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Lrgo party of men immediately net of for day ; he never looked up; we all onn recall 
the scene of the tragedy accompanied by hit hurried walk, his nt countenance, hie 
myself, pale lamp always feebly twinkling at mid-

When we entered the house we found the night, his running round the corner with • 
front room still occupied by the uncle and lost of bread under his arm, his going out 
nephew. When they saw me they turned in the severest storms without umbrella or 
deadly pale, and T really believed they overcost. But it is all over now.—Spring- 
thought that I had risen from the grave, for wild Republican.
they had not yet discovered that they —•

‘A very rough customer,’ one contained a bedstead. Snorsye on the 
‘How do you mean rough ?‘ bed was a man some years Yr than 
‘He’s been tried for his life twice, but myself. I cautiously brought the light to 

managed to escape.’ bear on his face. The dreti g that 
‘You say he lives at Parkville ? struck me was, that the man held-9oeived 
‘No, that’s his post town; but he lives me when he had told me his Tsick, 

in the woods five miles from the village.’ He was undresed and wore on his head
‘How can 1 get there ?‘ ? a nightcap..
‘You had better drive to Parkville, which : A vague sensation of uncse crept 

is twelve miles off, and then inquire your over me. I regretted having enred the 
way—his house is rather hard to find,’ house, and looked round for meal of exit.

to the

‘No. —East Broadway.
‘What time does he go to dinner?‘
.‘At two o’clock.’
‘Just point him out to me as I go through 

the bank, and I will see you again to-morrow 
morning.’

Mr. Cameron did as I requested. The 
young man I saspeeted was about twenty 
five years of age. He was quite handsome, 
it might have been my fancypbut I thought 
there was a hypocritical look about his face. 
I glanced earnestly at hiw, so that I might 
engrave his countenance in my memory, and 
then passed into the street.

I directed my steps at once to East 
Broadway, and calling at the clerk’s resi- 
dence, I found that it was furnished in gor- 
geous style. The door was opened by a 
shrewd old woman. I asked to see Mr. 
Muns 1 but of course was told that he was not 
at home. But my purpose was answered by 
my visit, for in the hall I saw a quantity 
of choice flowers in pots, and among them 
a fire Province rose. £ employed the rest 
of the day in making enquiries as to the 
private life of Mr. Munsel, and found that 
he was very extravagant in his habits, and 
also discovered that on that very day he 
had deposited a large sum of money under 
a false name in the Manhattan Savings 
Bank. The next morning I went to the 
bank for the purpose of reporting progress 
to the President, and advise the immediate

tror-nar Cane of Bus- 
. From the Newcn ile Chroniet.
A most remarkable case of suspended ami- 

mation has occurred in Newcastle. Oa 
Tuesday night a boy, named Batey, about 
twelve years of age went to bed after par. 
taking rather heartily of some rhubarbtart. 
Nest morning about sis o’clock he awoke 
in great pain, and his father used some sim. 
pie remedies to remove the pain, but with- 
out avail, and soon after the boy apparently 
died. Preparations were made for the fune 
Pal, and the father went to the register office 
to obtain a certificate for the burial, but 
this the Registrar refuse to give, as no 
medical man had seen the lad while he was 
ill, and there was nothing to show what 
had been the cause of death. The father 
was recommended to go to the Coroner and 
see if an inquest should be held; and 
thither he proceeded, Mr. Hoyle alter 

hearing the particulars of the death.ordered 
and Mr. W. T. Hayne, was, however, out 
of town i and as the case was represented 
to be urgent—“the body would not keep 
this hot weather"—Mr. Bush (Mr. Rayne’s• 
assistant) got Dr. Carr to undertake the 
duty of ascertaining the cause of desth. Dr.

The Lesson of the Water Mill.
Listen to the water ‘mill

Through the livelong day. 
How the clicking of its wheel

Wears the time away.
Languidly the autumn wind

Stirs the greenwood leaves i
From the field the reapers sing

Binding up the sheaves.
And a proverb haunts my mind

As a spell is cast ;
"The mill cannot grind

With the water that is past.”’

Autumn winds revive no more
Leaves that once are shed. 

And the sickle cannot reap -
Corn once gathered.

And the ruffled stream flows on, X
Tranquil, deep, and still.

Never gliding back again
= To the water mill

Truly speaks the proverb old. 
With a meaning vast—

had sacrificed Theodore Munsel’s son.- 
When they saw that I was really alive, they 
assumed an air of bravado, supposing that I 
had only come to arrest the clerk for the 
bank robbery. Their dream, however, was 
soon dissipated, for in a few moment+ the 
body of the murdered man was exhumed, and

Smuggling a Clock—The Alarm 
goes off at the Custom House. 
All kinds of goods are very cheap in Ca. 

neda, compared with the prices here, and 
the duty being high, smuggling is carried on 
to a great extent along the border, the Am- 

icrican ladies being particularly skilful in 
conce sling contraband articles in the folds 

of their petticoats, and among the the con- 
.....a NAteLA, N cl. : volutions of their duplex elliptic skirts. So 

murdered. Neither of the criminals a’- common bel these smuggling transactions WDIOD any defences Ihree months BlCTs he.al-. KP I.Fa as* 41. 9-2L--6 P L. 
warde they were tried,convioted and ereouted, Canada border towns found ready male for 
Overrun by Doge." Lairy tkllrceitest ke ILcreLy Infers 

their trade. One St. Louis lady had taken 
a fancy to one of Those beautiful Tittle Ger- 

man clocks which. can be wound up to 
strike at any moment the owner may desire 
to be awakened, and she concluded to pur- 
chase it and smuggle it across the line. 
She gave the olockeeller particular direc- 
tions to fis the alarm apparatus so it 
could not strike, and he promised to do so.; 
but the Canhuck, suspectin: that the lady 
desired to run the elook through the Cus 
tom House without paying the duties, and 
being somewhat of a wag, set the alarm so 
it would strike at the moment he knew the 
lady would arrive at the Custem House, 
for she had informed him on what train she 
would start, and he knew that his purchaser 
was making her last purchase. The lady, 
delighted with her purchase, and anticipat- 
ing many a laugh with her St. Louis 
friends over the story of the Canadian elook, 
fastened the timepiece securely to her 
hoops, and started on her homeward journey. 
Arriving at the Custom House without ac- 

aident, she met the inquisitive conductor 
with a complaisant countenance, and sub 
mitted without a tremour to the search 
which he instituted among her baggage. The 
officer found nothing contraband among her 

effects, and was passing to the next travel- 
ler, when a loud wh-r-r-r’ was heard under 
the lady’s skirts. Thestrange noise was 
kept up for the full space of a minute ; but 
to the lady it seemed an hour, and she be- 
ease tremulous and excited. The Custom 
House officer, not daring to lay his hand, 
on a woman, "save in the way of kindness," 
obtained an iron rod, with which he telt 
around the crinoline for the concealed clock. 
He succeeded in bringing it down, but the 
crystal was broken, and the hands were

:house, and looked round for meal 
There was only one door

fell dead lame just as I entered the village, door was a window. I walked 
and could proceed no farther. I drove up endeavored to peer through the 
to the tavern, and determined to proceed iness, but could distinguish nothin, 

to reason away my foreboding", • 
ed in doing so to some extent., 

1 began to prepare for bed, and 
ready taken off my coat and waistcoat, when 
I fancied I heard a step on the Cours. I

The next day I got a horse and buggy
and drove to Parkville ; the horse, however, by which I had entered, 

a window. • i‘, and 
ide dark.
I tried 

succed- they were confronted with their bloody work.the rest of the way on foot. After making 
particular enquiries as to my road, I set off It was shocking to see the uncle’s agony 

when he discovered that his son had beenhad al-on my five miles walk. I did not suppose 
that I was known to Munsel, and my in-
tention was to verify his actual presence, 
and then return the next day with the prop- 
er officers to arrest him. waited with breathless anxiety, 
—It was a beautiful July evening, just cool 4 faintly opened and the uncle

thrust forward his head. In the gloom of

immediately extinguished the if and

We 6nd the following statement in a late 
London paper :- The emigration from Irc 
land has turned loose hundreds of thousands 
of dogs to become wild. One member reck 
ons the Irish dogs at a million; another at 
a million and a half ; and Sir R. Peel at 
two millions. These vagrant dogs worry- 
sheep, and cattle, and pigs communicate 
vermin to them, spoil their health and their 
repose, hinder their fattening, and kill off 
the sheep by thousands in a year. The 
sheep killed outright and reported to the 
police were six thousand one hundred and 
forty-seven in 1864 and in an inealouable 
number of cases the police are not appealed 
to at all, so small have hitherto been the 
chances of redress. One terrible feature of 
the case is the progressive increase of fatal 
cases of hydrophobia in Ireland, as we learn 
from Professor Ganges. For the ten years 
ending 1841; there were thirty-one cases

enough to render walking a pleasant ezer- 
cise. It was dark when I started, and I

"The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past."

Take the lesson to thyself. 
Loving heart and true ;

Golden years are fleeting by.
Youth is passing too. 1

Learn to make the most of life.
Lose no happy day ; •

Time will never bring thee back
Chances swept away.

Leave no tender word unsaid.
Love while love shall last;

“The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past."

Oh the wasted hours of life
That have drifted by ! a

Oh, the good that might have been. 
Lost without a sigh!

Love that we might once have saved 
By a single word;

Though conceived, but never penned 
Perishing unheard.

Take the proverb to thine heart
Take, and hold it fast;

"The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past.”

S. W.

: the chamber he could not perceive me ; and
finding the light extinguished, I suppose he 
thought I was in bed, for be closed the 
door very softly and descended the stairs 
again.

I was now worked up to the highest pitch 
of excitement. I felt certain that something 
was going to happen. I remembered my 
lonely situation—the inquisitive questions of 
the men below. There was no possible 
means for me to escape, except in going 
through the room in which they were seated 
—and such a course I knew would be per. 
feet madness. I summoned up all my phil- 
osophy, and determined to wait the denoue- 
ment, and tried to persuade myself my fears 
were groundless.

But when I thought of the significant 
looks that passed between the men when 
they saw my gold wateb, I must confess 
that the effort was a failure. And when

had not walked a mile before it became 
quite dark. But I had informed myself as 
to the right road, that I thought I could 
not mistake it. It soon, however, became 
apparent to me that a great change had 
taken place in the scenery around me. In- 
stead of the road being clear and open, as it 
was when 1 first set out, large trees loomed 
up on each side of me, and the road became 
very bad—entirely different from the smooth 
gravelled surface I had first passed over. 
But 1 still pressed on, not even suspecting 
that 1 had mistaken my way. I now began 
to get tired. I must have walked at least 
two hours before any doubt entered my 
head. .1

Carr and Mr. Bush, with their implements 
of dissection, and accompanied by the father 
of the “deconsed,” proceeded—two daye 
after the lad had “died"=to the house of 
mourning, where had been left the body of 
the deceased led, with all the symbols of 
grief around it. But conceive the astonish- 
ment of the father when he beheld his con 
who had been dead, as he thought two days 
standing in the door way, as if nothing had 
happened. There was nothing ghastly about 
him. He did not appear like one who had 
visited the other world, nor like one who 
had risen from the dead; but there he stood 
with the utmost unconcern, and with every 
sign of good health about him. The astua- 
ished father could hardly believe his eyes, 
and the doctors almost began to think they 
had been hoszed. The led, however, then 
told his tale. He knew nothing about his 
narrow escape from being buried alive. All 
he knew was that he had been asleep, and 
on awakening. Bi he found no one in the 
houso—his father was looking for the doe- 
tors,and his mother was out probably making 
the arrangements for the funeral—he got 
up, and, feeling very hungry, looked about 
for something toest. Finding some eggs, 
he cooked them, after which he went out, 
in happy ignorance of his narrow escape 
from the grave and the surgeon’s knife. Mr. 
Bush told the lad it was a good thing that 
he had “come to life" when he did, as if he 
had been but half an hour later he would 
probably have been killed in the attempt 
to ascertain why he had ceased to exist.

\‘, arrest of young Munsel.
‘Well, you were right about the young, 

man, said Mr. Cameron to me, the moment 
I entered his private room.’

‘You have come to that conclusion, have 
you ?‘ I replied.

"Yes, after he had gone yesterday, I 
caused his accounts to be examined, and
found a terrible deficit, amounting to $80,- 
000. I called him into the room, and asked By this time the broad road had degener- 

* him for an explanation—‘ ated into a narrow path. 1 knew then that 
‘The worst thing you could have dons there must be something wrong, for the 

I interrupted, people -34. 3 town of whom I had enquired
‘You are right- -he has escaped,’ had he -a -e that the road to Mr. Theo 
‘I ex pected as much. And where has he dere Mendel’s house was pretty good all the 

sone ?‘ way. - paused for a moment irresolute,
‘He left last night by the Southern train and did not know whether to retrace my 

—at least, so we suspect. He has an steps or press forward. It had now become 
uncle living about fifteen miles from Au pits • dark, and I determined to go on, well
gusta, Ga., and it is very likely he has gone assured that I could never find my way 
there, now Mr. Brampton you must follow 
him.’

reported ; in the next ten years ending in 
1861, sixty-one. This was while the fatalthe thought suddenly struck me, if, after all, 

the olerk had recognized me, it was certain 1cases in Scotland were too few to afford
that they would never let me leave that 
place alive. Five long minutes passed away 
and I heard nothing. At that moment a 
light flashed before my window. I went 
directly to it, and saw the uncle with a 
lantern in the garden. I watched him with 
eager eyes; he was digging a hole about six 
feet long and three broad.

‘Good God! I exclaimed to myself, ‘he is 
digging my grave ! /

I now felt certain that the young: man 
had been left in the room below to prevent 
my escape. But I determined to satisfy 
myself if such were the fact or not, I 
opened the door noislessly, and stole cau- 
tiously down stairs in my stocking feet. I 
glanced through the keyhole of the door 
which opened into tho room, and saw that 
my suspicions were wellfounded, for the ab-

material for an average; and while in Eng- 
land they had declined from twenty five to 
three in the latter too years. In county 
Down, it appears, the farmers had left off 
keeping sheep at all, so great were their 
losses from dogs. In Donegal one thousand 
four hundred and ten sheep were so de- 
stroyed last year; and in four hundred and 
forty-nine instances in the six thousand odd 
were the owners of the dogs ascertaine I and

|back. I had not proceeded many steps be- 
fore ! became convinced that I was wander-Never More Night than Day. 

Ab don’t be sorrowful, darling,
/ And-don’t be sorrowful, pray. 

Taking the year, together my dear. 
There isn’t more night than day.

Tis rainy weather, my darling;
Time’s waves they heavily run ;

But taking the year together, my dear. 
There isn’t more cloud than sun. 

We are old folks now, my darling ;
Our heads are growing grey ;

Bat taking the year all round, my dear. 
You will always find ‘ May 1

We have had our May, my darling. 

And our roses long ago;
And the time of year is coming my dear.

ing about in a forest. The underbrush be-‘If you had left the matter in my hands 
he should have been arrested without any 
trouble.’ -..

‘T- acknowledge I am in fault, and 1 am 
: the more anxious to have him captured. 

Come, I will pay you well. Say will you 
Igo.’•

It was the middle of süuuer, decidedly 
not the best time to travel in. But the 
affair was imperative, and I was obliged to 
undertake the journey. That same after- 
noon at 5 o’clock I had started on my ex- 
pedition.

Railway travelling in July. Who is 
there that has experienced it, that does not 
vividly remember its discomforts. The hot 
glaring sun, the dust, the intolerable thirst, 
and the warm water in the coolers, are 
all evils of such magnitude that they 
make an indelible impression on the 
mind. Why, at the very thought of it at 
this moment, my throat feels choked 
up an i I feel the pricking of the flinty 
dust in my skin. And then the view from

gan now seriously to impede my progress, 
and I found great difficulty in keeping my 

feet.
My position was anything but agreeable 

—in the midst of a forest on a dark night. 
I cannot tell how I passed the three ensuing 
hours—they appeared centuries to me. I 
I suppose I must have walked the same 
path over and over again. I was at last 
completely overcome by physical fatigue, 
and sank exhausted on the trunk of a tree.

I rested my head upon my hands, and 
determined to pass the night there, being 
certain that it was perfectly futile endeavor- 
ing to find my way till morning. While in 
this stooping position I thought I saw a 
light glimmer through the trees. I looked 
earnestly, and became convinced that such 
was really the fact. I immediately determin- 
ed to make for it, hoping to find shelter for 
the night. I advanced in that direction, 
and soon reached a dilapidated house built 
entirely of wood. It was a miserable look- 
ing abode, and had it not been for my tired 
condition, I should have hesitated seeking 
its shelter. But anything was better than 
spending the night in the forest, so I reso- 
lately knocked again and again, then the 
door opened and a gruff voice asked what I 
wanted..

‘Can you give me lodging for the night?’ 
I replied.

I was told to come in, and found myself 
in a room of moderate size, miserably fur- 
nished A log fire was burning on the 
hearth ; and two persons occupied the apart- 
ment. The one that opened the door to me 
was a man about fifty years of age, very 
stoutly built, and possessed of a very sinis- 
ter expression of countenance. The second 
occupant was none other than the abscond- 
ingclerk. I then knew that I was in Mr. 
Munsel’s house, and I congratulated myself 

on my good fortune. I noticed as I entered 
he cast a scrutinizing glance at me, but as I 
felt assured he did not know me personally, 
[ experienced no alarm.

‘I have lost my way in the forest,’ said I, 
in answer to their looks of interrogation, 
‘and if you will afford me shelter for the 
night, I shall be happy to repay you for 
your hospitality.

‘Be good enough to sit down,’ said Mr. 
Theodore Munsel, his eyes sparkling when 
the word ‘repay’ was used.

‘Where are you going?‘ asked his nephew, 
and then fixing another searching look on| 
my face.

Iam going to Centerville. I left Park- 
rille at six o’clock, but I suppose I mistook 
the road, for I have been wandering about 
the woods ever since.’

‘You are fifteen miles from Centerville,’ 
said the uncle with a kind of leer.

‘You do not belong to this part of the 
country ?‘ said the bankers’ clerk,

‘No,’ I replied,‘I am from the State of 
Virginia.’

• What is your business ?’
‘I am collector for a house in Richmond.’(
‘I should have taken you for a Yankee,’ 

said the young man.
‘No, indeed,’ I replied, with an attempt to 

smile.
The uncle and nephew now left the room, 

and I could hear them whispering together 
in the next appartment. Still I did not 
feel any uneasiness, for I relied on the fact 
that I was unknown to the absconding olerk. 
They soon returned to the apartment where 
Iat.
‘We have only one room in the house,’ 

said the uncle as he entered: ‘if you will 
not mind sleeping with a son of mine, you 
can have part of his bed.’

‘I, of course, immediately consented, glad 
enough to find any place where I could rest 
my weary limbs.m

After a pause of a few minutes, I pulled 
out my watch, and said I should like

made to pay damages. It is a very serious 
matter that now, when wool and mutton are 
in unprecedented request, and the rural for- 
tuner of Ireland so sorely need amending a 
mischief like this should be abroad, wast- 
ing the flocks, depraving the wool and the 
mutton by vermin and disease, exasperating 
the grazier, and ruining the small farmer. 
It was time that the Government should 
take in hand an evil with which the occu

bent by the operation. The lady arrived 
safely in St. Louis last weck.—NS, Lotis

sconcing olerk sat beside a table with 9 
revolver all ready cocked within his reach. 
I returned to the bedroom again.
I took my position at the wind-w. Five 

minutes more of agonizing suspense ended 
I had nothing to defend myself, and was 
completely at their mercy. A sudden calm- 
ness took possession of me. I suppose it

workhouse Girls sent to
The Hon. D‘ Arcy M’Gee has, through 

the Press, addressed a letter to the Poor

Democrat.
piers of farms could not deal individually. I

A Ventriloquial Joke
.The North Wales Chronicle narrates a 
good joke in ventriloquism, which occurred 
near Conway, a few days ago. A ventrilo 
quist was travelling in a second class car 
riage from Llanwrst to the Junction Station, 
when his companions happened to be a far- 
mer named Roberts, from the neighbour- 
hood of Henmaenmawr, and another gent- 
leman, a stranger. Roberts, it would seem, 
was in a talkative mood, and he proceeded 
to give his opinion, not only upon the wes 
ther, the low price of grain, &c., but also 
upon politics, morals, and things in general. 
All of a sudden he seemed to be contradict 
ed, point blank, in some of his remarks by 
a gentleman out of the carriage adjoining, 
there being a small aperture at the top bo 
tween the two carriages. Roberts appeared 
to be as much surprised as annoyed at the 
interruption, and his anger rose to boiling 
heat when the voice called in question, in 
very explicit term*, both his honesty and 
his veracity. The voice shrieked out that its 
owner knew who he was, and all about his 
character, when our friend observed that if 
he did, he knew no harm about him, nor 
any of his family. The insinuations being 
persisted in, Roberts stepped upon the scat, 
almost choke i with passion, and putting his 
mouth to the aperture above alluded to, 
shouted out that if he would only wait a bit 
until they get to the junction, he (Roberts) 
would mottle matters with him. The voice in 
the adjoining carriage still continued to vent 
its abuse until the train arrived at the junc- 
sion, when it ceased very suddenly. The 
instant the carriage got to the plattern. un- 
der the covered shed, out leaped Roberts in 
a twinkling, and rushed to the door of his 
asperser’s carriage, ready and anxious to try 
conclusions with him; but lo! to his inex- 
pressible surprise, there was no one in the 
carriage. Thinking that his enemy had slip- 
ped out at the first platform, Robert rushed 
to the station-master, and informed him that 
some rascally cheat, who had been abusing 
him all the way from Llanrwst, had bolted 
off, doubtless without paying his fare. The 
matter was explained to the station-master 
by the ventriloquist, and ultimately an ex- 
planation was vouchsafed to farmer Roberts.

The Sad Romance of a Poor 
Young Man.

On the morning of class day the sopho- 
more class buried one of their number, who 
literally died from the want of the necessi- 
ties of life, and that, too, right here at 
Harvard College. Only a year ago, fresh 
from a farm seventeen miles from Buffalo 
N.Y., a raw, green lad of twenty two applied 
for admission to the sophomore class. His 
awkward manner and uncouth bearing won 
for him the name ‘Greeny.’ Only last week

A Sharp Darkey. 
A ease was tried before one of the

justices of the peace yesterday morning, in how Guardians of Ireland complaining of 
1 - • . the unprovided condition in which they sendFor the silent night of snow.

And God is God, my darling.
Of night as well as day.

And we feel and know that we can go 
Wherever He leads the way.

A God of the night, my darling.

which a cute darky non-suited a white man
girls to Canada. He says:—"Spesking on 
the faith of official reports made to myself 
and my predecessors, these unhappy girls 
are thrown broadcast on a strange soil

pretty cleverly. The complainant, some 
weeks before the change in affairs, left with 
defendant a nsule, stipulating at the time 
for only a nominal hire, as the animal was 
only left with the colored individual to sere 
it from confiscation that was thought would

was the calmness of despair, but withal my
faculties were perfectly clear and I turned
over a hundred plans to escape the doom 
that awaited me All this time I was eager- 
by watching the actions of the uncle.

The soil was very light, and he soon suc- 
needed in opening the hole to at least four 
feet. He then threw down his spade and 
entered the house again. T expected every 
moment to hear them ascending the stairs, 
and made up my mind to sell my life as 
dearly as possible, when a purring sound at- 
traced my attention.

I now perceived for the first time that the 
light from the room below penetrated 
through several chinks in the floor. I lay 

down on the floor, and looking through one 
of the cracks found that I could perceive 
everything in the apartment. One of the 
men was sharpening a large knife on a grind 
stone and it was this that made the purring 
sound that I had heard. He felt the edge 
and finding it was sharp enough, he discon- 
tinued his employment. They then began 
to converse. I could hear every word they 
said.

‘Are you certain, Charles, that this is 
the detective?" answered the uncle.

Perfestly certain I’ returned the olerk.- 
‘I know Brampton as well as I do you.’

‘It is certain he must die then. I sup- 
pose he has plenty of money with him be- 
sides his gold watch,’

‘Yes, he must be well provided with funds, 
and his business here is evidently to arrest 
me.’

‘Come, then, let us finish the business at 
once,’ said the uncle.

‘Do you think he is asleep yet ? returned 
the clerk.

‘No matter if he is not, he’ll sleep well 
enough afterwards, anyhow.

The clerk laughed—hideously, I thought.
‘will you do it, or shall I?" asked the 

nephew.
‘O, you may go, but be sure you make 

no mistake. Bill, you know, lies next the 
wall: he has a nightcap on, the detective 
has none. Leave the light outside the door, 
for fear of waking Brampton, and above all 
be quick about it.

In a moment my plan was formed. Bill 
was fast asleep. I gently turned him over 
to the outside of the bed, and pulling off his 
night cap, put it on my own head. I ac- 

complished this without waking bill. I 
then cautiously laid myself in his place near 
the wall. The agony of the next few min- 
utes was intenss—my heart seemed ready to 
cease beating. I heard a step on the stairs; 
it advanced ; the door opened softly , the 
floor creaked with the weight of a heavy 
tread. The murderer approached the bed.

without the commonest industrial training; 
without being ft for the dairy or the kiteh- 
hen; without a knowledge of washing.Of the night of death 90 grim;

The gate that leads out of life, good wife. 
Is the gate that leads to Him.

the car window ; how hot and glaring ever- 
thing looks. The poor cows are panting in 
the meadows, the dogs at the station appear 
to be on the verge of hydrophobia, every- 
body and everything is lazy, excepting the 
flies; and it appears to be their particular

be universal upon the arrival of the Federal : 
troops. The mule remained in the negro »>*ironing, plain sewing, or any other descrip- 

tion of common usefulness by which to make
possession until Saturday last, when the 
owner put in a claim of 840 for hire, saying 
that th st was the arrangement. Cuffee de

a decent living. But far worse remains. 
Either before they have left Ireland or 

while on shipboard, many of them have
A Night of Peril.
A DETECTIVE’S STORY. . 2.
A province to keep passengers from dozing.

Of course it is to be expected that in’-‘

elined "‘shelling "out,’’ when suit, was. 
brought agasnet him for the recovery of the 
money, before a justice of the peace. The 
defendant listened patiently until the com-

been exposed to temptations they were un- 
able to resist ; and we, Irishmen living in 
the coiony, proud among the few legacies 
left us of the matchless virtue of our coun-
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that they (passengers) may not lose any of 
the beauties of the scenery.

The longest journey must eventually 
come to an end, and after three days of

a life like mine I should be often exposed 
to dangers of a personal character; it is 
the lot of the detective officers, and in

plainant’s averment had been heard, and
trywomen, have been obliged to hang our 

showing that at the rime of the trans- heads in shame, and to close our doors in --: -* the faces of the lost girls you send us out.
hen offset the whole matter by citing the

the course of my life I have been subjected 
several times to extreme peril. In the fol- 
lowing pages 1 am about to give an in- 
stance of such peril to the reader.

One day I was sent for by the President 
of the Bank of Commerce. When I arrived I 
found the Bank in a state of consternation 
The safe had been broken during the night, ! 
and all the specia abstracted. I immediately| 
proceeded to examine the safe, and found 
shat the locks had been forced; but a single general rule, 
glance was sufficient to show me that it had 2 * ‘ 
been forced open, or in other words that 
whoever had taken the money had wished

really hard work, I reached the pleasing 
town of Augusta, in Georgia. I was, how- 
ever, in a bad humor, I was annoyed at

aw.
action of the business no white man could 
legally wake any contract with him, he be 
ng a slave. Of course, this was a “dead 
ncr,” and the claim for "*40 rent for a 
nule’ fell through.—Mobile News June

at the expense of Ireland, to dishonor Ire. 
land. It is to be hoped, gentlemen, that 
you will yourselves provide a remedy, and 
thus save the provinces from returning 00 
your hands the most undesirable description 
of people you can send them. By teach- 
inz these poor females some sort of or- 
dinary kitchen work or dairy work, you 
will give them the means to earn an hon- 
est livelihood for themselves as soon as they 
arrive.”

e • • -
AN IRISH JuRr.—’Have the jury 

agreed ? asked the bailiff of a looked up 
set of twelve, whom he had left under ear 
of his man, Dennis Garry, and whom he 
met on the stairs with a can in his hand.

"Oh, yes,” replied Donny, “they have 
agrade to send out for another half gal. 
lon."

• I say, Pat,’ said a Yankee, ‘why don’t 
you sue that Railroad corporation for dam 
ages you have received ? Both of your legs 
broken all to smash ; sue them for damages. 
‘Sue them for damages, oh, boy? I have 
damage enough already ; I’ll sue them for 
repairs.”_

the banker’s want of thought in allowing 
his dishonest clerk to escape. Now, when 
a man is in a bad humor with a jour- 
ney he is obliged to take, he is very 
apt to consider the town at which he is

13th.

compelled to stay as the most odious part 
in the word. I was no exception to the Remarkab’e Death from being. 

Poisoned by a Fly.
Coroner Collin held an inquest yesterday 

on the body of Charles Schweiger, a German 
butcher, forty years of age, who died at his 
late residence. No. 95 East Fourth street, 
from the effects of being poisoned by the 
bite of a fly. It appears that on the night 
of Thursday the 22nd ultimo, Sehweigaer 
was in the slaughter-house in First avenue, 
and while at work he was stung under the 
right eye by a fly which flew from the back 
of the bullock. He did not pay much at- 
tention to the sting at first, until a few 
hours afterwards his face began to swell, a 
physician was called and administered lini- 
mente, but without effect. The swelling 
increased to an enormous size, and extend- 
ed down to the breast. A few days after 
he became delirious, and died in great agony 
on Thursday night. Thomas Robinson, 
M.D., deputy coroner, found that death was 
the result of the absorption of morbitio ani- 
mai matter deposited by a Ay. A verdiet 
in accordance with the above facts. — Nero

I hated Augusta, I detested 
it, I abominated it, I—but 1 cannot just 
now think of any other word to express my 
abhorrence of that unoffending Southern 
city. I went to the best hotel in that place 
and entered my name in the most savage

to convey the impression. that it had been 
forced open from the outside. Of course I 
came to the conclusion that some one 
connected with the establishment had taken 
the money. While examining the spot, 1 
found on the ground a single leaf of a white

manner, actually blotting the book in the 
act, much to the diegust of a precise look- 
ing clerk, who stood looking at me while I 
made the entry.

Province rose. It is the observation of At last I partook of supper, and I must 
small things that make a good detective, confess after that genial meal ‘a change 
for it is often the most trivial circumstance came over the spirit of my dreaw." I ac- 
which supplies the first link of the chain. 1 |tually began to think that it possessed some 
did not pick up this rose leaf, nor indeed ap | fine streets and elegant houses. A cup of tea 
pear to notice it. After the scruntiny was | will sometimes work a marvel. I determined 
over, I went to the President’s Mr. Gamer- : 1 would go and explore the city till bed time, 
on’s apartment. and make inquiry about the absconding

‘Well, Brampton,’ said he, ‘what do you bank robber.
make out of it ? , This young man’s fondness for flowers

‘Do you suspect anybody connected with
the bank ? I asked.

seemed to be the greatest misfortune that 
could befall him. I have mentioned that 
a single bud remained OD the rosebush in his 
hall: During my investigation this bud 
had blossomed. When he absconded from 
New York he took this flower with him.

Black hair for ladies is now out of fash- 
ion; therefore, La Mode [llustree well 
says that this is the hour of vengence for 
women with red hair, who have so long been 
eonsidered “the disinherited childreni 
nature." It is their turn to be triumphant, 
and to watch dark-haired women imploring 
the chemist to take the bleck out of their 

make them like their once

‘Certainly not ? it is impossible that any 
|body connected with the bank could have 
| committed the robbery ; it must have been I 

the work of burglars. Did you visit the 
cellar where the robbers entered?"

‘Yes, and found that the bars had been
|filed from the outside.’
|‘Indeed;—but what do you make out
|about the safe?’

‘That the look was forced after the rafe 
was opened.’~

‘What do you infer from that?‘
‘That some one connected with the bank 

I is guilty of that robbery ; and he has en- 
deavoured to make it appear that it is the 

I work of professional burglars. But he has 
done his work very bunglingly.’

‘You must be mistaken,’ replied the 
|President. I would answer for all in the 
, employ of the bank with my life.’

I am afraid you would lose it,’ I replied, 
1 with a smile, for there can be no doubt 
, about the truth of my assertion.

‘But how will you prove it?’
‘That remains to be seen. How many 

have you in the employ of the bank
‘Twelve, including the porter.’
‘Who has care of the safe ?’
‘Mr. Charles Munsel,’
‘Have any of your clerks a special food- 

ness for flowers?
“That is a strange question. But since 

you ask it, I remember that Munsel gone- 
rally has a flower in his buttonhole.’ a
‘Who is this Munsel ?
‘A very worthy young man. You sure- 

I2)Heh surprised if he

of09A Curious Painting Pit
A man named Carrington was sentenced

By means of it I had no difficulty in trac- 
ing him to Augusta There was some- 
thing peculiar about the rose ; it was a 
large white one, and fortunately attracted 
the attention cf all the conductors on the 
route. My business now was to visit all the 
hotels in the city, to see if be had been 
there. The first one I entered immediate 
ly settled the question in my mind that 
Munsel had left Augusta, and this too, be- 
tore I made a single inquiry.
I entered the bar room, and the first 

thing that I noticed was a faded Province 
rose on a chair. On the back of 
this was a newspaper. I took it up, 
and my eyes at once fell upon a para- 
graph containing an account of the Bank 
robbery in New York; but I was im- 
mediately struck with the fact that where 
the person of the defaulter was described the 
paper was mutilated, seemingly accidentally, 
but sufficiently so as to mar the description. 
This paper was the New York Herald, and 
from its date I knew it had only been deliv. 
ered in Augusta that morning. I walked 
up to the bar and called for something to 
drink. While the barkeeper was preparing 
it, I said to him, carelessly :

“There was a young man here this morn-

to death in Buffalo on Thursday for the 
murder of a policeman who attempted to ap locks, and 
prebend him while he was in the act of * *despised sisters.
committing a burglary. The prisoner was 
brought up for sentence on Wednesday, 
but when placed in the dook he fell down in 
what was supposed a fainting fit. The sen- 
tence was consequently suspended till the 

following day, when he was again brought 
to court. The Courier says "The occasi- 
on of his fainting on ‘Vednesday is explete- 
ed as follows: He had tobacco in his mouth.

LEavE BAD ENovoIr ALONE.—(TO - 
President Andrew Johnson.)—My dear 
Sir—Because Wilkes Booth murdered Ab. 

rahem Lincoln, that is no reason why you 
should murder Jefferson Davis—Believe 
me, although no Iron-clad, your trusty 
Moniter.—PUNCH._____________

The Hon. Mr. Tupper and the Hon. W.
A. Henry, of Nove Scotia, have been ap- 
pointed by the Lieut. Governor to pressed 

to Keglandon publie business, supposed to be connected with the proposed railroads of 

that Province.

The Richmond Whig says the wheat 
crop is being harvested throughout the 
State of Virginia. In some sections the yield has been good, is others she original 
amount of seed can hardly be secured. The ‘ 
corn crop is looking well generally all over

was he missed from recitation, and away up 
in a little ten by twenty attic room of a 
rickety old boarding-house somebody said 
-=: ‘fever. Ex-Presi-!his hot breath on my cheek. I he was dying of typhoid rence of mind enough to imitateI could 

had the 
a snore.

dent Peabody, the good Samaritan of Har- 
vard, heard of his distress, and repairing to 
bis room found the poor boy really in the 

arms of death. For a year had his only 
food been bread and water, and sometimes 

a little milk, and often one meal a day 
sufficed. His room was small and poorly 
ventilated, and by the feeble light of an old 

oil lamp had the poor fellow working 
eighteen out of twenty-four hours each 
day. These facts quickly coming out, 

everything that could be done was done. 
Huslast hours were made as comfortable as ik sympathising and oonsoionce-striken 

nolgtibourhood Icould make them. His 
broken hearted mother came to carry her 
son’s body home, and she mrust have been 
overjoyed to learn what would have only a 
little before given her son so much happiness 
ait

and, when called upon by the Judge to say 
whether he knew any reason why the OK- 
treme sentence of the law should not be 
passed upon him, he swallowed the quid, 
the result being the sudden sickness and 
fainting to which referenes was made in the 
Courier of yesterday. Carrington was 
brought into court looking as fresh and un- 
concerned as though he bad been guilty of 
no crime. He had made his toilet with 
care, and hie countenance bore no evidence 
of anxiety or suffering.” During the deli-

I felt his hand passing over my
head—it rested on my shoulder. O, agony 
of agonies, he had found out my ruse and 
was about to kill me! My whole body was 
bathed is a cold perspiration. e tinaw a 

Suddenly I heard a heavy thud on the 
bed which was followed by a groan, and then 
all was still. The blow had been struck.

to go to bed. I noticed at the time signif-
cant looks pass between the uncle and
nephew when they saw my watch. It was a 
fine gold one—a real Cooper—and had been 
presented to me by an importer of watehes
for services which I had rendered.

"You will find my son next wall,’ said the 
uncle. ‘You will have the goodness not to

(awaken him, for he has been sick lately, 
and has to get up very early.’
I replied that I would certainly avoid ____ ________  

waking him. The uncle took up a caudle,-grave prepared for it, and they were filing and showed me to a room up stairs; it wastit in. 609 200 deoi 

the only habitable sleeping room in the house, ni I lost not a moment to put on the vest of 
and was situated over that in which we had my clother, and *

- - - - - - Cautioning me to put out the escaped shrough the front door. sEnveholts PE

the victim. A
moments ensued, and then I heard a she 
uncle ascending the stairs. They wrapped 
the body of the unfortunate Bill in a sheet very of the nderess which consigned him to the state.and conveyed it at 0000 into the garden.— 
They had no sooner left the house than J 
leaped out of the bed and ran to the window. 
They had evidently not discovered their 
mistake, for the body was already in the

the gallows, Carrington sat unconcerned. Not a muscle of his face moved —not a 
Shudder passed over his”features. When

ACCIDENT.—On Saturday last, a tot of Mr. Wiseman, orheoneession of 
arse, a = 
rytroo.—[St. Mary’s lrgus, .
To begin wall and. an.gnwell • bit, 
but it is better to go on well 2-2- 

Vue out = 

aig bus oblstedro as no al site our thine zpev i yell no: U al

ing with very black hair and dark eyes ; he 
was of medium height, but stooped a little.” 

‘I suppose you saw him here,’ replied the 
barkeeper, ‘He did not stay long, however,, 
but left with Mr. Theodore Munsel, of

the sentence was pronounced he rose and
MMolesecosho.courtroom, apparently the 
most self-possessed man in the assembled 
crowd. "The citie OF hiunconcern was=t.ioss-eset---Parkville.’

‘You know Mr. Theodore Munsel, of 
Parkville, then ?’
,‘Yes, indeed.’

does not prove to be the robber.’
‘You astonish me. He has the reputa- 

tion of being very pions.’.
‘Very well, we shall ase. Where does he

divot’ ineited BterridT “What sort of a man is het’

grem 80.been seated.1:.. F. —„me to put out the elight as soon as I was in bed, he leftthe? is I found rayeolf in a too the cxhét coun? —I 
ClARKHerpartief the One 1.2. ox-erinnes aneat

succeed in a 
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