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STAND BY THE UNION.

TuNE—¢ T'he Good Rhine Wine."

Stand by tho Unfon ! all through theland

The sons of toil are waking ;
Join heart to heart, and hand.to hand,

Tho rusted chains of bondage breaking.

Cuorus,
For the poor man i3 weak, though his cause
be right, |

. But the weak grow strong when thoy all unite.

Stand by the Union’t Labor’s hopo!
One fibre islight ns a feather;

But tho twisted strands of the rood ship's rope,
Defy the rage of wind and weather. :

Citerus.—And tho poor man, &

Stand by the Union—the friend of all—
Who dare to befricnd cach other;

Respond like men to the Union's call—
Ho helps who helps his brother.

Citonvs.—For the poor man, &c.

stand by the Union !—~the great may frown;
We'll bo their serfs no longer;

Though they are strong who tread us down,
The God-given rights of m:m are stronger.

Cnorus.—For the poor man, &c.

Stand by t:e Union ; firm wnd true,
* Wesare bound to concuer throngh it ;
‘We mean to win for toil its due,
And we're the proper lads to do it.
Corus.—For the poor man, &e.

Stand by the Unien.—onward we mareh
For dofence and not deflapce ;
QOur trusty chicf is Joscpl_i"Arch,
I right and union our Féliance.
CHoRrus,--For the poor man, &e¢.

£tind by the Union—stick to it now,
With & strength no power can sever
We've put our hands with a will to he slough,
We'll mever look back, boys, her cr—a:ver !
Cuorvs.—For the poos ma, &c.

—Labvrers Union Chronicle.

man—was willing to do anything to save his
neck, Our terms wera sixty thousand dollars,
and no positive guarantoe that his neck would
be savad, He grumbled somo about the in-
torest, but we told him that ot & compound
rate the otiginal principal would havo reached,
by this time, the hundreds, and he should be
antisfied if Jet off among the tons, or at simple
rates. Hec finally paid the amount demandod,
aund then left the city very hurriedly, I assure
you. So you can think the matter over for a
few days, and if you then think his life will be
any satisfaction to you, or to outraged justice,
you can move -against him, but I think you
will punish him more by permitting him to
live. His conscicnee will kill him eventually.
His life now is a slow, lingering, tortured
death. No man cver suffered a living death,
and by inches died on the rack of conscience
more acutely, than Relvason now dics though
he lives.”

‘¢ Sergeant, I believe you are right,” stam-

I ever adequately repay you for all you have
done for me ? You have indoed been to me a
true &iend,” and then the strong man really
bursPnto tears as he grasped the hand of the
rough, but kind and noble hearted Sergeant.
The visitors left shortly afterwards,, and
Richard was alone.. He sat, pondered, and
thought, and meditated for a long time. He
could hardly realize the turn affairs had taken.
The poet who said that * Gricf treads upon
the heels of pleasure,” might have adapted his
line to Richard’s case, by saying ¢ Joy treads
on the heels of grief.” When an ursclfish
man or woman is in the cestacy of happiness,
he or she, as the case may be, generaily de-
sires to make others bhappy alse.  That after-
noon Richard found himsclf approaching Gel-
damo Cottago. Vida saw him and ran.out to
the gate to mect him. Her beaming face,
sparkling cyes, and bewitching, smiling mouth,

gave unmistakable evidence of the joy and

Tales wnd Shetches,

pleasure his appearauce excited.
“QOh, I am so glad you come. I wanted to

THE OTHER SIDE.
 NEW TRADES UNION STORY.

BY M. A FORAN,.
Pres.”C. I. U,

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Terwillager said, ‘I found that paperin the
right hand of my murdered master. My first
thought was justico to the fimily, but then
the devil entered me and I concluded to make
Relvason pay a good round sum forit. For

. many years I failed to find him, and when I
finally succeeded, I found he was a tough
enstomer. He paid me a thousand dollars on
three several occdsions, and about eighteen
months ago I drew on him for another thou-
sand, of which more than half was counterfeit,
for the passage of which I was forced to fly
from the gifys -~ But I returned a few days ago
and demabi lofl three thousand dollars. I made
tho demand the morning following his cncoun-
ter with the son of his victim, and so terrified
him by threatening to go to Arbyght, that he
promised to comply, and appointed a rendez-
vous, whither I was going at the time I was
abtacked. Why I was not killed outright and
the paper taken, is a matter of surprise to me.”

7 think I can account for it,” said the Ser-

. geant; ‘““ we must have entered the tunnel

" sbout'the time you encountered the assassins,
and as wo were running, they no doubt heard
us cowing and the fear of capture or detection
drove them from their uncompleted task.”

¢ I think you are right,” he replied. *‘Idid
hear some one following me, and the fellows
& seem half inclined to let me pass.”

#Do you think Relvason employed those
ofen ?” )

“JTam sare of it; I knew I was followed
and dogged, tut he must have had nearly a
dozen men after me, as I eluded two gangsand
$houzht there could be no more, hence I was

" off my guard when attacked.”

About ten o’clock the following morning
Boolfire and Mr. Lanspero ealled upon Rickard,
whom they found in a very brown study.

“Why, Arbyght, what's up now ?”

¢ Well, Sergeant, the truth of the matter
s, I feel like 2 man who hgd suddenly gained

“-. & prize for which he had struggled long and
hard, but who finds that actual possession de-
‘fracts very matéFially from the pleasure, which
he expevted to derive from that for which he
80 assiduously labored. Now that Relvason
is really in my power, half my vindictivéness
and desire for revenge bhas left me. In fact I
am ab'aloss how to proceed. Justice must be
6.7 But can I insist-upon justice without
sceminy revengeful 2 )
- “My dear.fellow, ;)nu must not trouble
" yourself abogté,t];'g#e abstract points of justice.
_Aake time to think it over. Besides, Relvason
“fias fled.” - :

ep;j)hatic, exclamatory in-

Justico has, in a
3 ‘been “satisfied. Fearing he would

~ take alarm, should he hear of Terwillager’s
- escape andxdcovery, I calied upon our friend
"' Lanspeie % early hour this morning and
sultation on the matter, and con-
Mﬁﬁl;q'écb for you, but withont you. "-We
“feared your impetuosity would injure: you,
Snancially st Jeast. We called upon Relvason
. mefore seven o’clock, and for a time we had a
. sgually, boisterous interview, but when he
7. Marned the extent of our information and the
. evidence we could produce, he became very
[ firactakle indeed. I never s3w ac humble a

-

]

see you ever so badly, and papa wants to see
you too. He wants you to forgive him. He
is real sorry, and, of course, you will, for my
sake, dear Richard,” and she glanced up to
him so loviugly, so innocently, so tenderly,
that had she asked for his life, she might have
received it at that moment.

¢TI have nothing to forgive, but have much
for which 1 should ask forgivemess. For in-
stance, for having dared to love you, iy own
dear Vida.”

“Now, now; I won't hear another word—
we will quarrel. 1 forbid you to ever approach
that subjest again,” and she raised a tiny
finger, which she shook very deprecatingly.
By this time they had reached the parlor, and
Mr. Geldamo came forward aud warmly wel-
comed him; and formally gave him his dangh-
ter'shand. There were mutual congratulations,
mutual self-condemnations, mutual forgiveness,
mutnal happiness. Richard remained all the
afternoon, and was never so happy in his life.
Vida sang and played and talked asonly a girl
in love can. And this was but the beginning
of the many pleasant, happy days they enjoy-
ed together. Before he left he told her about
his change in fortune.

‘ Are you not glad 7” he asked, taking both
her hands in his own.

* «If it makes you any happier, I amn indeod
glad, but I would not care for the wealth of
the world, unless it added to our mutual en-
joyment. But I will tell you a great secret,”
and she looked very wise aud demure. I
was not going to tell you until (red)—until we
(redder) —were—"

“ Married,” smiled Richard, as he dresw her
lovingly to him, and reverently kissed her
glowing cheek.

“Yes, I was going to keep it a secret until
then, because I feared it would disturb you,
but I think it will not scare youn or make you
feel badly now. Now listen, The seergtis
this : we are not so poor as papa first thou@ht*
we would be, and he has promised to buy us a
nice house and furnish it comfortably, and tlen
he proposes to have you and Paul go into busi-
ness, and perhaps, in time, we might be able
to rebuild the old home as formerly, and beall
happy there together.” .
Richard was unable to answer for some littlo
time.

“I know not what to say, Vida. I have,
indeed, snffered much, but I could endure the
torture of a thousand sueh ]iy‘é§. were I certain
they would end in such heavenly supshine as
this, But where is Panl 2”

¢ Could you not guess,” she asked by way
of answering, but she smiled so archly, and
looked so0 mischievously, that Richard re.
spondea promptly—
¢ At Elgin.” .
 Shrewdly guessed. I have had o longlet-
ter from Bertha, and I am dying to see lLe:,
and am going down as soon as Paul returns.”
Richard was now almost a daily visitor at
the Geldamo Cottage. Time flew quiclly,
unheededly by, and the course of love flowed
smoothly and grew stronger as it flowed, and
as time sped on. : )
New Year’s came, and Richard and Vida,
Paul and Bertha were married. A double
weddivg took place at the Cottage. A short
tour East, and the happy couples returned,
and settled down to the‘unromantic realities
of every day life.

The winter passcd, spring and summer came
and wont, and autun 8gvin came round.  As
Richard returned home one evening, Vida met
him with a lovely smile, but there were tears
in her eyes, .

“ What is it, love ?" he asked in alarm..

.. P

mered Richard, *¢ but how will I ever, how can |

+ *“Poor Mary—I am so glad too, but here,
read the lotter yourself. I know you will be
glad to hear from Qscar.”

Richard took the letter, which proved to be
long, full of lave and affection. At the end he
found this postseript :

P. 8.-~-Next Tucsday is the anniversary of
Amy’s death, and Oscar md 1 ave going to
strew the grave with wild prairie flowers, Weo
will tako the baby along, too. Itisfour weeks
old now, and is the dearest, swectest littlo
piece of hwmanity you ever saw. We called
it Amy, Itlooks just as she looked when I
firat saw her. Poor Amy! I often wonder if
she is not continually hovering mear us, sho
loved usso well, . - M. W,

But little remains to be told.  Relvason did
not lcave the city in the manner he expected.
The morning he fled, he was found near one of
tho.depots, a raving maniae, and is now in the
Jacksonville Asylum, in the ineurable ward—
hopelessly insane.

Spindle forfeited bail and fled. - Miller died
of mania « potu, remorse of conscience having
driven hins derper and deeper into hopeless
iucbriation. Cussie Miller is now the adopted
ckild of Richard Arbyght. Mahoney left the
city *and report says’ the country. Sergeant
Soolfire was liberally rewarded by Arbyght,
aud is as cver his staunch ana true friend. Mr.
Fargood prospers, and is revered and respeet-
ed by his men. Unionism flourishes in the
city, and throagh its agency workingmen are
fast Lecoming more thoughtful, more indus-
trious, more temperate, and are making fearful
strides in mental and 1moral worth and social
clevation.

Arbyght and Geldamo are among the most
promising merchants in Chicago. "They em-
ploy a great number of men, whom they treat
as business and social equals, pay well, and in
turn have their work periormed Dbetter and
morg satisfactorily than any other men in the
city. Their worlkmen are ever prompt, ever
diligent and provident, taking interest in their
employers’ welfaro as in their own.

and as we make our last obeisance to our vast
audience of readers, we fancy we hear the ap-
plause of some, the hisses of others; and fin-
ally we fancy we see tho silent, thoughtful
faces of many as the curtain drops.

RACHEL AND AIXA:

The Hebrew and the Moorish Maidens.

AN INTERESTING HISTORICAL TALE,

Cuarter XL,—Rachel’'s Prison.

Rachel observed that her father having re-
nounced her, he would no longer desire to
save her life; but Purdett related the inter-
view between Samuel and Barrillard, adding,
¢ Write but two words on "this parchment,
and you shall again behold Don Pedro.”

“Of what use!” said she, pushing away
the parchment, *“Iam unable to write, my
band trembles with fever; besides, I will not
take advantage of my father’s weakness—I
will not deprive him of bis wealth to prolong
for a few days the life of a miserable Leing,
who alvcady feels {he haud of death on Ler
heart.”

“ Ceasc this foolish resistance,” interrupted
the furious Late Comer, ““if you do not wish
to prove my evil genius.  Come write; a few
words will suffice ; and, if your hand fails you,
1 will guide it.”

“To take away the golden table from my
father would be to deprive bim of life,” re-
plied Rachel ; *“I will not do it.”

¢ Do you understandine, madam 2” exclaim-
ed Burdett, striking his fist on the table; ¢I
order you to write.”

¢ And I,” she replied, in a calm slow voice,
““ declare to yon that I will not write,”

Ia vain did the ferocious adventurer storm
and threaten, hardly restraming himself from
using violence ; while Esau, in the tree, could
with difficulty. stifle his emotion; Rachel,
though trembling and shaking with weakness,
steadily persisted in her refusal.

Again Burdett asked Rachel to write, but
she made no reply, and, overwhelming her
with imprecations and curses, he was prepar-
ing to leavo her, when he was arrested by the
sound o a horse approaching rapidly.

He ran hastily {0 thé Window, and perceived
a horseman coming up the hill ; the rider dis-
mounted, sceured his horse, and, boldly cross-
ing the ravine, knocked loudly at the door.

While waiting for it to be opened, the
stranger raised his visor, when both Burdett
and Esau recognised in him Bertrand Dugues-
clin. ' '

"The English knight cursed the arrival of
this unlucky visitor, while Esaun, on the con-
trary, rejoiced at it, immediately forming the
resolution of acquainting the Breton of the
scene he had just witnessed within the House.
But while he was considering how he should
execute this project, the Late Comer had
audaciously opened the door to admit Dugues-
clin, whom he welcomed with much seeming
hospitality. - .

Bertrand, thunderstrtuck at finding himself
so suddenly confronted with his ancient (nemy,
received the overtures of the latter with jeal-
ous suspicion ; but beguiled by the apparont
frankness of the perfidious Late Comer, be
was prevailed on to enter, observing as he did
50, that he was cxhausted with hunger and
fatigue.  * ’

“You are hungry,” said Burdett, suppress-
ing his joy at hearing that declaration, ‘“well,

you shall partake our frugal fare. Ascend

Aud now, kind reader, the last scenc closes ;

thon, comrade, you will find an acquaintance
above.”

“You are not then alone, sir,” said the
Breton. ) ' ' _
“No,” said Burdett, drily, **this is the
pleasant asylum that Ihave chosen for Madam
Rachel, to securo her from the pursuit of Don
Pedro.”

Oy, it is not I who will denounce you to
the king for this treason,” roplied Bertrand,
smiling, “but I am little usod to converse
with ladies, and I fear that I shall not be very
welgome,”

** Rachel will give a hearty reception to my
guest, sir; ascend, I will prepare our hermit’s
repast, and then rejoin you.”

Dugnuesclin, whose suspicions were entively
dissipated, tranquilly ascended the staircase ;
and no sooncr had he reached the top, then
Burdett sprang out of the tower, and double-
locked the door. Then, as Duguesclin, to

Rachel's astonishment, entered the room, the
Tate Comer shouted from the court-yard,
My wood guest, Siv Bertraud, you will ac-
knowledge that I am net a jealous husband ;
I leave the virtnous lady of the Atnlayn with
an adventuvous and courtecous warrior, who
may save her from death, if he can.”

Duguesclin, enraged at finding himself thus
entrapped, vowed, if he escaped, to Lill Pur-
dett like a dog.

«Pah ” returned tae latter; ““if I return
in a few days, T am certain you wiil have for-
gotten all.””  So saying, he mounted his horso
and galloped ofl.

Bertrand, confounded at the departure of
the Late Comer, could not suppress his vex-
ation. ¢ Liberated only yesterday from the
Golden Tower,” he exclaimed, ““and thus to
come to-day and thrust myself into this den,
truly it is tempting misfortune.”  But, turn-
ing from the window, his cye fell on Rachel,
lying on her bed of leaves, pale and motion-
less.

The kind heart of the stout Breton was
touched at that piteous sight.  “What did I
say ¢ he resumed, ‘‘on the contrary, it is
fortunate I came here, for this poor woman
must dotbiless have died in this .villanous
tower without succor, aud I may be able to
save her. Courage, madam,” he continued,
pressing Rachel’s hand, “ 1 know better how
to fight than to talk to a Jady, but, please
God, I will get you out of this vulture's
nest.”

Rachel faintly besought him to Jeave her
to her fate, as she felt death approaching, and
had no wish to escape ; but Duguesclin insisted
that the thought of rescuing her would alone
give him resolution to attempt their deliver-
ance. “*Besides,” added be, “how can I
sbandon a dying woman ?—one, too,” be add-
ed, as he recognised her, *to whom I owe my
life ; for when, disguiscd as a miller, I entered
the Aleazar, you recognised, but did not be-
tray me.”

While he was speaking, Rachel, exhansted
by fever and wenkness, fell Lack fainting on
the bed. Bersrand ran to her, and feared at
first that she was really dead ; but presently
she murmured, * Water, water, for merey's
sake !’

< Qh, ask mc for my blood !” exclaimed Du-
ruesclin, in despair; ¢ thers is not a- dvop of
water in the Atalaya.”  Aud 2 tear trembled
in the cye of the rough warrior. *‘Oh, I shall
sce her dic in my arms !’ murmured he.

«“1f you feel pity for me, Siv Bertrand,”
said Rachel, in a voice so low and feeble that
he was obliged to kneel down to catch her
words, ““if you would scc me die in peace,
grant me my last prayer.”

¢ By St. Ives, madam,” Yie replied, *“T1can
refuse you nothing that will not blemish the
honor of a knignt. But do not despair ; yvur
sufferings make me feel like & woman, but T
will save you in spite of yourself.”

Do not think about me,” she answered ;
* but if you escape from this den, promise me
to go.and find Don Pedro.”

“Don Pedro, madam!” said the Dreton,
with a gesture of surprise. “If itis only to
carry the king a farew:il message, 1 will go;
but do not expect to mike me forget the
hatred to the tyrant. 1 have. sworn to serve
the cause of Don Enrigus.”

Rachel felt a momentary accessionof strength
in pleading for her lover, and answered all
Duguesclin’s charges against him with the ex-
cuses and justification of her affectionate
nature ; so that Bertrand, struck with so much
devotion, said at lepgth, ‘‘ Madam, since you
wish it, although it will cost me much, I will
see the king. ¢ What shall I tell him?”

¢ You will te]l him !” said she, with a sor.
rowful smile, ¢‘that you saw me die ; that my
last word, my last thought, my last breath,
were all for him.” Then pressing the hand of
the good knight to her lips, she added, ¢ You
will tell him, in short, that I havoe kissed your
hand, that, armed with lance or sword, it may
never turn against him.” '
Dugueselin trembled with emotion. ¢ What
you ask of me, Rachel, is impossible,” said he.
“0Oh, I know you will never cease to be the
cnemy of Don Pedro,” she answered; *‘but
promise me at least, while I have power to
hear you, that you will not kill him with your
own hand ; that if you deprive him of his
throne, you will not strike the vanquished
king, but endeavor to obtain security for his
life, even at the price of exile or imprison-
ment.” :

The Breton captain regarded hor with
apxiety, and hesitated before he answered ; at
length he said, ‘¢ Live, then, Rachel ; on that.
condition depeunds the fulfilment of your wish.
I have a debt to pay you, madam ; I owe you

—

my life, and I swear to you that the fife of
Don Pedro shall be sacred to mo as long ap

you are living, . The man who is so nobly

beloved must deserve to live ; but if you die,

madam, I shall regard myself as released from

my oath.”

lachel trombled as much with joy ae-
through weaknioess ; it secined to her that the
prowmise of Dugnesclin had rendered her lover
invalnerable. ““Tn that casc, sir,” she answer
ed, “I will live—I desiro life. You have
made a coward of me, for now 1 am afraid 61’
death,” .

“ Your words encourage me,” returned Dy.
guesclin, ““and now to work.” Jlc iken hastily
descended the staircase, to seck the means of
escape. N

The door of the tower was of massive oak,
lined with sheet iron, which was [astened with
cnormous nails to the wood,  Bervtiand seized
the bolts,'and made violent but inefectnal of.
forts to shake the door. Then wrenching off
one of the bolts, he tried to leosen the hinges ;

his strength so exhansted by his increlible
exertions, added to the thirst that now began
to torment him, that, when Ie would havo re.
sumed his work, the instrument fell from his
hands. o ’

With much difiiculty he dragged himself
upstairs where Rachel lay, her loud and pain-
ful breathing hetraying the violence of the
fever.  Me fell heavily on @ stool by the win-
dow, and a profound stupor Lcnmmbed his
whole frame. The miasma of the Hucerta had
begun its work on the strong rough knight,
whom it spared no more than it Jdid the weak
aad delicate Rachel.

Meanwhile, san had not been idle. As
soon as the Late Comer deparied, the Ieper
slipped down the tree, and, mounting the horse
of Dugnesclin, sprang in pursuit.

The knight turned his head on hearing the
gallop of a horse in that sclitude, and stop-
ped, territied at the frightful aspect of his
pursuer. .

‘“'I'hanks, brave cnptnin,”crim’l I:au, “*wait
for me ; I am anxious to engarc with a war.
rior who had muzzled thie bulldog of Brittany,
and wle, like a true miscreaat, returns from
torturing a dying woman.”

Burdett involuntarily shuddered at the ap-
proach of the leper, who, with his matted haie
twisted into long cords, and his cyes ftaming
lilze lighted brands, resembled somc hideous
monsier more than 8 human bring,  Scediden-
Yy, a fearful shrick escaped him, aud, leaning
forward, he spurrcd his horse, and {led like
the wind.

Iisau, standing upright in the stirup, follow.
ed so clozely on his enemy that the latter al-
ready heard the loud pauting of the leper, and,
in a voice that betrayed his terror, he ex
claimed, ¢ What dost thou want of nic, miser-
able leper ?”

“ The kegs of the Atalaya,” answered Fsag,
checking his steed [or an instant to fetch
breath.

¢ (ome then and drag them from me,” said
the Tate Comer. A

¢ Patience, thou torturer of women,
plied Esau ; “I am not yet tire:l. Al the
art afraid to strugele with e, ‘Thou arta
courageons knight, truly, Ton. Burdett.” "Then
thinking his cloak fmpeded his e.mree, be
stripped himeelf of that wretchal covoring,
and appeared naked to the waist. = { am
now habited in my bzst armour for combat,”
he exclaimed.

The Late Comer cast n hasty planee hehind
him, but, dismayed at the hideons appearance
of the leper, he uttefed a ery of horror, and
crouched down on his horse’s mane. Esou
: stretehed out his hand to scize him Ly the
' folds of his cloal:, which was blewn far be
{ hind him by the wind ; anl thus they pur-
‘ sued their headlong course, till, coming to an
+ angle of the Gualadquiver, the horse of Esan
. stumbled and fell.

Burdett, thinking Limsell saved, shounted
triumphantly, and impradently slaclcned the
pace of his palfrey.  The leper rase painfully,
without uttering a word, and tottersd towards
his mocking enemy, who still Inushed, amdseb
him at defiance ; when Esan, by a sudden
spring, suceecded in jumping ou the crupper,
and hugging Burdett in his arms, tricd to over-
throw him. .

Locked as in a vice, the adventurer attempt-
ed in vain to use his sword, but after pro-
digious efforts, he drew tho keys of the Atal
aya from his pocket, and threw then into the
Guadalquiver, close to where o fighcerman was
coasting in his boat, crying,

“

re-

“(Clo now, and

leper :
Mad with rage, Esau drew a long Lunife
from his girdle, and étruck Burdett on the

mail.  The horse suddenly reared, then fell
backwards, and rolled over the two riders.

After much ecxertion, Esau succceded ir
rising ; he extricated himself from the horse,
and pressed his knce on the Late Comer, who,
terrified at secing himself completely in the
power of that dreaded enemy, eried for mercy
Esan pressed one hand on thelips of the fallen
knight to strifle his'cries, and with the other
sought his poignard.

At this moment tho horso regained bhis feet,
and resumed its furious courso, dragging after
it the’miserable Burdett, whose foot was canght |
in the stirrap.

Esau then approached the spot where tbe
Late Comer had cast away tho koys, and
questioned the fisherman if he had scen them

¢¢ Not only have I seei them,” auswercd the
man, “but I have tished them out of the water

but, after working for some time, he found -

seek them at the bottom of the river, cursed

breast, but the blade broke against his cont of




