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he head imbibed at the feastivo aeason, had
looked himself in the gonanl.room,atmed him.
solf with a losded musket, and was threaten-
ing to shoot any ope who approached Him,

+ Have you informed the offiger on duty t”
saked the chaplain.

“The officers, sir, are all away at a
dinner-party.”’ ,

1 And where's the sergeant of the guard

* Here, sir,”

¢t 'Well, sergeant, why don’t you arrest
this man at once aud put him in irons?”

l:l‘ge sergeant looked shegpish ¢ he re.
plied,

¢ \Why, you see, air, it's npt as it ho was
onl dm’t’{k{ but he's reg'lar favin’ mad with
delhium tramena, he'd"g?t very musket in
the rack loaded, and he'a hat desprate-he'd

ick three or four of us off before we could
Ey handa upon him, I dursn't chimoe it,

r. » M

The chaplain’s face mw dour and black ;
thers was & ringing fute tone of com.
mand in his voice as-he said,

1*Fotch me a blacksmith at once. Tom
Baynes is the best man; and tell him to
bring his forehammer with him,"

A messenger was despatched for the black-
smith. In the interval-the chaplain calmly
reconnoitred the guard-room, and the
soldiers atood looking at him, their voices
hushed into whispers, wondering what would
come next and what the parson was about
to do, They were not long keptin suspense.
The measenger returned, bringing with him
Tom Bsynes the blackamith, & hig, gauut,

werfal man, black with the grime of the
orge, ;351 his leathern apron, his fore.
hammer on his shoulder. Touching his
forelock to the parson, Tom looked at him
in suwe bewilderment. Motioning to the
guatd-room door, the chaplain moved for-
wards, i

‘“ This way, Baynes."

When the door was reached the voice of
the madman was heard within blasphemicg
horribly, and@ yelling threats of vepgeance

inst every mother’s sop of them, The
;ﬂokmi)h peused, and his face lengthened,
Hers yas a queer job ; he didu’t half like it.
He .outoh.& his head and began to reflect,
b!l::. ll::; reflections were cut short by the
c td ’

o Tom, ¥ want you to break-in that door ;
a coupls of blows will do it,”

Tom Baynes hesitated. Then yau should
have seen our . Tom used to say
afterwards shat he never saw a man *‘ grow
s0 big all on a sudden like,” Pointinﬁ to
the door with a geature and a tone which
there was no <isobeying, the chaplain sad
aternly, ’

‘¢ Baynes, £ ‘assh-in that guard.room door
this instant; aul vou, se t, kave you
picket ready to rush in and secure the man
at onoe.”

¢¢ Sergeant, do your duty ; arrest that man

e byl of v's musket

o barrel o noessy's mu was
directed » 11'{ {1: the:'sbrgmi’- head ;
the :e:ﬁmt felt uncomfortable, his cheek
blanched, snd he made a further strategio
movement to the rear, The madman gave
a fierce derisive yell that might have made
any man’s biood run cold to hear it.

‘“Now, you black.coated old devil-
dodger, ont of the way there, and let ms
have a clear shot at that t! OQat o'
the way, I tell ye, or else I'il blow your
head 20> pieces 1"

¢ Sergeant,” oried the chaplain, in a voice
of thunder, ‘‘arrest that man at once 1”

¢ fin, ha 1” roared Hennessy, ‘‘he knows
better. The first man that passes that door
I'll send to hell in quick time.”

And in extenuation of the sergeant’s back-
wardness it must be admitted that the
fellow lnoked as if he ‘meant to keep his
word, He was a desperate, determined,
and ferocious ‘man at any time; but now
that he was Jiterally and uncontrollably mad
with drink, he waa capable of any crime,

“Am I to arrest this man myself, ser-

geant1” apkod the chaplain, in a quiet firm
vaice, very different from the angry tone of
command he had used a ;nou':eﬁt%efore.

‘‘Arreat me, parson! I'd like to seo ye
tryit! If yo put a foot or a hand beyond
that doorway, I'li shoot ye down like a dog ¢
If yo don't clear out from where ye are be-
fore X cougt ¢Aree, 80 help me, I'll fire I”

The parson paid no heed to the raving
maniac, but with ineffable disgust and scorn
and said to the sergeart,

““What! are you afraid, man? Why,
then I sup a black Soal must show you
rod ooata the way, that'sall 1”

. *'Clear out o’that 1" yelled Honness.y I
givo i One 1"

o fair ‘waming.
away, sir; oome back. He's »
desperate chap, he'll fire; he's mad, uir;

thon;'-a murder in his oye 1" criod half-a-doz.
en soldierp at once,
¢ Two I" shouted Hennossy.

Without anothor word the chaplaiu
marched straight up to the madman, who
who covered him with his musket as ho ad.
vanced, and swearing he would shoot the

arson dead, preased the trigger with his

nger as he roared, “Thres ) i}vury ono of
the petritied and horror.stricken spootators
sxpected to hearthe report, and see the par.
jon's skull shattered. But the kcen, roso
wte, unflinghing gray eyes of the braveman,
who slowly advanced upon him, fascinated
the furious lunatio 3 there was an aspect of
command as well as of dauntleas courege in
the face and bearing of our hero in black,
which must have rresistibly roused the
man's inatinot of discipline, and paralysed
his murderous aim, for he allowed the par-
son to walk right up till the muzzle of the
musket was not a foot from his head.
Quiatly grasping the weapon 1n one hand,
Jospph Sgtickger raised tho barrel above his
head, and that instant the deafemug report
rang out, and the ball went crashing through
the ceiling. So have dtopged tho diachary-
cd muskot and seized another from the row
that Iay all cocked and loaded before him
nced have been, for Henncssy,only the work
of a second, Bat the chaplmn never took
his eye of the madman'’s face, and the fellow
was fairly cowed by that calm ateady look,
which seemed to pierce him throrgh and
through. Slowly the parson’s hnnd shipped
down the bacrel till 1t rested with a firm
grasp upon the man’s wnist. Then, without
turning, he said caolly, with a ring of with-
ering contempt in hus tone,

‘'Here, sergeant, pechaps now you'll not
be afraid to pat this man tinder arrest 1”

The sergeat summoned a couple of filo to
asgist him ; but the m&dman, whoae eycs
waere still rivetted on the parson’s, e no
effort at resistance, allowing himself to bo
scized and led away with s dazed looken his
{ace, as ihough he had been gazing on some-
thing that had dazeled and blinded him,
Then, -amid the xinfng cheers of the sol.
diers,the Rov. Joseph Stiokler walked quict.
ly out of the barracks.

Beto.e next morning every man, woman
and child in Donjonville bad heard of the
parson’s heroism, Before the uext Sunday
the fame of it had spread all ronnd the
oountry-side, and curious folks camo in from
far and near on Sunday evening to starz at
the real Jive hero, who stood thero in un.
heroic gown and bands, and delivered his
homely homily a8 though wholly anconscious
of the admiring cyes that were fixed upon
bim. I suppose no quality of head or heart
80 entirely wins the admiration of English.
men as that of cool presenco of mind under
danger, We like to think awd pride our-
selvey on the fact that it 1w preeminently
characteristic of the English race, But from
the way in which we worship and adore the
men who display it, a foreigner might be
justified in cherishing the susp:cion that we
are conyioua of its extremc rarity amon,
us, and value it acoordingly. 1 don't think
that we Donjonville folks were one whit loss
glucky than our neighbours; but we must

avo been secretly conscious that under such
circumstances we should hardly have borne
ourselves 8o well as our parson, ocherwise wo
should not have elevated hin as we
did with one oonsent, into the pom-
tion of a hero. We wers too proud of
possuasing a hero to be cyitical, His encmies
and his detractors, and oven he was not
ithout thesc inevitable accompaniments of
ame, said he was a glutton, It was a harsh
term to use of ons whose exquisite taste in
gastronomy was to some of us ono of the
plessantest featmies of his chasacters. Ho
was & genial soul, was Josoph Stickler, when
be unbent over those *little suppers,”
which wero veritable Noctes Ambrostana to
those who were permitted to partake of
them ; for our hero was not only witty him-
s:1f, hat the cansu of wit inothers, Happy
mortals those who wero, privileged to %o
guests at these symnosin! “They could for-
got that thoy wero in dreary Donjonville,
and imagine themaelves tranaported to some
gqutronou.uo Paradise, some culinary Elysium,
oman is a hero to his valct, if we are to
believo Madame Cornuel; but, I take it, a
man may be a hero to his cook when that
functionary is but tho cxccutant of ideas
which cmanate from the master-mind.
Joseph Stickler had an excellent cook, aand
X am sure that in hor oyes he was not one
whit less a horo than he was in ours, Nor
did the aurcola of hus heroism lose any of
its radiance when ho sat at tho head of his
own supper-table, keenly enjoving our en-
oyment of the dairty dishes which had cost
more time and thought, perhaps, than

any but an epicure could excuse *Te3 he

had the ordering of tho calendar 1 an sure
that both Brillat Savarin and Aube Ducheane
would speedily lhave b en ocunoniwed an
saints ; and I am inolined to think they de.
sorve tho honour as much as some who
figuro on tho saintly bead-roll. However,
it was impossiblo that tho profanum vulgus,
which feeds, but knows not what 1t 1s to cat
intolligently, should sympathizo with this
trait in the character of our heron black.
Nor will I insist upon claiming for that trait
tho right to bo coumdered as on attributo of
horoisin, or oven in itsclf to be pronounced
heroic. But in tho case of Joseph Stioklor
it had & posthnmous reficotion of tho heroto
thrown upon 1t, which 18 my excuso for in-
trodacing it horo. .

Oar hero was smitten down with sick.
neas ; tho weeks rolled on, and still wo
missed his portly figure and familiar face,
which for ﬁvo-nn({thlrty yoars had beon as
constant to Donjonvilleas tho dial of the old
Elizabethan clock, which from the castle.
turrot looked down upon tho parade. Thon
at leLgth came the sad nows that we ahounlil
uover again sco tho *‘last of tho Sticklers’
in the flesh  He was dying of atrophy, we
were told; he could retain no nourishing
food ; the daintieat dishes 1n the world wers
but & mockery to him now, Humorst as
ho was, he saw keenly the grim irony of
Fato; #.0 tho Iast words ho was heard to
uttor woro these, spoken improcsmively, as
ho laid his wasted hand upon the arm of his
oldest and dearcst friend,

“They'll say it was a judgment, and
they’ro right. Tell your {riends, when 1
am gone, that you knew a parson who died
of starvation becauae he had ‘ mado a god of
bis belty.™

Such was the hard measure ho moted aut
to himself. But we judged him mown
leniently. We all, high and low, rememboer-
ed only his virtues ; wo felt that wo had lost
a rare man in our bero in black, tho hike of
whom wo should nevor sco again.

et - - —

A CGreat Many Snakes.

RETAINING THEIR REPUTATIONS FOR LIVELY
DOINGS TU THE CLOSE OF THE EASON,

While workmeu were opening a spring at
Ralph’s Station, Pa., thoy foun® fifty-one
suakes sccrcted thereim, wherc thoy wero
hid for the winter. Tho largest was four
feet long.

A oolored man at Parson’s, Kansas, suved
Ins hfe by his quick motion of his gun. A
snake, 8 feet 1o Jength end 12 inches w
‘fanicter, was about to attack hup, whena
charge of shot silenced him.

Jaucob Francizeo, with some {renis, u
carthed fotsleon copperhial suakes near
Carrollton  Xy., and was bitten by one of
them. His body ewelled to au enormous
size, and, although kopt dosed with eds-
«nes, ho suffered smuch until his death,

Jacob Terwillinger, & farmer in the moun.
tains near Kwgston, tells a rattleanake yam
that is exhilarating. Whilo gathoring apples
ho fell mnto a bed of rattlesnakes. Moro
than one of the snakes attacked him bheforo
he regained tus feet, and one was fastened
in his clothing. His 12 year old son, who
was near, was of little help, but Terwilhuyer
sot & rough stick and attacked the snaks .

niessthan an hour ho killed cight rat -

#nakes, the largest measuring five feet nd
having soventeen rattles, He wasbittwe ,
but ssys wliskey saved him, and that it
isn’t bad for any kind of illnecss.

When Hans Wiger, a German but her of
Harrison, Ark., awoke from his little nap
by the roadside, he waa terntied to finda
rattlesnake of tho diamond specics cuile
about cach leg, and both logktng him hung
rily iu the face. He dropped bank and Ia
as ono dead, and went inte a 8swoon, H. «
long ho romained in that pro ticamoent is haru
to tell, but sometime aftcr dark toth snakes
uncoiled themselves, and, arter crawha,
under his neck and around his head several
tines, meved quictly away. Wicer made
tracks for the nearost hor.sc and felt famnt.
iog. After somo trouble hy was revived,
but 1¢ was found that dunng his lying still
Llood had 20zed from lis cyes and mouth,
aud his harr, which he said was before
ravon black, had almost an irou.gray cast.

THEY have a new way of curing womeny,
hysterics in India. Thoy tio tho paticnta
hands and fcot togesher and thea thrust cot.
ton wicks ateoped in oil up their nostrils
and iot. her cars. A woman who has had
hysten. .l dumbness will recover her speech

n & very short time ur.der this treatment,

PERSONAL.

GENERAL GARFIELD's youngest son, Abe,
is qui*o an artist, Ono of his favorite draw-
s s o train of cars, in wlhich everything is
so fmtnfully represonted that cven an expert
wonld tind no part omitted,

T1s house of Rothsoluld has recently been
reongamzed with o capital of §10,000,000.
Tae tinancral head of the touse, and diractor
i ats lange oporations, 18 Baron Alphonse
Rothschuld, who 18 also head of the houso in
Pans. He1s a man of indefatygablo wnduatry,
simplo i haints, and proverbial as a pedese
trian, one of his chief pleasures being o walk
through the stroets of Pana both beforv and
after cnner.  Baron Alphonse and Guatave
and E. Rothsciild each furmsh a third of the
capital,  The registeation of the deed of par-
norship cost $12,400.

Coruxet Fousky, intholast number of frog.
ress, has this parngraph  **I havo just heard
a gonal pivee of news about my dear friend
Jay Couke, the philosopher, who, whilo as a
marvellvus leader na & banker, had to yield
temporarily to misfortune, and to postpone
the payment of his obligations. He is uow
on lus hnaneial feet again, and will scou be

{ ablo to pay all his bebts.  Considering that

he weoat down in the crash of 1873, this is
quick and honorable redemption.”

* W gty are we brokers¥' may be anawer-
ed by tho fact that tho business 1s so remun-
erative that last weck Mr. Metcealf, a partnor
of Mr. Ives, the presulent of the Stock Ex-
change, Luught the seat of Mr. Lieurge Cuap-
i for $20,500, and pad 31,000 admission
feo tu the Exchange in addition, Tho value
of scats has of late a*)precuted more rapdly
even than choe price of stocks, for it 18 only a
yoar ut 8v sunce Mr., James Gordon Bennett
panl vut $10,000 for a seat, wincl, ho presept-
ed tu Ins friend Mr, Lawrence It. Jorome. At
the rate paad by Mr. Metealf, tho 1100 soats
of the Exchiange aro worth about §22,000,000,
une of 1ts advautages is that at tho death of
a member lus family or estato 1s entatled to
210,400,

T & now hotel of Baron Rothschild in Par
is was formerly the property of tho Marquis
of Pontalbia, who had ropaired the fortunes of
his family by mariiage with a very rich creole
of New Orleans. A capricious passionate wo-
man, sho led him alife which he patiently en-
dured antil sho one day, iu a pet, sncored at
lus poverty, and reituded hun that the splen.
did ‘mansion they occupied was hers. “The
Mamquis said littlo, but oshescm)y with his
cluldren withdrew to a modest lodging, whero
thoy lived 1n tho simplest manner on hisown
small means, m spite of the lady's cntreatics
for his return. The hotel was brought, stone
by stone, from the Faubourg St Hanore to1ts
1 resent site. 1t 18 a beautiful edifice.  All
the Rothsclulds are invited to the house
warmng.

Tuk Princess of Wales, having visited
Kensiagton Palace to advize on tge fitting
up of the apartments allotted to Princess
Frederica of Hanover, was fascinated by
Greuze's charming portrait of the Pompa.
dour, who 18 depicted in a flowered silk
dress, with laco fichu gathered up at the to
of the bodice by a bow of ribbon, stripe
carmelite and white ; upon ber head is care.
lessly thrown a fanchon of lace, loosely fas.
tened under tho chin wath & bow of the san.y
atriped ribbon.  The wholo toilet is assimple
as possible, aud 1o tho most elegant taste,
The Princess was immediatoly struck with
tho case and grace of the coiffure, which,
instead of depriving the courtenauce of all
shadow, as is the case with the mob cap
which has beon the fashion so lon,; throws
a shade becomiug to every complexion over
uho faco., The fanchon is consequently to
become the fashion,
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‘A Stalwart View of Art.
Sceno—A room in a Highland maoson.
Asgociato of the Royal Academy, airived to
pant portrait of a lady, encounters but.

.er.
A. R. A, to butler—*‘Perhaps you will
kindly givo hor Iadystup my card, sad ssk
her what hour will suit for sitting?”
Butler—*¢ Sittin’ ! Good gracious! Her
leddyship’] not set and watch you pentin’t”
A R A.—* My good mln,{ am going to
punt a portrait,”
Butler, pointing to a portrait—*What?
L:ke theso things on the wa't"
A. R, A.—'*Yer, jast 80.”
Butler—**Wecel, woe), that batesa'tI'm
thinkin® a big strong man liko you would be
far bottor pentin’ hooses.”
——n>
‘Tux Britih Qeographical socicty is pre-
garing for an Arctic expedition by way of
‘ranz Josef laud,




