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An Omaha printer named Shorrock 

has fallen heir to a fortune of $200,000.
There is to be a tonsorial contest for 

the championship and $200 a side be
tween two barbers at Indianapolis.

A pawnbroker was found hanging to a 
tree in Nebraska the other day. It is 
supposed that the Pawnees did it.

In the United States there are 26 coun
ties and 243 towns named after the great 
and good fattier of his country.

In the Ohio Legislature, when the name 
of John Smith is called, five of him 
answers one way and three the other. 
No member of the body dares to utter 
anything disrespectful of the name. It 
is too multitudinous to be treated lightly.

We may all eat oysters in the month of 
May, for there is an “It" in it. 
an observer finds that May is only a pet 
name for Mary, and as there is an R in 
Mary, it’s ail right. June and July are 
now the only proscribed mouths, Aug
ust having been brought into line 
by improving the orthography and spell
ing it “Orgust.”

The Denton (Texas) Review indulges 
in the following fruitful illustration : Dou
ble peaches are remarkably common in our 
orchards this seasoù. We have noticed 
several orchards wherein at least one-fifth 
of the fruit is thus joined. Bachelors 
who have long been crusty and maids 
who have long been sour should take no
tice and govern themselves accordingly. 
Peach trees never lie nor designedly pre
sent uncertain omens.

A conductor on the Chicago and Alton 
road is reported as having forbidden 
honeymoon “billing and cooing." Ob
serving a bridegroom’s arm out oi place 
he forbade further demonstrations. “But 
I have a right to hug her.” said John. 
“Not on railroads,” said the conductor; 
“there is a law against all unjust dis
criminations on railroads, and as I haven’t 
a woman for each man on the train to 
hug, your action Is in violation of the 
law, and must be stopped."

A story told by Dr. McCosh, of Prince
ton College, is seasonable. A negro iu a 
religious gathering prayed earnestly that 
he and his colored brethern might be 
preserved from what he called their “up- 
settin’ sins.” “Brudder,” said one of his 
friends, at the close of the meeting, “you 
ain’t got the hang of dat word. It’s 
‘besettin’,’ not ‘upsettin’.’ ” “Brudder,” 
replied the other, “if dat’s so, it’s so. 
But I was prayin’ de Lord to save us 
from de sin of intoxication, an’ if dat 
ain't upsettin’ sin, I dunno what am.”

Several negroes broke into a home 
in Lexington, Ky., last week, and with 
drawn pistols demanded of the landlady 
all the valuables in the house. She was 
compelled to obey, and after taking all 
she had the robbers were invited to 
lunch. They accepted the polite Invita
tion and the lady went about preparing 
supper, and seasoned it heavily with poi
son she happened to have about the 
house. The thieves ate heartily, and 
were found dead on the premises the next 
morning.

A private letter from Paris, received 
this morning, expresses some -apprehen
sions as to what Is to be the ontcon e of 
the existing political muddle in France. 
We extract a single paragraph : “ If it 
were only in my power to describe to you 
the present state of French politics— 
eacli party striving for the reins of the 
government, while no one is willing to 
sacrifice even an opinion — I should 
depict the comedy now being played, 
but which may become very dramatic 
ere long.” Very dramatic, indeed, no 
doubt ; and sooner, too, than some peo
ple imagine.

The White League’s Plea.
A special from New Orleans contains a 

long address of the Committee of Seventy 
of that city in defence of the late action 
against Kellogg, claiming justification in 
consequence of the misrule to which they 
allege the people have been subjected. 
In explanation of the formation of what 
is known as the White League, the ad
dress states : “ It will be remembered 
that the white militia of New Orleans 
have been disbanded, their arms taken 
from them, and an exclusive militia or
ganized in their stead, by an infamous 
by-law. The Metropolitan Police, for 
whose support an enormous tax is levied 
upon the city exclusively, has been taken 
from under the control of the Mayor, and 
made subject to the orders of the Gov
ernor alone. This body was used to in
timidate and overawe citizens, to guard 
the residences and persons of timorous 
officials, and to dragoon parishes when
ever any political scheme required It.

“The white people of the State, who, 
stripped of every means of defence, were 
threatened moreover by an oath-bound 
league of the blacks, which under the 
command of cunning and unscrupulous 
negroes might at any moment plunge 
them into what they were most anxious 
to avoid, a war of races ; the incessant 
den auds of offices from the City, State 
and General Government, for which they 
proffered no other title than that of color, 
the development in their conventions oi 
a spirit of proscription against the white 
radicals, and even against honorable Re
publicans, who had fought for their 
liberation, their increasing arrogance, 
which knew no bounds, their increasing 
dishonesty, which they regarded as a 
statesmanlike virtue, that contemplates 
scorn of all the rights of the white man 
which they dare trespass upon, all these 
signs as set forth in the platform of the 
Crescent City White League, warned us 
that the calamity we had long appre
hended was imminent, and that we must 
either prepare for or perish under it. 
“With the hope as distinctly and openly 

declared that a timely and proclaimed 
union of the whites as a race, and their 
preparation for any emergency, might 
arrest the threatened horror of a social 
war, the White League was formed, its 
object being as publicly set forth to as
sist In restoring an honest and intelligent 
Governmeht to the State of Louisiana, 
and by a union with all other good citi
zens to maintain and defend the consti
tution of the United States and the State, 
and to maintain and protect the rights of 
all citizens.”

The address concludes as follows : 
“Friends, countrymen and lovers of 
freedom, we make our last appeal to you. 
Every peaceful remedy had been exhaust
ed, wc had borne and forborne until our 
submission was construed as cowardice, 
our desolation was accomplished. Tho 
hum of industry was stilled in our work
shops ; the wheels of commerce 
were stopped ; agriculture languished 
and capital fled from us; our taxes were 
increased uutil real estate had become a 
curse instead of a blessing ; in the midst 
of our poverty we saw with unavailing 
protests and indignation, alien and bank- 
ttipt adventurers grow rich with the 
spoils wrung from us by every species of 
unjust and oppressive extortion ; in our 
despair and iu the exercise of what we 
believe to be an inalienable right wo 
overthrew by arms, a usurpation begot 
in fraud and maintained by force. 
The power of the United States has 
again set it up to bo a taskmaster over 
us, our tale of misery is complete, noth
ing remains, b»t submission, relieved 
only by the dim, distant hope that the 
sober second thought of this great peo
ple will reconsider calmly onr conduct, 
and devise in their wisdom some method 
of relief for this unhappy province/’

There are now 39 women preachers in 
the United States.

Goldsmith Maid Is in Rhode Island. 
Doblc thinks she can trot across the 
State inside of two minutes.

Register clerk—‘YOnr name?” “ So 
and so.” Your profession?” “Lawyer.” 
“ Can you read and write?”

The Charing Cross Hotel, London, well 
known to St. John merchants, is to be 
merged into a freight depot.

A Buffalo father has persuaded his bad 
boy to stay in o’ nights. The chain cost 
$4.80 and the padlock 75 cents.

A Pennsylvania fiimlgator smotied a 
cartridge in his meerschaum, and now he 
hasn’t got a meerschaum.

“ Wud Yurd & Kinlins” Is the ortho-

TIMELY TOPICS.the privy chamber to Edward IV. Cleve
don -passed from the family of the Wakes
about the reign of Charles 1. to John 
Digby, Earl of Bristol, and from that 
family it was purchased by 34» Jfcraham 
Elton, created a baronet in 1717, one of 
whose descendants is the present pro

the following inscription :
TO THE MEMORY OF

ARTHUa HENRY HALLAM,
OF TRINITY Coi.LEOK, CAMBRIDGE, B. A., 

ELDEST SON OF IlKNltY HaI.I.AM, EsQ., 
and of J F lia Maria ms wife, 

DAUGHTER OF SlR ABRAHAM ELTON, BART.
OF CLEVEDON COURT,

WHO WAS SNATCHED AWAY I1Y SUDDEN 
DEATH AT VIENNA ON SEPT. 15, 1833,

IN THE 23RD YEAR OF HIS AGE.
And now in this obscure and solitary 

church repose the mortal remains of one 
too early lost for public fame, but alrea
dy conspicuous among his contempora
ries for the brightness of his genius, the 
depth of his understanding, the nobleness 
of his disposition, the fervor of his piety 
and the purity of hie life.

Vale dulcissime vale dilectissime desider- 
atissime Recquirscas in pace.

Pater ac Mater hie post hoc recquit scamus 
tecum usque ad tubam.

The ship that bears the dear dead body 
to its narrow bed is thus addressed :
” Thon contest, much wept for ; such n breeze 

Compelled thy canvas, and my prayer 
Was the whisper of an air 

Te breathe thee over lonely
For I in spirit saw thee move 

Through c roles of the bounding sky ;
Week alter week : the days go by :

Come quit*, thou bringest all I love.

NOTHING TO DO.
BY HARRIET «’F.WKN KIMBALL.

A strip of snowiest linen 
Half-broidered and stamped in blue, . 

And the gleam of a threadless needle 
Piercing the pattern through :

The needle is ready, yet the sweet little lady. 
Sits sighing for something to do.

Heaped on the table beside her 
Blossoms of every hue:

Delicate, odorous roses—
The rarest that ever grew :

The vase stands ready, while the sweet little
Sits wishing for something to do. 1

Half-hid under flowers a volume 
In daintiest gold and blue.

Just parted, as it would open 
A t "The Miller’s Daughter” for you :

The book lies ready, yet the sweet little 
Sits sighing for something to do.

A silent harp in the corner.
And melodies old and new 

Scattered in pretty disorder—
Song, of the false and the true:

The htwj1 stands ready, still the sweet little
Sits longing for something to do.

I rSomebody defines flirtation to be atten
tion without intention.

A man may love wisely, bnt he cannot 
love two very well.

Three newspaper men have left Cleve
land in a balloon. Was that the only way 
they could escape importunate creditors?

Mrs. Austin, of Alexandria, Va., has 
lived in one neighborhood 38 years and 
never borrowed her neighbor’s flat-irons 
or a cup' of sugar.

Now is the season when men are seen

A veter-
prietor.

Persons tired of the noise and heat of 
the city can find coolness and quiet here’ 
and variety in the many pleasant drives 
about the neighborhood. The fields and 
gardens, beautlfal houses and churches, 
the vast and verdant valley dotted with 
trees, divided by hedgerows, gemmed 
with villages aud towers, and bounded 
in the distance by the long drawn heights 
of the Mendip Hills, form, indeed, a 
goodly landscape, pleasing to the 
refreshing to the heart, and not easily 
forgotten. One need not wonder at the 
number of lodgings for the summer to 
be found here, for Clevedon is a most 
desirable place for families to spend the 
summer, or for any one to enjoy a holi
day.

But the literary and poetical associ
ations give the place an additional charm, 
and crown natural beauty with mental 
and spiritual grandeur, for the memory 
of genius gives a presence and a power 
even to a rude and uncultivated spot, and 
makes that which is beautitol a thousand 
times more attractive. “The banks and 
braes of Bonnie Doon” are invested with 
new beauty since Robert Burns immor
talized them, and the shaded walk by the 
Cherwell at Oxford bears Addison’s name, 
land has the music of his poetry and 
prose floating around It. In Clevedon 
may be seen “Myrtle Cottage,” a poor 
dwelling, yet here lived S. T. Coleridge 
whose productions have had and. still 
have a wondertol influence. Over the 
door is this inscription “Coleridge’s Cot-

Pullman palace cars arc a great success 
in England) “ They are just the sort of 
thing, you know; so awfully easy and 
jolly, you know, and all that sort of 
thing, you know.”

The latest case of conscience has oc
curred in Augusta, Me., where a heart- 
stricken penitent has forwarded $5.60 to 
pay for a coffin which he stole a year ago 
—of course not for his own personal use.

The first photographer has opened his 
saloon in Truckee, Nevada, and has been 
shot at by a miner who insisted on hav
ing his picture taken by lamp-light, as he 
was going away early in the morning.

Three colored men who bought a farm 
of 200 acres in Tennessee, three years 
ago, for $3,800, have just finished paying 
for it. Their only capital was five mules, 
and they did all the work themselves.

Scott County, Minn., has the most ex
tensive manufactory of Limbnrger cheese 
in the country. This kind of cheese is 
said to be “ripe" when a piece the size 
of a walnut will drive a dog out of a tan- 
yard.

They have a Cremation Club at Glen- 
wood, Iowa, the object of which is to 
educate the public sentiment to a prefer
ence for the pyre. The President of the 
club has named his last baby “Cindercl 
la.”

at depots when late trains come In, to 
make sure thetr wives do not return un
expectedly.

A man who is really kind hearted, and 
fears his neighbor’s children may get sick graphical phmnix of signs in Springfield,
toms8oSfra!t’ W,U keeP 1 llVe,y d°g ÏMS suggested that aeronauts wou.d 

There seems to be a prospect that m«*e good police officers as they are ac-
Amerteantoase ball will become popular WyLopflnextensive real estate
In England. If it does the Alabama busi- . . . . 11tr t<1i.nn w

“Husband,” said the wife of a young „egg 
clergyman, “read me one of your ser- prof. Gabb has for some time past been 
mons; I feel dreadftdly wakeful to-night, engage(j surveying Costa Rica. That’s

"T A08**6*/ h, what occasioned all the talk about that
The London Metropolitan Railway, cotmtry, is it?

since its opening in 1863, has carried 6abr,èi Schmidt in Iowa, has just kill- 
305,000,000 persons without killing or in- ed his wlfe for sewing a wrong button en 
juriug a single one of them. If lt had bee„ 0n his shirt-

“Ofcourse, we couldn’t have him roam- b„t never mind, 
ing around here aed putting on Congress- Mnk punch ls recommended lor dlph- 
ional airs,” says a Nevada paper in ex therla- There wlU be much of this siek- 
plaining how a horse-thtef came to his nesg among teetotalers as soon as this 
cn,d’ remedy is known.

When a member of the Boston Com
mon Council talks too long the bored 
hand him a card, inscribed : “ Hire a 
hall.”

They are looking for a man in London 
to regild the ball on the tip of St. Paul’s. 
Twenty pounds in money and a life in
surance will be given for the job.

A law-suit with ninety-three parties to 
It, is raging in Pittsylvania, Va. George 
Eowikes, sr., bequeathed his-property to 
his former slaves, and his heirs-at-law 
contest the testament.

The trees along the Thames embank
ment are beginning to grow handsomely. 
Five years from now the roadway will be 
one of the finest in all Europe.

“Married, at23 minutes past I o’clock 
yesterday morning,” is the particular way 
in which a bridal announcement begins 
in a Goldsboro!, N. C., newspaper.

A singer that had managed to wade 
through the notes of a melody composed 
by tlie Duke of Saxe Coburg, was given 
a set of brilliants by the Duke for the 
feat.

Hark, from the gas works comes a sound 
Sinners, incinerate 1 

Ye mortals come and view the flue 
Where you must soon cremate.

Good friend, for heaven *s sake, do not 
Blow on the ashes in this pot.
Blest be the hand that leaves them hid 
And curst be he who lifts the lid.
One pint of whiskey cost a jury in Sul

livan, III., about §300 the other day, 11 
jurors having been fined by a ferocious 
judge $25 each for drinking in the jury 
room.

lady

eye,

A sudden wind-sweep and flutter—
The door wide-open flow ;

A step in the hall, and swiftly,
Like a bird, to the threshold she flew : 

Blushing, already the sweet little lady 
Forgets she has nothing to do 1 seas.

IN THE CITY OF THE SEA.
Q high set lion of sweet Saint Mark,
There are seas to the left and seas to the right, 
Front and aback there is nothing bnt flood. 
Nothing but billows and nothing but night.
And white-blown caps that are tossed and curled. 
City afloat, thou art surely an ark.
And here about us are beasts in stud—
Creatures and beasts that come and gw 
Enough, and wicked enough, I know,
To populate and devour the world.

Henceforth, wherever thou mayst roam.
My blessing, like a line of light.
Is on the waters day aud night.

And like a beacon guards thee home.”
The Burial place Is beautifully and cor

rectly described in these sad and musical 
verses :
* ' The Danube to the Severn gave 

Tho darkened heart that beat no 
They laid him by the pleasant shore.

And in the hearing ofthe wave.
There twice a day the Severn fills.

The salt sea-water passes by.
And hushes liait the babbling Wye,

And makes a siiehce in the hills.
The Wye is hushed nor moved along ;

And hushed my deepest grief of all.
When, filled with tears that cannot fall,

I brim with sorrow drowning song.
Tis well, ’tis something, we may stand 

Where he in English earth is laid,
And from his ashes may be made 

The violet ofbis native land.” A 
Coming out of the church and standing 

on the cliff looking down at I he “gray 
stones,” the “crags,” and the sea with its 
“stately ships,” one could readily recog
nize the scene of Tennyson’s touching 
lines so closely allied to the “In Memori- 
am” as almost to form part of it :

“ Break, break, break,
On the cold gray stones, oh Sea I 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me.

0 well for the fisherman’s boy.
That he shouts with his sister at play !

0 well for the sailor lad,
That he singe in his boat on the bay 1

Sphinx-like lion, art prophet or what ?
Nay, Noah nor prophet »rt thou, St. Mark ;
But King of the desert ot slave of the sea, 
Whatever thou art now or what art not.
In a city at sea, in ark or bark.
Lead us and land ns on some sweet shore.
Some new-washed summit, where olives are 

geen,
Ami never the visage of sorrow is seen 
For ever and ever and evermore.

A Delaware father, whose son had be
come nominated for a country office, gave 
him his choice between withdrawing his 
name and taking a dose of buckshot. 
The father said lie didn’t propose to be 
disgraced ill his old age.

Civility is reported to be dying in the 
United States from a rapid decline. 
That’s because it Costs nothing. Nothing 
is valuable there that doesn’t cost a heap 
of money. It is the same everywhere 
else.

tftge" while dangling from a tree In front 
lisa rude signboard signifying that “eggs 
and butter are sold here.” Singular

Lead ns and land us, oh 1 that were best, .
To the Isles of the Blest, by the Isles of Greece, 
And on and beyond, where the great moon’s 

face

Of stories about hens there is no end, 
and to the talents of those delightful 
birds no limits. The last celebrity of the 
sort is a hen in Moore County, Tenn. 
She not only catches and kills mice, but 
she eats them.

The ladies of RaDkin, Ill., lately had “a 
bee” to clean the church, and after it was 
over, they expended their remaining en
ergies in completing the sidewalk which 
the men had began last Fall aud were 
too lazy to finish.

The Valparaiso Bank has been robbed 
of $150,000 by forged drafts presented 
by a New York sharper. A German 
swindler was arrested on landing at New 
York on a charge of defrauding a London 
bank of $75,000 by the same means.

The Government of England seems 
about to consummate the project which 
the Professors have been so long staving 
off, to make Oxford a military centre. 
Not even Dean Stanley will be able to 
call it a Paradise any more.

M. Henri de Trassac Briennes, the 
owner of one of the noblest names in 
France, was found in a miserable garret 
in Paris asphyxiated with charcoal re
cently. He left a note in his.pocket say
ing it took five great battles to ennoble 
his name and only five sous worth of 
charcoal to extinguish it.

A snip of a girl in Clinton, Conn., only 
twelve years old, has just fallen a victim 
to puppy love. Because her knee-high 
masculine affinity backed tint of the game 
she undertook to starve hebself to death. 
But a couple of days’ fasting fetched her, 
and now she goes in for square meals and 
il waiting for a partner.

Mr. Thos. Cook, of London, the Cele
brated organizer of European tours, ex
presses the indignation of an honest Bri
ton at the “ blarsted extortion” of the 
Union Pacific Railroad Company. “Why," 
says Mr. Cook, “ I can take a party from 
New York, through Great Britain,France, 
Germany and Italy "to Naples for less 
money than I can convey the stme party 
from New York to the Yosemite Valley 
in California.” -

“ Hi. Swipsey, have yerhadWy of that 
er strawbully shirt cake at McGulligan’s 
yet?" shouted a bootblack to a newsboy 
oil Clark street on yesterday afternoon. 
The youngster shook his head and said : 
“ But, I’m goin’ to clam-chowder myself 
to night on a quarter what an old rooster 
gave me for holdln’ his boss, while he 
went into Jake’s. Strawberries ain’t 
nothin’ to k-lems; they ain’t.”—Chicago 
Times.

Those were not silken chains, but 
chains of horrid brass which Simon Her
man got rid of among the Boston jewel
ers. He would ask to look at gold chains 
and then would meanly substitute brass 
ones when handing the chains back. 
Aud sad to say, he did this thing until he 
had gobbled $1,000 worth of the finest 
kind of article. No Simple Simon or Si 
mon Pure about him, evidently.

A young boy in Athol, Mass., ls excit
ing no little Interest and speculation 
among the physicians by displaying an 
irresistible propensity to eat himself up. 
He has pursued tills habit with such fatal 
persistency during the four years of his 
life as to reduce all the fingers of both 
hands to raw and bleeding stumps, while 
of the thumb of the left hand nothing 
whatever remains.

The teachers of Essex County, N. J., 
iu convention assembled, ha^e solemnly 
resolved that corporal punishment Is of 
Divine institution, and that no school in 
which flogging is dispensed with can be 
properly kept. One teacher atone was of 
a different mind, while forty-five register
ed themselves as flagellants. How the 
Jersey youth will suffer when the law 
against fustigation is repealed !

A set of Dresden china manufactured 
to order for a banker of New York arriv

blendiog of poetry and prose, of the spi
ritual and the sensuous. Set it was with 
Coleridge, so it is with ns all. In the 
year 1795 the celebrated man settled here 
after his marriage to Miss Fricker, sister 
to Mr Southey, wife of the Laureate. 
In Cottle’s early recollections of S. T. 
Coleridge the following may be found.

“ Two days after his marriage I re
ceived a letter from Mr. Coleridge, re
questing the kindness of me to seud him 
down, with all despatch, the following 
little articles :

“ A riddle slice, a candle box, two ven
tilators, two glasses for the wash stand; 
one tin dust pan, one pair of candlesticks, 
one carpet brush, one floor dredge, three 
tin extinguishers, two mats, a pair of 
slippers, a cheese toaster, two large tin 
spoons, a Bible, a keg of porter, coffee, 
raisins, currants, catsup, nutmegs, all
spice, cinnamou, rice, ginger and mace.”

Coleridge has m ide that rude poor 
cottage famous by his description of it iu 
his “ Sibylline Leaves.”

Bends lew and large to the golden grain 
The whole year through ; and death nor 
Nor any hard thought his name or place- 

land of olives, the laud of peace,To the
To the land of love, the land of rest.
Lead us and land us, for thaPwere best,
A home on the seas where never a home"
Floated in floods of salt sea foam
And seeking for what ? Fat the Golden Fleece,
For the land of Giants, the sea-lost moon.
Gates of Hell, or Hercules,
Or the land of eternal afternoon ?
O, wrinkled old lion that tqps St. Mark,
Lo I here are the dovea, this is the ark.
But where is the olive and where is the peace. 
Where is the land and where is the rest? '

Vknick, Italy. 1874, Joaquin Miller.

Some man in Boston publishes a paper 
called the Kingdom <jf Heaven for 76 
cents a year. Of course, It ls a bogus' 
affair. The genuine Kingdom of Heaven 
can be had without moucy and without 
price.

The Evening MdR having mentioned, 
the other day, that a New York bride had 
received among her wedding presents a 
$10,000 poltcÿ ob tile life of the bride
groom, a heartless exchange remarks : 
“We shall watch the obituary notices.*; 
What a wretch.

Always acknowledge all courtesies In a 
kindly spirit. Throw a bouquet and a 
card of thanks to a serenading party, if 
not prepared to invite them in. If you 
haven’t a bouquet ok a catd at hand, 
throw a boot-jack, or a brick, or anything 
of that sort, just to show your apprecia
tion of the kindness intended.

The average Burlington, Iowa, saloora 
keeper must be bad indeed ! A learned 
divine in that city recently addressed one 
of them as follows : “Wretched man ! If 
the bed of that river was bank- high with 
the suds of salvation, and a June rise of 
piety coming down from the mountains, 
there wouldn't be enough to wash your; 
feet.”

A sentimental exchange remarks that 
there is nothing half so sweet as love’s 
young dream, excepting the luscious 
watermelon. But justice to the unosten 
tatious watermelon demands the state
ment that while â good watermelon costs 
only twenty-five cents, love’s young 
dream ofteu costs the infatuated young 
man thousands of dollars. See back 
numbers of the News.

We met on the cars the other day seve
ral men from New Kincardine going away 
to seek work In Montreal. We regret
ted to learn from one of the party, who 
seemed Intelligent and truthful, that 
a good deal of dissatisfaction prevails 
in the new settlement, the Government 
not having, they state, fulfilled their en
gagements to compensate certain of the 
settlers.—CarlelotrSentinel.

M. Durnof and his wife started for 
England from Calais In a balloon on the 
31st of August. The wind was in the 
wrong direction, but the crowd taunted 
them with timidity, which so enraged 
them that they rushed from the table, got 
into the basket, and were seen monntiqg 
into space with a good prospect of being 
blown over the North Sea. Nothing has 
since been heard of them, and as the bal
loon was too small to keep afloat during 
a long voyage it is not likely that any
thing more ever will be heard.

Wc suppose that the proverb that beg
gars shouldn’t be choosers, owes its 
origin to the Impudent fastidiousness of 
that class. An old lady whose fence in 
Durham, Conu., had become rather dila
pidated, so excited the sympathy of a 
benevolent citizen that he determined to 
build a new one. So he gave a toad of 
fence-poles, and others volunteered to 
haul aud put them up. When the toad 
and the volunteers stopped at tho 
widow’s door, she ordered botli away, 
volubly and sharply declaring that “if 
she had any fence lt should be made of 
slats.” She was poor, but a pole fence 
was what she hadn’t come to yet.

Here are old and youug, men, matrons 
and maidens, from almost every State In 
the Union, writes Mr. Beecher from the 
White Mountains to Bonner’s Ledger. 
The waiters are young women gathered 
from all the regions, far and near,, 
mostly farmers’ daughters, of good 
education, and to a large extent 
school teachers. They come for two 
months here, not only to increase their 
slender funds, but that they may see 
something of life. No person of note 
comes here without being an object of 
interest to every Waiter. They are lady
like, devoid of any false shame, as if in a 
menial occupation, and briug to their 
work a quiet dignity which redeems it 
from the savor of servility. Nothing is 
more common than for families that have 
spent many weeks here to part from their 
waiter as if she were a member of their 
household.

A curious document has just come to 
light, tending to prove that Freemasons 
end the Roman Catholic Church were 
not always at such open enmity, as one 
would believe from tne fierce anathemas 
hurled against Us members by the 
Sovereign Pontiff and his followers. 
It is a list of the brethren compos 
ing the original Scotch Lodge of 
John of Scotland, holding its warrant 
and constitution from the Orient of Pa
ris, in 1778.
and members of the lodge, 
belonged to all classes of society, 
may be seen that of the Abbe Bartollo, 
Worshipful Master, and a Roslcruelan ; 
Abbe Robinson, Rosicrucian ; Abbe Dur
and, prior of Entralgnes ; Master Don 
Chabriet, Benedictine Friar attached 
to the Monastery of Cluny, Rosi 
crucian ; aud many others. It may 
also be remembered that his Holi
ness tlie Pope, and many of ills cardinals, 
notably Antouelll, arc not only Masons, 
but have worked their way up to the de
grees of Rosicrueians,

A FAREWELL 10 SORRQW.
From Advance Sheets of the Maritime Monthly 

for October.
Thon hast wrought for me store than bliss could 

do,
0 my friend Sorrow. In thy coming, thou.
An unde ired guest, wast welcomed not.
Nor thought I to regret out parting now. 
Choosing the darkest chamber in my heart.
Thine own dark self hart made itstrgngety bright; 
Dark chamber I scarce I think that entering joy 
Shall drown its shadows in such »-estfal light. 
Thou hast wrought for me, Sqirow, aM these 

years.
Sitting within thy sometime darkened room, 
Often at night, when Love and Duty slept.
Thou sattest, working patient, at thy loom.
No task so mean but had thy tend’rest aid.
No effort that thy-rare smile did not cheer ;
Thy dark cup tasted, fired the sont like wine.
And ia its dregs wore neither doubt eor fear.
It was thine altar sanctified my gifts 
Of ill-done work, taint prayer and 

love ;
Thy wisdom rated the giving. In thy strength 
I plead with Hina who sent thee from above.
Thou hast a place among His angels there.
Thou, with the low-tuned harp and dark, bright.

brow; ’
I thank H'm that He sent thee down to earth, 
And murmur not that He recalls thee now.
And yet, 0 Sorrow ! con I part with thee"? 
Friend tried and trusted I It is not for long; 
Only, when melting, I shall welcome thee. 
Sorrow, He shall have changed thee isto song.

St. John, N. B. " ,x.

And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill :

But oh, for the touch of a vanished hand. 
And the sound of a voice that is still 1

Break, break, bre -k,
At the foot of thy crags, oh Sea I 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me,”

In these lines the springs of tender
ness and the sources of tears are reached. 
Here we have otto of roses, precious 
essence, distilled from the flowers of af 
fection—heart’s blood, the very soul as it, 
were, going forth in the exclamation :

" Oh for the touch of a vanished hatid !”
The Iu Memoriam is a wonderful pro

duction, demanding and richly repaying 
thought and study and frequent reading. 
One is not fit to say much about it until 
he has read it a score of times. In it 
elegy and eulogy, philosophy and poetry, 
faith and feeling, spirit and sense, sad 
ness and sweetness are combined. “Our 
little systems are but broken lights”— 
“the Lord, Strong Soil of God, Immortal 
Love” is more than they and the roots of 
faith can anchor in the rifted rock. The 
poet’s “prime passion is in the grave" for 
“God’s finger touched his friend in Vienna 
and he slept,” but

“ The cir-le round the blessed gate 
Received and gave him welcome there.” 

And the dead shall rise again. Jesus 
raised Lazarus from the grave. Mary’s 
eart was too full for utterance. Lan

guage was too weak. Heart-throbs and 
tears and looks of tenderest and purest 
love were more expressive than mere 
sounds. Mary’s eyes became in very 
deed the windows of her soul and her 
spirit looked out to Him whose wf-d was 
spirit aud life, bringing her dead : .othe 
up from the grasp of the grave. Aud 
touching tills the poet says

"Her eyes are homes of silent prayer.
No other thought her mind admits 
Bnt. he was dead, and there he sits,

And he that brought him back is there.
All subtle thought, all curious fears 

Borne down by gladness so complete.
She bows, she bathes the Saviour’s feet. 

With costly spikenard and with tears.”
The darkness of death becomes beauti

ful In the hope of the future, the blessed 
compensation, the resurrection of the 
just, the restltutidti of all things. “Voice
less lips” shall open and speak. “Tender 
eyes in dark eclipse” shall beam with the 
light of eternal life and beauty, and 

pulseless 1 «arts” «hall beat to the songs 
and gladness of Paradise.

But tho space of a brief article will not 
admit of all that might be said on the 
“ In Memoriam." It should be read iu 
connection with Gray’s elegy and David’s 
lament over Jonathan. Clevedon is the 
place to read the poem, the one illustrates 
the other. How vivid it became, and how 
uew, as though written on the spot. 
Many passages came to my lips as I mus
ed in the church, walked out ou the cliff, 
looked ou the “cold gray stones,” out 
upon the waters, and across oil the grand 
sweep of the hills on the opposite shore.

But the pleasant day soon passed, twi
light was setting in, night, with its 
solemn stars, was approaching, as tlie 
shallows of life steal upon its sunshine. 
My friend and I hastened to the city, and 
talked by the way of Clevedon, Coleridge, 
Hallam and Tennyson.

’Low was our pretty cot; our tallest rose 
Peep'd at the chamber-window. We could hear 
At silent noon, and eve, and early morn,
The sea’s faint murmur. In the open air 
Our myrtles blossom’d ; and across the porch 
Thick jasmins twined : the little landscape round" 
Was green and woody, and ref esh’d the eye.
It was a spot which you might aptly call 
I he Valley of Seclusion 1 Once I saw 

(Hallowing his Sabbath-dsy by quietness)
A wealthy son of commerce saunter by, 
Bristowa’s citizen: methought, it calm’d 
llis thirst of idle gold, and made him rouse 
With wiser feelings ; for he paused and look’d 
With a pleased sadness, and gazed all round. 
Then eyed our cottage, and gazed round again, 
And sigh'd, end sa d, it was a blessed place,
And we were blesse t. Oft with patient ear 
Long-listening to the viewless sky-lark’s note 
(Viewless or happy for a moment seen 
Gleaming on sunny wings), in whispered tones 
I’ve said to mi be oved, ‘Such, sweet girl !
The inobtrusive song of happiness.
Unearthly minstrelsy ! then only he rd 
When the soul seeks to hear: whoa all is Lush’d, 
And the heart listens !’ -

Put the time, when first 
From that low dell, steep up the stony mount 
I climbed with perilous toil and reached the top, 
Ohl * bat a goodly scene t Here the bleak mount. 
The bare bleak mountain speckled with life 

sheep ;
Grey clouds, that shadowing spot the sunny 

fields ;
And river, now with bushy rooks o’erbrow’d, 
Now winding bright and lull, with naked banks ; 
And seats, and lawns, the abbey and the wood. 
And cots, and hamlets, and faint city-spire;
The channel there, the islands and white sails. 
Dim coasts, and cloud-like hills and shoreless

Mr. Hall, having married Miss Hasson 
in Indianapolis, of course the alliterative 
reporter did not miss the opportunity of 
saying that they had been Hymeneally 
Hitched.

An 'eccentric character, Robert Mc
Cauley, who died of old age at Farming- 
ton, Ill., on the I0th, was remarkable for 
never cutting bis toe nails, which attain
ed an enormous length.

A Cairo man dropped dead last week 
Immediately after drinking a glass of gin
ger ale. But then it wasn’t the ginger 
ale that hurt him—it was a bullet fired 
from the other side of the street.

Buskin advises the Oxford students to 
get up their muscle by building public 
highways, Instead of wasting their 
strength on cricket, boating, etc. Good 
advice.

poor, poor

POND LILIES. ocean—
It seem’d like Omnipresence 1 God, methought. 
Had built him there a temple : the whole world 
Seemed imaged in its vast circumference.
No wish profaned my overwhelmed heart.
Blest hourl it was a luxury,—to hot”

BV MABOABET B. SANOSTER.

In early morning, when the air 
Is full of tender prophecy.

And rose-hue faint and pcarl-midt fair 
Are hints of splendor yet to be.

Thei lilies open. Gleaming white.
Their fluted cups like onyx shine,

And golden-hearted in the light.
They hold the summer’s rarest win*.

Ah, lore, what mornings thou and I 
Once idly drifted through, afloat 

Among the lilies, with the sky 
Cloud-curtained o’er our tiny boat 1

Noon climbed apace with ardent feet ;
The goblets shut whose honey-dew 

Was overbrimmed w th subtle sweet 
While yet the silver dawn was new.

The pomp of royal crowning lay 
On dnisie i field and dimpling dell,

And on the bine hills far away 
In daziling waves the gl<*y fell.

And flashing to onr measured stroke.
The waters seemed a path of gems. 

Beneath wbosevftear refraction braire 
A grove with mirrored fronds and stems.

Gazing at the cottage, we could not 
help exclaiming in the words of Charles 
Lamb, In his delightful essay In Christ’s 
Hospital, London, where he and Coleridge 
went to school.

“ Come back into memory, like as thou 
wert in the. dayspring of thy fancies, 
with hope like a fiery column before thee 
—the dark pillar not yet turned—Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge, Logician, Metaphysici
an, Bard ! How have I seen the casual 
passer through the cloisters stand still, 
entranced with admiration, (while, he 
weighed the disproportion between the 
speech and the garb of the young Miran- 
dula,) to hear thee unfold, in thy deep 
aud sweet intonation-1, the mysteries of 
Jamblichas, or Plotinus, (for even In 
those years thou waxed’st not pale at 
such phiipsophic draughts,) or reciting 
Homer in his Greek, or Pindar—while 
tlie wails of the old Gray Friars re-echo
ed to the accents of the inspired charity 
boy !”

The cottage remains, hut tlie man has 
gone, not only from Clevedon and the 
Lake District, in which.be spent his later 
years, but from life—gone to him who 
gave the wonderftii power of thought aud 
speech by which the eloquent man drew 
eager listeners around him, and. Orpheus 
like, held them iu a trance of delight. 
He is like his own “Ancient Mariner” de
taining the Wedding Guest.
" He holds him with his glittering eye—

The Wedding-Guest stood still,
And listens bko a three year's child :
The Mariner bath his will.

“ Tho Wedding-Guest sat on a stone.
He cannot choose but hear ;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed .Mariner.”

Here also is a quaint old church, bnllt 
in the form of a cross with the tower In 
cëntre and dedicated to St. Andrew, 
though as early as In 1292 It was appro
priated to the Abbey of St. Augustine, 
in Bristol. The building has undergone 
from time to time considerable repairs, 
still the strong and tow clumsy oak seat
ing in the body of the church evidences 
its own great antiquity. Parts of the 
pulpit, reading desk, and Sir Abraham 
Elton’s family seat are of panelled oak 
richly carved. From east to west the 
building is one hundred and tour feet, 
and including the porch fifty six feet in 
breadth from north to south. It stands 
at the western extremity of the village 
on Clevedon Point, at a small distance 
from the edge of the steep and precipi
tous cliffs, whose height secures it from 
the waves, which sometimes beat with 
terrific violence below, when tiic wind 
sets 5n strong from the west. Arthur 
Henry Hallam, eldest son of Henry 
HaNam, historian, philosopher and 
critic, and subject of Tennyson’s “ In 
Memoriam" is burled here. This place 
was chosen by the father of tho deceased 
for the sake of kindred, being the rest
ing place of his maternal grandfather, 
Sir Abraham Elton, also on account of 
the situation and the view, the hill and 
the outlook on the British Channel. In 
the transept of this old church Henry 
Hallam, his wife, two sons aud a daugh
ter lie side by side in their last sleep, 
“ lovely in their lives, in death they are 
not divided.”

The “ In Memoriam,” sacred to “That 
friend of mine who lives in Sod,” lias 
given prominence and tender interest to 
tlie tomb of A. H. Hallam, on which is

At the latest accounts the young man 
who says “ Septembah” was asking his 
physician if it was safe to eat oysters in 
months which have no “r” in their 
names.

. Now the declamatory voice of the male 
graduate is heard in the land, and the 
breezes of the evening are burdened with 
the exuberant rhetoric of the last essay 
ofthe school girl.

The Grand Jury of Terrebonne parish, 
La.-, reports that they have examined 
certain books, and find the accounts cor
rect. Twelve ont of sixteen jurors, be
ing unable to write, make their mark to 
this certificate.

“ Say, Pomp, yon nigger, wha you git 
that new hat?” “ Why, at de shop, of 
course.” “ What is de price of such an 
articles as dat?” “ I don’t know, nigger 
—I don’t know—de shop-keeper wasn’t 
dar.”

In^music on the sparkling shore
We IniS aside the dripping oar, ^

For one delight we could-uot keep.
In all the splendor &rther'hn ,

We aissed the morEing’s'maiileii Bthsh1; :
The soft expectancy was gone,

■Cne brooding haze, the trembling flush.
—Harper*e Magazine for October.
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Webster’s Dictionary contains over 
50,000 words. Jones says that when he 
came home late the other night, In the 
space of 15 minutes his wife applied them 
all to him. Including some extra ones, 
and the fire shovel. Good for Mrs. Joaes !

The British Association does not seem 
to have endorsed Pi of. Tyndall's recent 
address. They have chosen in his place 
as President an obscure man, Sir John 
Hawkshaw. who is not likely to vent any 
advanced ideas of so startling a nature 
as those ofbis predecessors In the office.

A guardian of the poor. Old Mr. 
Grnmmles—“Green peas and new ’Inters ! 
Does your mother know that them sort o' 
tilings leads to the work’ns?” Boy— 
“Know? Course she does.! That’s why 
she has ’em now; ’cos she knows she 
won’t get ’em there.”

The Cincinnati Enquirer goes for a 
Mrs. Merriam, who, in making a crusade 
speech, remarked, “ My heart is deeply 
afl’ected when I meet a young man.” The 
horrid editor asks ; “Is Mrs. Merriam a 
widow? If not, what does Mr. Merriam 
think about it?”

[From Maritime Monthly for October],
A Visit to Clevedon, with Thoughts 

on S. T. Coleridge, A. H. Hallam 
and Tenhysoh.
BY REV. G. M. W. CAREY, A. M.

It was a day of cloadless sunshine 
when I visited Clevedon. The visit was 
made under the happiest auspices, for I 
was accompanied by a friend well ac
quainted with the vicinity aed having such 
information and taste as readily to ap-' 
predate the literary associations of the 
place as well as the beauty of the land
scape. Clevedon is in Co. Somerset, 
about thirteen miles’ from Bristol, and 
contains some three thousand inhabitants. 
It takes its name from the cliff or cleve 
here ceasing, and a dun or valley inter
vening and declining to the Bristol Chan
nel. The view is very fine from the top 
of the cliff, out npon the waters crossed 
by lines of sunshine like threads of silver, 
and full of ships from all parts of th,e 
world, over to the long range of Welsh 
hlllff on the opposite shore, thus form
ing a fine framework for a love
ly picture.

The late Dr. Macadam used to tell of a 
tipsy Scotchman making his way home 
upon a bright Sunday morning, when the 
good people were wending their way to 
the kirk. A little dog pulled thej'ibbon 
from the hand of a lady who was leading 
it, and as it ran away from lier, she ap
pealed to the.first passer-by, asking him 
to whistle for her poodle. “ Woman,” 
he retorted, with a solemnity of visage 
which only a drunken man can assume, 
“ woman, this is not a day tor whistlin’ !’> 

English newspapers express discredit 
of the story published in the Sun con
cerning the fate of Jonathan Newhouse, 
who was frozen to death on a hot day in 
a Nevada desert through the evaporation 
of moisture in solar armor of his own 
construction. The Enterprise of Virginia 
City, Nevada, to which the Sun credited 
the narrative, brings forward ad
ditional prool, including the state- 
men; of Coroner Baxter, who held 
anjinquest on tlie body at the northern 
end of Death Valley. Tlie verdict ren
dered was that Newhouse came to his 
death “by being frozen in a sort of coat 
of sponge, called a ‘solor armor,’ of which 
he was the Inventor, and iu which he 
was tightly laced at liis own request, 
said armor being moistened with some 
frigorifie mixture." The carpet sack 
found with Newhouse contained various 
chemicals, With which he was supposed 
to have mixed tlie water which 
was injected into his armor. The 
remarkable fact is added that the 
men who went with the Indian 
to find the remains of Newhouse had 
their hands nearly frozen in handling the 
body, and one of them suffered from 
gangrene of the hand, caused by Its being 
frostbitten. There seems to be no doubt 
that Newhouse fell a victim to a rash ex 
périment.

ed from Europe last week, and was chris
tened at a dinner party on Monday even
ing. It is a dinner set, aud numbers 
eleven hundred pieces in all. Fifty dif
ferent shades aud colors are introduced, 
and the plates and dishes for each course 
are of a different shape and pattern. In 
the centre 66 each plate is an enamelled 
landscape, and on each dish a copy of 

elebrated piece of statuary. Thesome c 
set cost exactly $4,959.

-It isn’t every day, says Mr. Halstead, 
that you can see a King at a picnic, and 
shake hands with him, aud chat with 
him, a lid sympathize with him in his lit
tle troubles and adventures, and so he 
asks to be excused for mentioning Chris
tian IX. again. He did not affect any of 
the pomps of Royalty at tlie Geysers. He 
wore a blue military fatigue cap, and 
there was no show of gold lace with the ex
ception of three bandsahouthls contends. 
He was well fixed as to cigars and the 
means to light them in a high wind, and 
swung a plain walking stick, which seem
ed simply to give one of his hands 
ployment. On the morning after his ar
rival he sought, with a towel on his arm 
and a piece ot soap in his fist, a place to 
wash, along one of the main rivulets run
ning from the Geysers, but there were 
so many of his followers, who had 
clearly not anticipated such a disposition 
on ills part to help himself, engaged in 
performing their ablations and arranging 
their toilettes by the stream that he was 

.discouraged and retired unwashed to his 
teutj and, in the absence of other game, 
he tried both barrels of his ccntral-flre 
breechloader on u Happy old raven that 
flew, squawking like a malignant idiot, 
over his tent, aud did not knock a feather 
out of the uncouth beast of a bird.

A little child, while attempting to leap 
into his mother’s lap, in Tennessee, a day 
or two ago, received a stab from a pair 
of scissors, and, as the local paper ex
presses it, “Ere the sun had filled its 
course again, that flower that had bloomed 
so beautiful in the morning had laded iu 
death.”

Sometimes in hot weather everybody 
about a daily newspaper office wishes 
that lie was a beloved pastor of a rich 
congregation, that he might have two 
or three mouths’ vacation with salary 
running along ail the came. But ser
vices can be dispensed with, and the 
daily paper can’t,—Dayton Journal.

Gilmore, the indomitable, is now lay
ing plans tor a mammoth concert hall in 
New York, beautifully decorated, to be 
open every evening during the year, with 
a splendid concert, both instrumental and 
vocal, every night, aud ample futilities 
for visitors to procure r efreshments and 
enjoy themselves to their hearts’ content. 
Ample capital is provided lor the scheme.

The manor is men
tioned In Domesday Book as being 
held under William the Conqueror by 
Mathew de Morctanla or Mortaiue, hav
ing been previously held by John the 
Dane tinder Edward the Confessor. The

em-

tordshlp was a valuable one, and contain
ed an extensive tract of arable and 
dow, beside pasture and woodland of 
nearly two miles square. After the Nor
man Conquest the possessor* of this ma
nor took the name of Clevedon. 
maiced in this family until 1409, when it 
came by marriage to Edmund Hogshaw, 
and passed from him to his sister’s hus
band, John Bluet, who conveyed all his 
right to Sir Thomas Lovel, whose heiress 
married Sir Thomas Wake, gentleman of

Amongst the officers 
whoraea-
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