinations. Bnt the 
baby grew to girlhood, and the girl became a 

nan, without anything more terrible than 
intent malaitinn encountered by the

HS;
Lady Hardy, who visited Ottawa and after

wards made the tour of the Western States 
and California, is about to publish a fall and 
particular account of her trip.

The phrase “ The Wooden Wells of Eng
land,” is said to have originated in a sermon 
preached by Thomas Adams, vicar of Will- 
ington, on the 29th March. 1612. The 
reverend gentleman said : “ Though nature

come in, and

"you'll have your wish for your trouble.

The last sti&w breaks the eamal’s back, 
but, before that consummation can be arrived 
at, a good many straws most have been heap
ed up. Dinah’s womanly patience had en
dured for foor and-twensy years, and through 
all that dreary time ahe had kept her secret. 
She had often so yearned to tell it to her son, 
that her whole soul had seemed to ache with 
the effort of repression, end every fibre of her 
body had thrilled with unsatisfied longing. 
But she had never been so near to the actual 
revelation as she was now. Human affection, 
like everything else in the world, is inter
mittent, and has its ebbs and flows. The 
tide of motherly longing and unsatisfied de
sire of love bad been running high all day in 
Dinah's heart. She did not cry easily ; wo
men who have endured real and lasting 
rows, rarely do, for tears have a knack of 
wearing out their channel when they run too 
freely. Bat at George’s last rebuff the water 
sprang to her eyes, with e bitter little pang 
of actual physical pain, and with glistening 
eyes she laid a timid hand upon hie 
shoulder.

“ I wish you’d be a bit kinder with me, 
George,” she said.

•• Then why the dickens don’t yon let a 
man alone ?” responded the injured George.

The urgent affection in the mother’s heart 
overflowed all bounds but one. She pot her 
arms about her son’s neek, and laid her 
cheek against his.

“ You don’t know how I love 
ling,” ehe said ; “ do give 
love back again, won’t you

hath bound up the loins of our kingdom 
with a girdle of wanes, and policy raised 
another fence of wooden walls, yet God must 
put about us a third girdle, the bonds cr 
circle of his Providence, or our strength is 
weaker than the waters.”

The following

Better go^in ragato de^temal city,
Dan tr&bbel in style, oh, what a pity 1 

On de downhill road to hell,
Don’ yer see?would drift yon into 

the Opposition 
m well-prepared impromptu epigram, er 
to demand from your place to be instructed 
by the right honorable gentleman at the heed 
of Her Majesty’s Government. A great apace 
of time. Let it pass in this story—as it pas
ses in much more tremendous chronicles — 
like a breath.

Dinah Banks, or Bushell, was a simple- 
minded woman, and all thece years she had 
positively defrauded herself and 
great fort

ng epitaph is inscribed upon a 
stone within the altar rails, in the chancel 
of Haighton church, Cumberland, England, 
in memory of Robert Tinniswood.

Ethel Donne was nearly 
years of age, and a very charming 
and beautiful yeung woman. Her 
beauty was not of the kind you see in Lon- 
don drawing rooms or at the opera, bnt 
much more robust and blooming and deli
cate. Her complexion bore looking at, and 
was admirably waterproof. Dl natored young 
women, her compeers, said her hair was 
carroty, from whieh I desire you to argue that 
it was of the color that painters have loved to 
paint—

In gloss and hue the chosnut when the husk 
Divides three fold to show the fruit within,

as Tennyson says. Her eyes were hazel and 
fall of mirth and honesty. Her skin waa of 
red rose and white ; not the dead 
which poets have so often and falsely feigned, 
bnt white rose with the faintest live blusn in 
il. Her features were not those of a Greek 
statue, fortunately, bnt they were fairly re
gular. The dear little nose, in particular, was 
very daintily medeUed, and her lips and 
teeth—to speck of rubies and pearls is to 
desecrate the beauties of flesh and blood and

tive reaction 
Parliament to denounce UTAH AND NEVADA.

Two Minera Tell Their Stories,
' Farewell, vain world, I’ve seen enough of thee. 
And now am careless what thou say'st of me,
Thy smiles I court not. nor tny frown I fear.
My cares are past, my head lies quiet here,
What faults you view in me take core to shun, 
And look at home ; enough there's to be done."

Mr. Sergeant Ballon tine, who defended the 
claimant of the Tiehborne estate, is said to 
be writing Some Experiences of a Barris
ter’s Life.

The widow ol the famous Dr. McNeils,Dean 
of Ripon, is dead.

The Rev. G. H. 8. Johnson, formerly Dean 
of Wells, is dead. He was tutor to the prevent 
Archbishop of Canterbury, the late Dean 
Stanley, Lord Selberne, the Deans of Dur
ham and Norwich, and many others of <L"e- 
tinction. He was born in 1808.

Mr. William Ryle, who died recently in 
Paterson, N. J., was an Englishman from 
Macclesfield, who had lived 25 years in the 
United States, and never became a citizen, 
as he wished to retain until hie death his 
allegiance to the British Crown. He died 
worth nearly 13,000,000, his wife and daugh
ter in their own right inherited 11,000.000.

The present Lord Derby has been by tarns 
Radical, Whig and Tory. He is back again 
to the ranks of his former enemies ; bnt be 
and Mr. Gladstone both understand political 
changing, for the latter was once a thorough 
going Tory. Lord Derby 
satisfied with the many

The marriage of Queen Victoria took place 
on the 10th February 1840, in the Chapel 
Royal, St. James’, at Buckingham Palace ; 
the late Duchess of Kent, mother of the 
Queen and twelve bridesmaids were in at
tendance. The marriage procession moved 
at noon, reaching the chapel at 12.20 p.m. 
Prince Albert was loudly cheered. Her 
Majesty wore a Honiton lace robe and veil 
of exquisite workmanship. The only orna
ment on her head was a wreath of orange 
flowers, and a small diamond pin by which 
the veil was fastened. The Archbishop of 
Canterbury performed the ceremony, 
rejoicings throughout Buglanl on the 
sion were general and enthusiastic.

The battle of Alexandria, which resulted in 
the surrender of Cairo, and the total defeat 

poleon’s design of depriving England 
of her Indian possessions, was fought on the 
21st March, 1801. The English lost their 
commander, Sir Ralph Abercromby, and 
243 killed and wounded, and the French 
loss was 3,000. General Roiae, who com
manded the French cavalry, was killed on the 
field.

A few evenings since a couple of mining 
men, both etrangers to each other, met in the 
reading room of the Walker House, at Salt 
Lake City, U. T. The conversation turned 
the mineral developments of the West, » 
presently one of the men remarked :

“ If you want to see mining on a big scale, 
just go to southern Utah."

“ How big ?” said the other, quietly.
" Why, the Big Hole Mine, that I am con

nected with, has-the deepest shaft and the 
biggest workings in the world.”

" How deep ?” said the little mao.
•* You can’t measure, because if we stopped 

work long enough to see how deep the abaft 
was it would materially interfere with the 
bullion produce. We dropped a line down once 
and reeled it out until it broke with its own 
weight. When a boy falls down that shaft, he 
strikes the bottom a grandfather.”

" Must have a big pay role ?”
“ We used to seed the money down to the 

hands in eases until the workings got so deep 
that we didn't get the winter account settled 
until way long in the spring. So we started a 
bank and telegraphed the money orders. That 
system saved ns an awful wear and tear on 
the cages. The miners live down there and 
rear their families. They got an nnder-ground 
city bigger’n Salt Lake, with a regular charter 
and municipal elections twice a year. They 
publish two daily papers down there and a 
literary magazine.” *

" I never heard of the magazine,” said the

in a «aid the favored clerk

nd

child of a
legitimate)/

rge, her son was not the sort of person to 
efrauded of any rights he knew of, but he 
as ignorant of these as poor Sir Roger 
re this time proved himself to be of his 

dear mother’s Christian name. Since Daniel's 
early days, times had changed a great deal. 
He had little sympathy with the new crotchet 
of education ; but it is hard for simple folks 
like Daniel to swim against the tide, and the 
lad went to the Grammar School in Birming
ham and swallowed hie modicum of Latin 
and Euclid and Algebra, and grew up quite 
a superior young person, with a natural dis
dain for home associations and a genuine 
contempt for his putative father whioh would 
have done credit to a princely fairy change
ling. Daniel humored the lad in every thing.as 
old fathers sometimes will humor sons ; and 
the boy himself bullied where he could,and had 
his own way royally when he was sure of it. 
As he grew up, the fraud his mother had prac 
tised bore very bitter fruit. Her child scorned 
her in spite of her tenderness, and spoke 

ah old maid with old* 
she would stay him 
this or that boyish 
not the heart to tell 

what mean ways, 
would have been

une whioh was
him than I am at

befo
lily color

no man could tell whether he grieved or not. 
The funeral took place on Sunday, end the 
bereaved husband and his brother George 
were the only mourners. They walked be
hind the hearse in long hat bands and black 
clothes, saw the dead interred in the squalid 
graveyard of Ebenezer, and went back to-

•• Theer was a will I made,” said old Joe, 
sitting beside the kitchen fire, " i’ my son's 
favor.” He rose and took the document of 
which he spoke from a sham two volumes in 
folio ol the History of England, marked on 
the inside for a chess-board. ” Me an’ Joe,” 
he said, " used to play draughts on this. 
They need to reckon me a pretty good player, 
but he could beat my yed off. He was a very 
good draught player, was Joe."

He eat down the chess board lingeringly, 
and tapped it once or twice with his knuckles. 
Then, seating himself again, he opened the 
document.

" It was drawn up,” he said, “ by a lawyer, 
and all made out proper, this here will was. 
Everythin’ on my Rebecca's death was to goo 
without reserve to my son Joseph, except a 
thousand pound to my brother George. And 
now theer don’t seem no eon Joseph for it to 
goo to, an' wheer it does goo 1 don’t care.”

At this intimation Brother George’s heart 
experienced a soft and gentle glow. Things 
were looking well for Brother George. It was 
a maxim of hil that fine words butter no 
parsnips,bnt he knew also that they cost no 
ing, and he expended a few on his hr 
grief.

“ Your pitemal feelin’e, Joseph, as a man 
might say, is » playin' on your heart
strings. But theer’s many a young 
man as has stopped away for a year 
ns has come back at the end of it, or 
leastaways, in course of time. Prespa he 
mightn’t ha' rone to Merriky after all. He 
might ha’ ’listed.”

v He’s never wrote to nobody, said Joe, 
«• not all the time he's been away.”

•• No,” said Brother George, with no token 
of shame ; " never a word as I've heerd on.”

The elder brother sat silent, looking at the 
fire, with hie massive hands depending loosely 
between his knees, and the will held between 
the finger and thumb of each hand. With
out any sign of haste or anger,

lve, he tore the document across leis 
urely, and with no look of emotion laid the 
two pieces together and tore them through. 
Then, in the same listless way, he took the 

kor, hollowed out the fire a little, pushed 
paper fragments into the hollow, and 

beat down the fire upon them.
Brother George sipped whisky and water 

to conceal hie smile. Any sort of facial dem
onstration was rare with him, but this action 
of Old Joe's was. in its way, a foretaste of 
triumph for the clumsy schemer, and that 
soft glow of satisfaction warmed his heart eo 
well that he conld not keep its rt flection from 

He might have grinned his broad- 
ver looked at him. 

months to a day,’ said Joe, with 
his bauds still hanging lax before him, and 
his eyes Up'pn the fire, " twelve months to a
dâ"What was twelve months to a day?” 

asked the other.
" From the time he went,” aaid Old Joe 

listlessly, “ to the time her died.” ” Then he 
Bsid twelve months to day” again, and eat 
silent for a long time. .

A man with an atom of perception in him 
would have been keenly touched—must have 
been touched —by the complete forlomness of 
the old man’s face, and voice, and atti

Kim.ivory. To see her figure at the fall advan
tage you should perhaps have beheld her in 
the act of hanging out life family washing 
to dry in that eld garden, or with a hayrake 
in the meadows. To say that she 
was unaware of her manifold natural 
advantages would be to portraj her as a 
very foolish young person. Shakespeare 
thought fit to put into the mouth ol a fool 
the statement that there never was fur maid 
but made mouths in a glass; but it is proba
ble that he himself believed it. For one 
prodigy of nature you can show me where a 
pretty young woman honestly thinks herself 
plain, I will undertake to find you five hun
dred natural minded, lovable young women 
who, being p&saably plain, think themselves 
pretty ; and a very proper and kindly ordi
nance of nature this provision is. Let as 
think well of ourselves and be happy, The 
male animal has no right to conceit himself 
on the score of personal modesty. A very 
popular writer of essays, who is anot beauti
ful, has made confession in print that he feels 
a pleasurable sensation in.looking at his own 
reflection in a mirror. I may not have the 
courage to follow hie bold example with a 
like confession.

you, my dor
me a little bit o’ 

?”
" Oh, be banged 1" said George.
Dinah withdrew her hands and stood np as 

if he had struck her. There was at least this 
one poor excuse for the son of the errant 
Joe, that be bad no knowledge of the real 
relationship between Dinah and himself.

considerable.”
Mr. Bushell, being well-to-do himself, 

naturally liked to have well to-do people 
about him. He abhorred poverty. It wanted ought now to be 

changes he hasto borrow, which was bad ; or to beg, whioh 
was worse ; and it made itself disagreeable in 
many ways. It presented facilities for being 
ground down, which could not be looked 
in •people in prosperous circumstances ; bnt 
this mere amelioration left the main evils of 
it unchecked.

" I’ll think about it, Mr. Banks,” said the 
usurper ; and the Rightful Heir, having bowed 
and smirked himself away, walked to Quarry- 
moor attired in festal raiment. Three miles 
ont he overtook John Keen, end on first 
sighting bim was disposed to drop behind ; 
but so slight a matter as the direction of the 

mmer wind made that inconvenient. For 
ohn was lighting a pipe, and, in turning his 

back upon the wind to do it, he faced George. 
The young men met with a confused effort 
at indifferent goodfellowabip, and of coarse 
each thought the other abominably in the

"Lovely weather, isn’t it?” said George.
"Admirable,” said John. There was a 

dry, aggravating air of self-possession about 
this young man, even when be was least self- 
possessed. He said little at most times, bat 

e George an impression that he 
Brinees. In

He could not help thinking what a
pie they would make. The young man’s 

forte was not personal modesty. “ Hang it 
all,” he had been known to plead, " I haven’t 
any sympathy with that confounded cant 
whioh tells a good-looking fellow that he 
ought to pretend to be unaware of hie own 
advantages." He broke out thus pretty often 
upon Joe Keen, his chum. " I’m not an 
Adonis, I know.” " No,” John would answer, 
» you ain’t, old man.” " But I should pass 
in a crowd,” Mr. Banks would flow on, sil
ently contemning satire ; ” and I should be 
an ass not to know it.” John was a Ion 
haired young man, careless of his person 
aspect, and at feud with society. He made 
wav against convention by smoking in the 
streets, and by wearing a broad-brimmed felt 
and his shabbiest coat 
habits and 
end Jabez 
publican
reputation with the 
town. Gee

sooffingly of her 
maidieh fancies wnen 
from participation in 
freak or folly. I have r 
how she suffered and in 
Things that to a sister 
little troubles magnified themselves, to the 
mother’s heart, and every day in all these 
dreary years her soul cried out for the child’s 
love, and yearned unsatisfied. It was a proof, 
perhaps, of great sweetness of nature that 
she remained comely still, and that even in 
some eyes she grew more beautiful as Time 
touched her. It was commonly said of her 
that ehe wore a motherly rather than an old- 
maidish air, and, indeed, ehe had grown 
buxom and a little portly. Her eyee were 
aad, bnt wonderfully sweet and affectionate.

o bad offers of marriage in profusion ; 
declined them all, for no reason that 
neighbors could divine, and lived solely for 
her child and her memories of his fath 
There are among women many thousands 
such faithful hearts, who suffer much, but 
have their reward now and then even in this 
hard world.

Visible from the upper bed-room 
of the Saracen is a range of hills, of perhaps 
twelve or thirteen hundred feet elevation, the 
only notable thing in the landscape. They 
are not more than four miles away, and 
they naturally draw the eye 
from the surrounding dead level. Ui 
shadow of that low range of hills, 
farther side, lies as charming a bit of 
as yon may look for in a 
land—a rich

lor remaps one otner excuse ne nsa may ve 
reckoned a little more cogent. He waa a cad 
through and through, and, being what he 
was, had no capacity for the 1 
standing of any unselfish 1 
that capacity, could scarcely guess

stranger.
“ Of course not, it would be a year old when 

it got to you. Beside they hold a fair there 
every year and have horse racing every Sat
urday. Finest four mile track in the world, 
lit with electric light, 
ways in the same conditio 
for sports. What do you 
mine?”

Here the stranger, who was a Californian, 
threw his leg carelessly over the arm of a 
chair, and lighting a fresh cigar, replied in a 
deep, earnest tone :

" I don’t care much for your mine. You 
work too much for small results. When yoar 
mine plsys out you have a lot of old machin
ery on your hands, and where are you ? You 
mine after primitive methods, like all new 

utries. It takes experience and head work 
to tackle the industry in the proper shape. 
With your mine you must be on the ground in 
person and have any amount of men to look 
after this department or that. Now I have a 
bigger mine than yours. It is located in Sto
rey county, somewhere in the northern part, 
I believe, and I run it quite up to the handle 
with one or two assistants.”

“ How deep might the shaft be ?" asked the

“ It might bo pretty deep if 
men to rush forward and overdo the thing, 
bnt at prei

•• Hoisting works up r*
“ Ne, no hoisting works—not if I know it. 

You can fool away a great deal of good hard 
coin on hoisting works.”

" How in thunder do you run yoar mine ?”
“ On the assessment plan, sir. That’s the 

latest end most improved method. We have 
a big map of the mine hung up in the com
pany’s office, made by one of the moet com
petent artists on the coast. Now when we 
have a good map of the lower workings we 
don’t need any works to speak of. We pho
tograph the Savage hoisting works 
from the top of the Hale <fc Nor- 
cross tresalework— an entirely new view— 
and call it by our name the Bullion Briek. 1 
keep a man in Virginia at 960 a month to su
perintend the location and write weekly let
ters, and I stay in San Francisco in myoffiee 

Pine street and levy the assessments every 
ty days ; that’s often as the law allows. 

I’m the President, Board of Trustees, Becre- 
Treasurer and everything—more eepe- 

ly the Treasurer. Of course, I draw salary 
for all the offices, and when I get through 
drawing salaries, I turn the rest over to the 

nt in Virginia, to pay off the hands. By 
employing any hands he saves enough to 

pay himse lf. My regular income from that 
mine is 9200,000 a year and never a pick 
struck the ground. This is what I consider 
scientific mining, sir. You get the silver 
out of the pockets of the stockholders and 
leave the vast argentiferous and auriferous 
deposits in your claim for your children, who 
can go right ahead and develop the mine just 
as soon as the public quit putting up, which 
isn’t at all likely to happen. As eqon as a 
man drops on the game he dies, and the new
comers all have to learn for themselves. As 
long as people are being born in Nevada and 
California my mine will rim on like a chron
ometer clock.”

“ But,” said the Utah man, " my style of 
mining keeps a lot of men at work.”

•• So does mine, quoth the Golden Gate 
chap. “ Thousands of men are working day 
and night to pay the assessments. It keeps

and, wanting 
less his own0“power to wound. Let the student of 

human nature be honest, and strive to do 
justice to everybody. How far a cad is 
answerable for being a oad is a subtle and 
perplexing question. Only a fool would 
break a half gallon jug for not holding a

" Why don’t you get married ? " said 
George ; “ yeu’ve had chances enough. 
There a that fellow Hinoe has asked you three 
times already, and he’s always hanging about 
the house now.”

Dinah stood silent. Mr. Hince was a batcher 
of prosperous circumstances and more 
middle age, and a second time widowed. 
Some time before the death of his second wife 
this gentleman had expressed his intention of 
making Dinah Mrs. Hince the third. So far as

No mod, no duet, al- 
ition. Perfect paradise 

think of that for a

S 5“ The

th- but on Sundays, 
an open warfare with the 

Wallier, of Zion, gave John a 
unietio, free thinking sort 

er seniors

But more than mere good sense, of which 
ehe had plenty, her own free nature saved 
her from the canker of self consciousness,

tih
the of Na

Tf
of

and she had a certain merry scorn of mere 
personal vanity. She waa country bred, but 
not unpolished, though unvarnished. She 
had a natural art in music, cultivated, not

of the 
he had been at

school together, and were companions still, 
with next to nothing in common. In an 
incautions moment Mr. Banks mentioned the 
approaching soiree and its date.

•• I’ll go to Quarry moor with you,” said 
John Keen ; and George, who could not very 
well object to this, gave way to it with an ill 
grace. ” You don’t mean to say,” said John, 
who had or affected the merest suspicion of 

drawl, "that you’re going to get 
into a claw hammer coal for this business, 
do you ?” George had been giving elaborate 
instructions to a Birmingham tailor about a 
new dress suit, which must be ready before 
Thursday.

•• I’m not a barbarian,” said he, " if you 
are. Of course I shall dress for it.” John 
had a dry and aggravating slow smile, which 
looked as if it meant something. It came 
into play now, and now, aa always, affected 
his companion unpleasantly. “What have 
you to grin at ?” George asked, with some 
show of temper.

"What has anybody to grin at 
planet?" asked John ; bathe 1 
theless, with » look of uncertain hnmor. 
George had an uneasy suspicion that hie 
friend was smiling at him.

The evening came, and George appeared 
resplendent. Anxious as he was to meet Miss 
Donne, ho was careful not to mar the eclat of 
hie advent by too early an arrival, and only 
turned up when the tables had been cleared 
and put away and the seats arranged. 
Most of the natives had never seen a man in 
evening dress before, and they regarded him 
with critical wonder. After his first

to perfection, but to a fair growth ; and 
being natural with her, it enabled her to 
accompany a singer with grace and fineness, 
and to sing a simple ballad in a way whioh 
even cultured listeners found att

he always gav
was thinking with cutting sm 
point of fact, John inspired a feeling of 

like terror in George’s mind, 
are you off to ?” asked

so gentle and affectionate a creature was able 
to hate anybody, Dinah hated the prosperous 
batcher.

windows
experiment in propelling a 

by steam, took place on the river Thames, 
July 2d, 1801. The speed accomplished was 
two miles and a half per hour. The boat 

ge to which a steam engine was at 
The current was strong, and of 

slower than it might

The firstSmg very 1 
“ Wuete 

with a great 
"I’m going to make some sketches in 

Quarrymoorchuich,” John answered. " There 
are some stunning brasses there, too, and the 
pulpit’s very interesting.” George sketched 
a little in a mechanical Santh-Kensington 
manner, and had wasted the evenings of a 
year or two of his life at the Birmingham Art 
school ; but he scarcely knew whether his 
companion was chaffing him or not. Ethel 
practised on the organ 
noons, and George was 
to listen to her, and a guilty conscience needs 
no accuser. This talk about an interesting 
pulpit Bounded like satire under the circum
stances ; but George controlled himself, and 
said simply :

I’ll eome with you if you don’t mind.”
> Very glad, I’m sure," John responded 

hypocritically j and they went on in mutual dis- 
trust of each other. "This dandified duffer,” 
thought John to himself, “ can’t be sneaking 
after Mies Donne, can he ? She’s worth » 
million of him.” George, on the other hand, 
felt a sort of right over the young lady, and, 
like a lover, was ready to be jealous. Of 
course he acknowledged that his rights were 

were there somehow, 
have that fellow Keen

a Norman 
lines were

[TO B* CONTINUED.]George
Her secular music was mostly antiquated, 
and was made up chiefly of the songs of 
Puroell and Shields and Arne, with one or 
two of Haydn s canzonets. Her knowledge 
of sacred music went little farther than The 
Messiah, The Creation, and Mozart’s Twelfth 
Mass would carry her. She read French 
fairly well ; but her knowledge of the litera
ture was confined to Lamartine’s Heroes and 
Heroines of tbe Revolution and Volney’s 
Ruins of Empire. Notwithstanding the 
latter she was orthodox. M. Volney, after 
the elegant rapsodiea with whioh be opens, 
was, indeed, for the most part, Greek to her.

In household virtues she was a treasure, 
and was mistress of all the arts of the dairy. 
She made rare butter and the crispest, light
est pastry ; and knew how, if called upon, 
to wash and bake, and pven brew. I remem
ber her mother’s damson cheese, and they 
say that Ethel was her mother’s mistress. 
In short, a charming girl, with rare house
wifely qualities, and fit to make a prince 
a wife, if princes had the good luck to be 
allowed to choose, as we happy plebeians

It is not to be supposed for a moment that 
all these charms and virtues were allowed to 
lie unclaimed by the adventurous young 
manhood of the region. Lovers clustered 
around her like flies about a honey pot, else 
were she not fit heroine of mine. 
The Quarry moor farm ran into three hundred 
acres, and every inch was freehold, and she 
the heiress of it. Why should she not be 
courted ?

The parish chureh was so suitable that 
there was a pleasant walk to it in summer 
time from three or four parishes in the 
neighborhood, and gay young bachelors from 
several townships, with their sisters and 
sweethearts, would stroll out on peaceful 
Sunday evenings, after a fonr-o’clock tea fol
lowing on a one-o’clock dinner, and save 
themselves from any sense of spending the 
day unfittingly by dropping in at the old 
church, and would then saunter home again 
in the calm dnek, refreshed by a glance at 
country green and a taste of country air. 
Ethel drilled the choir and played the wheezy 
organ, and bad delight in this part of her life. 
She searched for voices far and near, and 
strove to impress the ownert into her band, 
and by-and-by got np quite a respectable as
semblage of singers. Then it was decided 
that the organ should be replaced—you heard 
the bellows wheeze and rattle even when the 
instrument was in full blast ; and it was set 
tied between Ethel and the Vicar that, as a 
first step towards tbia consummation, 
should be holden in tbe eohool-room 
public soiree. This meant the tradition 
teafight, with the addition of ham 
wiohee to the ordinary provisions 
concert interspersed with readings aftor- 
-wards. Ethel entered into the scheme with 
great fervor. The magnates of tbe immedi
ate locality were impressed—none of them 
very tremendous people ; and Mrs. Hick gave 
a tray of cake, and Mrs. Hinoe a ham of 
her own caring, and Mrs. Wsrmington, of 
the Mount, six pounds of tea, and Mrs. 
Jones a batch of household bread, and some
body «lu a basket of dairy batter. The 
ladies who gave gifts had the right to preside 
at the tables, and when the time came they 
were gay with festive ribbons and sat above 
their cates with proprietorial smile, 
before the time came Ethel had much to do 
jn rehearsing the choir in part-songs 
from her own little repertoire -Blow, Gentle 
Gales, and Spotted Snakes, and the like. 
The rehearsals were held in the school-room, 
and very pleasant they v.ere with their mix
ture of fun and formality : but the foundress 
of the festival had her troubles, and chief 
among them was the want of » tenor who 
oould lake the high A natural without crack 
ing on it. All the young gentlemen of the 
choir who sang Lhrough their noses could 
get at it more or less by dint of choking ; 
but she yearned for somebody who would not 
choke, and in the nick of time he came,

•• Mis» Donne,” said the Viear one dusky 
evening, clamping noisily into tbe schoolroom, 
and beginning to speak as soon as he 
had passed the door ; " I have brought yon a 

through the late divided etorm-roel-when gf™*; B“°" ‘JJj® n’°°.
,on _ Ur. FJJJI «P- the *JW. Vhti r’^’Vo “hi, «K”'., to

the month ol Ttotj™—j“J*wh“ egllre_Mr. Georg. ... . eolanteer-.nd
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*b0Utll‘ . " I shall be most happy to be of servies, I
The Donne family had lived m the old am Mr. George Banks in a tenor

house for many generations and farmed the Toioe of considerable sweetness. To Ethel’s 
land whieh surrounded it. The fact that an ™ k»A culture and refinement in
the parish ebnrehyard there was aYombstone ^ ijje speaking voice carried promise. It 
bearing there name, and dated as far back as wse go/ter and lighter than men’s voices com- 
the year 1618, proved that the family was œoni- are> but il was clear and round. The 
substantial and respectable more than two ynstr began to drag a form about the room 

ago. At the beginning of the seven ^ to light the gas, and Ethel saw before her 
teenth century it was not everybody who was a good-looking young fellow, with brown hair 
honored with a tombstone. Theetonee earn# Ulj eyei| e polish complexion, and a fair 
down from that date almost without a break; BWeepjn, moustache, whioh gave him, per- 
Iohn Aldley Dunne succeeded by Iohn Aldley baps, a handsomer look than his features 
Dunne for nigh a hundred jeers, ana Being |>iM TIIj The moastaehe wss silky end long, 
followed by other Johns whose J s bed long ^ the young man’s brown hair was parted 
and curly tails. It was at the beginning D( -n fche middle ud carefully groomed. He

and a swLt! charoh?"d- *nd *he fanufiee had evi- Perhaps you will give us a solo at the 
and a sweet- 4,011, been somehow tied togither. ?”

BRIGHAM YOUNG’S SUCCESSOR.1 stanger 
Under the

course the trial trip was 
have been on smoother water 

John Milton, of all poets the greatest, was 
bora on the 9th of December, 1608. There 
is nothing in English poetry to be compared 
with his Paradise Lost. Dryden, a poet 
himself, tells us that undoubtedly Paradise 
Lost is one of the greatest, most noble and 
moet sublime poems which either this age or 
nation has produced ; and that was in Mil- 
ton’s time, after he bad lost his sight. Gray 
says of him at that time :

I allowed the
President John Taylor’s Luxurious Style 

of Livtivr.country
the local

sent there is 
works up

shaft at all.”??For the past week new invoices of easily 
furniture for the Amelia palace have been 
arriving daily. Yesterday aix loads of mag
nificent chairs and sofas were dumped down 
in the beck yard. Every boar in the day the 
hard working, bronze fisted tithe payers stôp 
in front of the palace and gate upon these 
costly baubles, and make mental inventories 
of how much they have delved and dug and 
sweated to pay for John Taylor’s extrava
gance. There are sofas that cost f 150 a 
piece, easy chairs that cost 165, and carpets 
whioh cost 1500 for eaeh room. The style in 
which Taylor proposes to live is in marked 
contrast with hie humble circumstances in 
the years when he played second fiddle to 
the big boss Brigham. At that time he had 
hard work to get along, and when elevated to 
the position of * seer and rsvelator, George 
Gannon offered him ode of his houses to live 
□ because his hous was too poor an 

abode for a prophet ef the Lord. Since 
Taylor has been able to grasp the reins of 
power, he has made his bay at a lively 
rate, but his grasping energies are not to 
the strengthening of the gates of Zion, 
but to the vulgar accumulation of riches. The 
poor dupes of hie doctrines wear shabby 
clothes, and live in wretched adobe hats, that 
they may pay tithe* and enable the sleek 
fraud, who rules the church and handles the 
cash box. to loanee in luxuries that

quiet way in Eng- 
undulating landscape, with 

meadow and cornfield, and noble timber here 
and there, all gathering an added charm from 

fact that by a walk of half a mile you 
may command a view of another valley, lurid 
with vast columns of fiery smoke and the red 
tongues of furnace flame that leap at the low 
ekivs. Lying in any field about that plesant 
stretch of country on a quiet day in summer, 
beneath skies whose blue is somewhat toned 
by the thin gan*e of outlaying smoke-clouds, 
you may hear afar off the great heart of 
giant Labor beating : and standing still at 
night, when sound travels farther, you can 
o»tch the dank iron and the shuddering roar 
or shrill shriek of distant engines, or even 
the doll thnd of the forge hammer. And 
even in the plesant valley itself, when yon 
might fancy that you had strayed unaware 
into the very heart of Agricola’s realm, when 
the ferns are unrolling their crown-like 
scrolls, and the dog-rose is opening from 
bud, and the air is sickly sweet with

or any new

the
on Saturday after- 

bound to the church /
pOK
the

“ Nor second he who rode sublime 
Upon the seraph wings ot ecetaey ;
The secret of the abyss to spy;
He passed the flaming bounds
The living throne; the sapphire’s blase;
Where angels tremble while they gaze,
He saw; but blasted with exetss or light,
Closed his eyee in endless night."

The poem was the wonder of the age, yet 
Milton had his detractors, but more on ac
count of his politisai than hie poetical writ
ings, for he was constantly at war with tbe 
politicians. Charles James Fox declared that 
three parts of Paradise Lost were not worth 
reading ; bnt Lord Lytton, a greater judge of 
literary merit than the first Whig statesman, 
said, " Milton is indeed an august example of 
the aspirations to self completion, not only 
as to scope and strength, but as to ornament 
and grace.” " The sight of his book, 
sound ot his name,” wrote Macaulay "are 
pleasant to us and Pope in his own immor
tal poem tells us :

boU 8l8tron8

on this filthy 
smiled never- of place and

his face, 
est, for Old Joe

sfx

the ■try,
ci ni

as yet vague ; bat they 
and he wasn’t going to 
trampling on them.

the
ivy scent of the may, you come saunter j 
ly to a little rise and look about you, and 

eee pitstacks in the distance sending np their 
bine curls of smoke, and pit frames with glid
ing chains above them, filmy-fine.

On the bwer slope of one of the hills I

Quarry moor church had a squ 
tower of great antiquity, and its 
too ugly to be made pleasant even by its 
clustering mosses and ivy. Yet it was pleas
ing to the eyes of these yonng men when once 
their e us had assured them that the shrine 
held their own divinity. Ethel was in the 
organ loft, improvising on the wheezy organ, 
unconscious of listeners. And if she had 
dreams whieh were not altogether in 
ter with the place, I, for, one, am not dis
posed to be very hard on her She was think
ing of a young man with broad shoulders and 
a tenor voice, and the voice spoke to her even 
in the broken winded, asthmatic music of the 
old organ. It was dusky up there, though 
the sun blazed hot and dry outside ; and in 
the cool dimness of the place Ethel saw the 
eyee of the tenor voiced young man, and 
thought them very tender and honest. . In 
truth, their brown inclined 
to green, and they were something too 
near together, and had to the observant phy
siognomist a furtive and even frightened look. 
The rivals stole into the church on tiptoe, 
and John began to sketch the recumbent 
lord of the manor, George making a pretence 
of watching him ; and both of them yearned 
a little over tbe wheezy voluntary, which,after 
all, waa played by Love’s 
said not a word to each other 
and just as the sketch was finished they heard 
Ethel closing the organ. Then a ridiculous 
tremor fell upon them, and the girl coming 
in sight of them unexpectedly, shared it to 
the full ; but, showing nothing of it, advanced 
and shook hands with both, and, leading the 
way to the porch, covered her 
by examining the drawing there, to John’s 
satiifaetion and George’s enragement. Bnt 

too good a diplo 
play his anger openly, and explained soavely 
how bis visit to the church was entirely due 
to Mr. Keen’s artistic enthusiasm, how he 
was taking a walk and fell in with Mr. Keen, 
how Mr. Keen was going sketching, hew he 
availed himself of that opportunity to take a 
eloser look at the antiquities of which the 
Ticar had spoken, and how delighted he had 
been to listen to 

" The poor old organ,1 
is in a sad condition." 
v "Worst instrument I ever beard," said 

unisy, downright, John. Ethel was hurt 
at this. You may pity an old friend broken 
by time and asthma, bnt yon do not care to 
hear anybody speak bitterly of his infirmities. 
George had more tact, and caught exactly 
the right tone of half-affectionate regret.

« I dare say,” said he, "that yon won’t like 
the new organ half so well as this/’ Ethel 
looked at him almost with gratitude.

"How well he understands one!” ehe 
thought. "Oh I” she said aloud, unwilling 
to be thought sentimental, “ it won’t have 
the associations at first, hot of course it will 
be a much finer instrument."

"I beg yoar pardon," said J- ha, " for 
pitching into the old organ. I forgot that it 
waa a friend of yours. That makes every 
difference.” Ethel smiled at this, and John 
continued. ” I've a queer old square box of 
a piano that I learned to play on. I can’t 
have it toned because the wires would poll 
off its lege if I did, all the chords are loose. 
I like it, somehow, though.”

" That is precisely how I feel shout the 
organ,” said Ethel, readily forgiving him.

" Confound the fellow ! ” said George to 
aself. ” He’s getting sentimental now I ” 
Miss Donne did not ask the young men to 

enter the farmhouse, bnt bade them good bye 
at the gate, and they walked home 

in rather an iU humored way. 
George betook himself to Dudley Arms and 
sought the delights of a shilling pool an hoar 
or two earlier than usual, and, being oat of 
temper, played badly ; and, playing badly, 

and, losing, strove to recoup himself by 
beta. Losing in that direction, also, he went

bqrly, red-faced man of genial aspect 
cried aloud ; " Three cheers for the
mon i’ the shirt-front I" and the™u° thewas loudly redemanded, 
sang again with a readiness which established 
him as a popular favorite, and when Ethel 

appeared together the enthusiasm was 
done. It was a great night for Quarry- 
A local celebrity had written a poem 

e occasion.

know a farmhouse so old that its outside 
walls have grown gray and rimy like the rind 
of a Stilton cheese. Great beams of timber 
cross its front, and here and there its lines 
have ewayt d picturesquely out of their first 
orim drawing. Dormer windows 
t ie roof ; the chimney stacks are 
an, hut the rest of the house is a sort of 
architectural dream made concrete. The 
building is all gables and corners outside, 
and therein are little fiights of unexpected 
stairs in unexpected places, and a stranger 
finds himself intruding on rooms in whioh 
faeiiaa no business, and wondering how they 
got there. All the windows are diamonded, 
and the panes held together By little strips of 

The floors are sunken in a carious

cannot
bs furnished in Utah, bnt must of necessity 
be procured in New York. It is estimated 
that the furniture cost #60,000, bnt those 

ive inspected it say that the palace 
cannot be famished in the style Taylor con
templates for less than from #75,000 to • 100,-

The question whioh the saints are begin
ning to ask themselves is " Where does John 
Taylor get all the money unless he appropri
ates it bodily from the tithing fund ?” This 
money, the Mormons think, should go to 
beautify the the temples of the Lord, instead 
of being squandered on Taylor, who hasn’t 
revealed anything of account since he went 
into office. Taylor's excuse for this course is 
that he is not fitting np the palace for him
self, but for the princes and potentates of 
Europe and Senators and Congressmen who 
happen to emigrate this wav. The cellars 
are to be stocked with the best champagne 
for visitors to be entertained with ; bnt when 
John Taylor thinks a bottle is liable to spoil 
he feels at liberty to slip down stairs and save 
the wine. The saints say that it is no wonder 
that the ghosts will not let the palace alone. 
—Salt Lake Tribune.

tremenbut George, being by nature wooden, and by 
cultivation üardened, laid an unsympathetic 
hand upon litj shoulder, and congratulated

"lam glad to eee you bear it eo easy, Joe-
o'ld Joe lookod ,1 him alowly dropped hie 

hcei,*g»in, and mummied, “ Twelve monthe 
to a day.”

" Have

to be
cockles o

He too _ 
a stiff glass, 
brother.

" Jones her maiden name was," said Old 
Joe- " We was married at the parish church. 
A good wife for five-and-thirty years was my 
Rebecca. A good wife.”

•• Yes,” said Brother George, “ her was a 
fine personable figure of a woman, and a 
savin’ manager. Yes, Joe, her was all that, 
an' hor's no doubt better off."

To this generally spoken commendation 
the widower made no answer. Brother 
George fell to thinking as to what the 
mourner’s fortune might amount to.

In tbe silence of the room a murmur broke 
hie thoughts. " Eh ?” said George, 
t was a twel'month to a day,” said Old 

atly. " I bain’t well. George,” he 
•• I think I'll goo upstairs an’ lay

pinion now not Heaven can
Now serpent like in j rose he sweeps the ground; 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join,
And God the Father turns a school divine."

peep from 
Elizabeth- Good people all, I hope yo'nX well, 

An’ aa yo’ an' your tay 'll agree : 
For mv own pars, I’n a taal to toll 

About this heeur Swarree,
One of the first balloon ascents in England 

was made by M. Gamerin, Aug. 4, 1802. The 
balloonist waa accompanied by his wife and 
a Mr. Glassford. The balloon was visible 
after the ascent, for nearly an hour, when M. 
Garnerin put down a phrachnte and dropped 
a cat at the height of 900 feet. The cat fell 
in tbe gardens of a public inn, near tbe town 
of Milbank. The excitement among the 
people . was intense, thousands ef persons 
lining the river banka, and the river being 
crowded with boats. The descent was affected 
with ease near Hampstead.

The inconsistency of eminent Eng 
statesmen baa been remarkable. Lord Pal
merston was always believed to be a Tory 

heart. The late Earl of Derby began 
public life as a Whig, and Lord Beacons field 
was an extreme Radical in his early polii 

Sir James Graham became a T 
yet died a Liberal, while Mr. Gladstone was 
Colonial Secretary under Sir Robert Peel. 
Sir Robert Peel never changed his party 
complexion, bnt in 1841 he made his remark
able declaration at Tam worth : " So far as 
the com man laws are concerned, I cannot 
consent to substitute a fixed duty for the 
present ascending and descending scale. Tbe 
proposition of buying corn in the chea 
market is certainly tempting in theory ; 
before yon determine that it is just, 
mast ascertain the amount of the burdens to 
whioh land in other countries is subjected, 
and compare them with the bnrde 
upon land in this country. 11— 
dent statesman would pause before 
verted the principle opon whioh protection is 
given to agriculture in this country.” Five 
years later he advised the Queen to state 
the royal speech that the duty upon corn 
would be removed, and on tbe 27th of Janu
ary, 1846, he announced a measure for the 
total repeal of the common laws. No wonder 
hie constituents passed a resolution declaring 
bim to have forfeited all claims to public con
fidence, and asked him to resign. It waa 
then Mr. Disraeli exclaimed : " The cocu-

I....

This composition ran into ninety verses, and 
the bard waa so tickled with his own hnmor 
that now and again he laughed till the tears 
ran, and the audience roared with him and at 
him. He rhymed ewarry with bam and bans 
and tay \ he rhymed awarri with summer sky ; 
and in the last verse he well nigh killed the 
Vicar by an evident, bnt unfulfilled, intention 
to make the much tortured last syllable jingle 
with me and you. Tin majority laugh, d 
because the act of laughter is catching, 
and because the example was set them 
by the gentlefolks. Otherwise, they 
would have sat to see the word more knocked 

.. about even than it had been, conscious of a 
tnei“ necessity for poetic license in its handling. 

, The bard was the hit of the evening, and an 
** boar later, when he conld trust himself, John 

“ . Keen congratulated him upon hie success.
, ana a „ WeUf mjBteri- Bajd the local lion with a 

sort of proud humility, " it seat everybody 
as can write poetry." John went outside and 
eat upon a tombstone, and gave his heart to

Meantime, Mr Banks made large strides in 
the good graces of Mies Donne. I suppose 
you would not give much for a story which 

. no chronicle of love-making. I think it 
is Agur the son of Jakeh who, in reciting 
the words of wisdom whioh hie mother 
taught him, expresses his wonder at the way 
of a man with a maid. It was wonderful 
long ego, and it is still wonderful. The lit
erature of love-making is beyond computa
tion, and the simple theme still pleases.

rA

with it. “ It’ll warm the 
f your heart, and do yon good.”
1 the kettle from the hearth, mixed 

and set it on the hob beside his

generous
a trifle too much

lead.
way, and the inner walls warp to this aide er 
that in such a fashion as to give you an im
pression of being somehow in a house at sea. 
But the old place is solid and sturdy, pinned 
together as it is by its huge oak beams, and 
it may stand for hundreds of years yet in 
defiance of wind and rain.

Behind this fine old house there is a fine 
old garden, where in their season ten-week- 
stocks and gilly flowers and bachelors’ but
tons and other such homely blossoms grow 
with roses red and white, and lilies 
pale and golden. Here are hoary 
apple trees bearing wonderful fruit, 
plum trees, damson trees, pear trees, and 
e tittle forest of gooseberry bushes. And in 
great strips between the flower beds, or edged 
round with flowers and tangled aromatic 
boshes, the: 
culture of the 
the punge, _ 
tribe. Everything seems more or Use en
tangled with everything else in this delight
ful, disorderly old garden. The «idea of its 
walks are edged with box and moss-grown, 
and its high brick walls, mellow &ith age, 
are thick with lichens. Walking here on 
any sommer day yon are at liberty to forget 
that there ie any snob thing ai a forge, a 
foundry, a coal mine, a smoke cloud in the 
world. Yet even here, If you listen closely, 
yon may hear great Labor's muffled heart 
beat two or three miles a wav, and beyond 
the hills et night-time the sky Is livid red. 
There are gardens as old-fashioned and pro
fuse in growth in many places, I dare say- 
gardens where the same homely bloeeome 
blow, and the same scents perfume the air, 
and the same spirit of retired Quiet dwells ; 
but they lack the charm of this retreat fer

good chance you
cassions,' of Whom so many tames m 

, a woman with any decent pre 
ood looks—when you see a star

the country as busy as a beehive," and the 
speaker sauntered into the telegraph office 
to order assessment No. 36.—Salt Lake Tri».lieh

A DUG STORY.own hands. They 
for an hoar, tieal

dry,
Finding His Way Home Under Strange 

Circumstances.
A curious and interesting experiment has 

been tried to ascertain the faculty by which 
animals find their way back to familiar places 
after being removed to long distances. In 
order to prevent any knowledge thqt might be 
obtained by the direction or other conditions, 
a dog was placed under the influence of 
chloroform, nut in charge of a conductor on a 
night freight train, and sent from Cincinnati 
to Somerset, Ky., a distance of 160 miles.

WANTED TO PAT ITS BACK.

How a Kind-Hearted Man Climbed Into 
a Pen with a Texas Steer and How He 
Came Out Again. «

A gentleman employed at the National 
stock yards in East St. Louie now carries 
his right arm about in a sling and expresses 
himself as being obliged to fate for sparing 

horrible death that tried to 
claim him for its own in » bull pen last Wed
nesday afternoon. Being a great lover of 
steers, he was passing a pen containing a 
large, long horned specimen of 
breed, when, as he gazed at the animal at 
long range, an 
near it and pat 
with his judgment. He sealed the fence and 
jumped into the pen. This is the last thing 
he remembers until he was landed at the 
Stock Yards hotel subsequently, with his 
clothes torn and covered with slime and 
mod, with his face bleeding and his 
badly lacerated. Spectators wbp heard his 
yells and rushed to the pen declared that 
they had never seen a steer conduct himself 
more viciously. He snorted, elevated his 
tail, bellowed and rushed at hie victim and 
knocked him down violently. When the steer 
was preparing to make a second attack, the 
man was rescued. This appeared to madden 
the bull all tbe more. He broke the fence 
surrounding the pen into splinters and 
rushed like an avalanche against the gates in 
the alley ways and forced them open. He 
became so dangerous that he had to be shot, 
it was plain. Men pooseqoently stationed 
themselves on tbe sheds on either side of the 
alleyways and fired at the steer as be passed 
in his mad career before them. Many shots 
were fired before the beast dropped in his 
tracks and resigned the arena to spectators 
who were temporarily barred out.—St. Louis 
Republican.

own confusion«pon

added, 
down a bit.”

" Ah, do.” said Brother Goorge.
I’ll wait here till you’ve had a rest."

Old Joe, bent strangely, with his massive 
arms dependent like weights from hie broad 
shoulders, bored his way slowly out of the 
room, and went heavily upstairs. George 
eat absorbed in hale yon visions. Two hun
dred and fifty thousand pounds. Call it two 
hundred thousand. A wooden man ; a dull 
slow, un perceptive, unimaginative man. And 
yet, what visions haunted that dim brain of 
hie end warmed his chilly heart 1 
met afternoon wore down

matist to dis-Mr. Books wasre are spaces set apart for the 
be homely cabbage and caulifl 
nt eschalot and others h»d“ And The conductor reports that on the way 

dog slept soundly, except an occasional groan 
like a Christian in a whisky fit. In the 
early twilight of the morning after the start, 
while the train was taking 
track eighteen miles from Somerset, he es
caped from the caboose and started off in » 
dazed sort of way, bnt when pursued gathered 

up and disappeared across a meadow. 
Thirty-eight hours afterward he made his 
appearance in Cincinnati, having passed over 
the distance of 142 miles. Some time after
ward the same dog waa put under the influ
ence of other and his nose bandaged to pre
vent tbe use of hie scent faculty. He was 
then placed in a wicker basket, and putting 
him upon an elevated train he was taken 
sooth west to Danville Junction, east to Crab 
Orchard, then northeast to a hunting 
vous near Berea. Here he was kept in a 
woodshed and closely confined over night. 
The next morning he was taken out on the 
farm and
started for home—not 
come bnt in a bee line for Cincinnati. He 
had no appearance of being lost, but with 
head erect pushed forward as if be knew the 
way perfectly.

a bewildering net work of roads and by-roads. 
He had never been in that part of tbe coun
try before, nor within sixty miles of Berea. 
The wind was not from the direction of Cin
cinnati when he took his course, and yet four 
days afterward he came to his master on the 
streets of Cincinnati, watersoaked and full 
of bars. Now, the question is, what induced 
the dog to walk due north ? It eould not 

ury. for there was nothing to 
it does not seem possible that 

scent, for all the condition 
-Tne Polaris.

the
him from the

ens imposed 
think a pro-1“ Hide

But ie'

Miss Donne’s 
’’ said

Paying-
Mies £ 2overpowering desire to get 

it on the back ran away himself
Csaptsb VIII.

It befel that, after the soiree at Quarry- 
moor, Mr. George Banks began to profess an 
extraordinary interest in matters anti-- 
quarian, and to poke about at odd 
hours in the old church, copying brasses 
and making sketches of a marble lord of the 
manor who lay on his back in a neglected 
corner of the building. John Çeen, his chum 
had a sort of double barrelled profession,

1 to summer even
ing, and George took a comfortable tea in 
his brother’s parlor, and returning to the 
kitchen eat and smoked and sipped his grog, 
until it grew too dark for him to see the 
wreaths of smoke 
head. He called to the ruddy servant who 
sat alone in the bask kitchen.

" Sarah, go upstairs and call the master, 
there's a good wench.”

" The girl clambered upstairs and tapped 
at the aleeper’e door. There came no answer, 
and she rapped again. She called downstairs, 
saying that she eoald not make him hear.

" He*s pretty eonni asleep, then," said 
Brother George. “ Leave him to it. I'll go 
away home."

“ He pnt on the crape-bound hat, and 
walked gravely to his own house, and slept 
the sleep of the just. His dreams were bright 
with thr gleam of two hundred thousand 
pounds. He sat at breakfast in the morning, 
and the sunbeams flowing through the window 
were mellow with the same auriferous shine. 
There came a harried knock at the door, and 
George'» servant, being engaged et the back 
<o( the "house, left her master to answer it. 
He found hie brother’s clumsy Black Coun
try serving wench standing on the door step 
with blanched cheeks and eyes full of terror.

"Pus fetched the doctor," she gasped 
breathlessly, " an’ he says he must ha’ been 
deed aface 90* left the house last night."

Geoige fell bask against the wall of the

" Dead ! ’’ he gwed j >‘who’a dead ? ’’
" Yoar brother Josephsaid the girl, 

mu* Thk pbolooub omw.

Onapxaa VII.

whioh curled about his pants of the treasury benches were political 
peddlers, who bad bought their party in tbe 
cheapest market and sold it in the dearest.” rendez-duii 1» double barrelled profession, 

both solicitor and mine surveyor ; bnt 
towards architecture, 
George was indebted 
John, having seen

part, because they have not its sin- 
itrast of neighborhood. When by 

meet amongst those ‘fair Oir- 
fablee have been 

tensions 
' glinting 
k -when

being both solicitor an 
his natural tastes were 
and it waa to him that

REV. PLATO JOHNSONS' POME. 

His Experience With Wall Street

When oar reporter called on l 
Plato Johnson this week be found 
gentleman in an ur 
" Are yon ill?” was 
" No, I ain't eick 
" bnt I link I must 
I’se writ a

turned loose, tie immediately 
by the way he had

for ms new pursuit, jonn, navmg seen 
Ethel, fallowed George's example and fell in 
love with her. It came quite naturally to him 
to haunt the old church in the hope of seeing 
her, and George learned the lesson and 
availed Himself of it. So the two young men 
used to dodge each other in a rather guilty 
way on leisure afternoons, and once or 
twice, with mutual ire and astonishment, met 
at the church.

1 have already told yon that George Bus
hell had inherited his brother Joseph’s for
tune. He throve mightily, and became a 
local magnate, signing himself J.P. and being 
much looked up to. He waa » member of 
the Conservative Central Committee for 
the county, and had embarked in great min
ing speculations, and was in these days a 
staunch churchman. In affairs ecclesiastical, 
political and commercial he came i to con
tact with the best sort of people, and was 
highly respected. If his money had betray
ed him into any pretence of fashion, 
he would no donbta^tave been laughed 
at ; but he behaved '/with much reticence 
and modesty, and people naturally spoke 
well uf him. No repentances troubled him 
qnd young Jqe, ill-starred nephew, had 
faded out of memory year» fgo. Amongst 

enterprises of hi», he had bought 
in a looal bank, and bad boqght eo 

largely that he might almost be said to have 
been the bank’s proprietor. He held mines 

I under all sorte of business conditions, and

told
the Bev.

ual frame of mind, 
anxious question, 

now ” was the reply, 
hab been, for 

pome. I don’ know wat made 
me do it, an’ I’ee afraid it’s a sort ob a fore
runner ob deth. I did’n' hab to work after 
de rhymes, an’ it kind ob writ itself with 
spontaneous combustion. I ain’t in lab wid 
no one ’cept de madder ob my ’leben child- 
en, an’ I goes it’» too late to writ poetry 
’boat her. Bat ef I must tell yer de traff, 
wen I was in de city ob York—now you 
mosen’t put dal down, ooe I wonldn’ hab it 
known for de worl’—1 paid a short visit to 
my friens Jay Gould an’ Russell Sage in 
Wall street.” " Ah !” said the reporter, 
" that is a rather dangerous journey to take, 
but I hope the result was not disastrous ?” 
Mr. Johnson looked wildly abeot the room 

settling down

tog »ks—when you ee 
the late divided etc 

the pearl
Ihe He crossed two broad rivers 

steep mountain ranges, and bad to 
through five towns, the renters of 6

—Alma Tadema and hie wife will make a 
winter sojourn ia Borne.

have been mem 
remember, and 
it conld have been 
were unfavorable.—

—A curious conflict has arisen between the
Administration and the office of the Public 
Prosecutor at Moeeow relative to the right of 
parents in Russia to imprison their children, 
and a commission has in consequence beencenturies
appointed to inquire into the subject. The 
article of the penal code under which this 
power ie exercised limits the confinement to 
from two to four months is a publie prison. 
The Russian journals state that tbe absolute 
authority of the parents is not tempered by 
any mitigating word, though tbe edition of 
the general collection of laws published in 
1867 is careful to forbid parents selling their 

children, and the citfi oode now in force sol
emnly reminds tbctb that they have no po 
over their fives.

—The corbeille, preeented by M. Grovy to 
his daughter on her marriage, consisted of an 
artistic cabinet, the secret drawers of which 
are damasked velvet lined caskets, each of 
which contained a surprise. Among their 
other contents were two fans of old lare, 
mounted with carved ivory, several bracelets, 
and numerous ether jewels, 

had to —A London firm has just mann 
take np a extra collection at de nex’ church snorting knife for CetyAyo, the Z 
mootin' to get funds to come home wid. j arch, containing 26 instruments.

lost;
for several minute*, and then 
into his usual calm attitude, went on : " No ; 
not disastrous all roan’ 'xactiy ; dat is, it 
wasn’t disastrous to the parties above men 
uoned, but I can’t say precisely the same ob 
myself. I know I’se a poorer man dan I was 
wen I started on de trip, an’ dat I

home in a very savage condition, disposed to 
quarrel with any body. Old Daniel, who 
closed bis boose at eleven o dock, had gone to 
bed en boar ago ; but Dinah was sitting up 
for her sou, and on his entry she saw that 
be was sullen and out df temper. Indeed, 
George's tenor voie» did not often mkke the 
home musical.

“I-nliidoittsiiw bile’rappwlor yoe

other
factored a 
ala xnon«

for years three-and-twenty. 
young man with moustaches 
g art, and his mother is getting on
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