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At the foot of Genirles® Trall.

When I wasat Havard, my room
mate and bosom friend was Charley

Despard. e was of very good |

family, but not very well off, aud
when our college career was con.
cluded, and I toock my seat in

lates & Blog's office to court the
Goddess Themis, he went off' to
push his fortune in the Golden
State.

Charley was 8 queer sort of a
fellow—capable of great exertion,
but deplorably lazy, always making

resolutions. and uever carry-
ing them into execation; without
an atom of vica in his coustitution,
and yet always getting into scrapes.
After he weit to Cslifornia, we
corresponded pretiy regularly, and
from his letters I learned that he
was experimenting in 8 vew busi-
ness every other week, Now he
was in a soft goods store in San
Francisco; then he ran a paper in
Deuver; then he drove a stage be.
tween Auburn and Forrest Hill;
then he was billiard maker in Sau
Francisco; snd finally he told me
he was in for & big thing in gold
mines at Green IVlat, and inclosed
his photograph to show how he
looked in his working clothes, |
could scarcely recoguize my ustty
friend of former daysin the lsnﬂ'
figure pictured ou the card board,
A slouch cap perched on the back
of his head, a wisp of handkerchief
tied around his veck, wl:iila hirsute

ndages of Samsonic dimensions
:ﬂl:':ldlg and encircled the Ll:oe
where his face ought to have been,
Bat his big eyes were there, look-
ing out just as true and honest as
ever, aud so [ knew it was Char'ey,
even though he did wear big boots,
and carried & six shooter slung st
his side.

e stuck to the mines all Spring
and Sommer, and his letters were
full of hope and radiaut with suc.
cess, until at once they stopped
suddenly, and nothing more was
heard of him, I was wondering
what had become of him whether
be had come to griet and was
ashamed to write me bad news, or
whether a worse fate Liad overtaken
him in the wilds of the far West,
and made inquiries of some of his
friends, but none of them could tell
me anything about him, so I was
fain to sit still hoping against hope
that he would turn up.

Que eveniug [ was all alone in
my room, walching the fickering
light of the fire play over each
familiar article of furniture, to kazy
to get up trom & chair to light the
gas, when I heard & violent ring
at the door, aud preseutly a tigure
stood in the doorway. At tinv [
did not recoguize my old chum, but
when | heard the accents of his
voice my feats and doubtsall faded
away, aud I weloumed him as ove
come back from the dead,

“Why, Charley, is that you?
Where ia\-e you been? When did
you get to thetown? How's thiugs
in general P

“Yes, it is me. Gobt in from
Califurnia this morning, Things is
first-rate.”

“Why, what a swell you are.
Why didnt you cume right here ?
Whers lave you been? I kuow
there's something np.”

“Guess you're about right.  Hit
it thar, pard. You bet.”

Aud then herelapsed into silence,
aod demolished 8 lavender kid
glove in trying to take it off.

“What's up, vld man? Let's
have it. Go abead.”

“Well, Lain't right sure what's
up. 1've strock a lead, and it
looked no end of good, and now
when I take the dust to the store
it won't sell.”

“Please to interpret ; and bear in
mind that I am not so learved in
mining lingo a5 you are”

“Well, then, here goee.” But it
didn’t go.

“Hard up?
like it.”

“No, Got half a million to my
eredit with Clews?”

“Woman ??

“Yes, and she’s the best little
woman in the world—at least [
thought she wae” And here the
other kid glove burst up in s most
decided mauner,

“Now, see here ; you have come
to & professional man, aud if you
want solace and advice make a
clean breast of it, and tell me sll
your story.”

“Well, then, you know my last
letter to you was from Green Flat,
the one with the photo.”

“Yes, I got it, There you are,
over the mantle-piece, in the cos
tume of the period.”

“That mine turnel out a real
good thing.  We washed out about
twenty thoussnd in two months,
and then we got rid of the concern
to 8 'Friscan company at & million
and a half,s0 [ am pretty happy
that way.”

“Glad to bearit. But about her
Iady<hip.”

“Well, when the thing was done,
and the mouey at the First Nation
al, we all went off’ to the bay, and
Irish Ned gut shot one night, He
lived just long enough to make his
will, and split his share between me
sud old Tom Norris”

“I regret the untimely departure
of Trish Ned, but I congratulate
you that be was able to di:;foee l:;
his propert rily, Butt
u}’;"n ¥y "H‘ﬂf ¥

“I'm a comin’ to her. There was
a lot of legal foolin' after Ned's
desth about the inquest and the
probate of his will, and I got tired
of loafing at 'Irisco, so I made
tracks up conntry and had a Jook
around the Flat, That was rather
worse in the way of poison, so one
moruing [ went and took Bucker
out of the corral, hitched him up,

on top, aud set off for a slash.
ing gallop. All of a sudden [ took
a notion I'd vever seen the Yosem.
ite valley, and, as it wasn’t much
of aride from the Flat, I went
right on, Dacker and I got along
first.-rate, and we were down to the
foot of the Gentries trail just after
sundown two days afterward.”

“Here the romauce commences,
Go on, I begin to see fight.”

“There wasu't much to te seen
there, 1 can tell you. Those high
clifts aud those big trees cut it
rough on sunshine. Why, [ nearl
rode over her before I mw what
was doing "

“Her

“Yes; she was lying in a bundle
in the middle of the road, and enly
Bucker shied or we'd have given
her hoots and no mistake.”

“Her? Who? War it an in.
toxicated Injuu squaw 7

Here Chatley burt into oursory
remarks which | shall wot répeat,
aud then weiit on:

“No, the darlingest, dearest
little atom of feminine humanity
that ever olsimed the aesistance of
mortal man.”

“HBravo! Fieore! So you did
not pass by on the other side, like
the man who fell among thieves ?”

“No, L gov off and vied Lucker
to s tree, and then picked her up.”

“What did she xay? This i be-
coming dramatie”

“she didu't say nothing, She
{ was in a faiut, aud all over mud.”

“I pardon your grammer. But
what did you do?”

, “Well, I wok a chaw, and then
| T went down to the river aud filled
|' my hat with water, and splashed it
! right in her face.”

| “What did she say to that

|
What

You don't lock

| “She said ‘Oh I”
“Dou't wonder much,

next "
“Well, i thought she might have

got to much water, so I poured
some whisky down her throat.”

“Spiritual consolation for tem-
poral misfortune. How did she
take it ¥ :

“8he co like fite, and then
sat up straight and Jooked up.”

“What vext?”

“She mhdu ‘Oh, dear. and tried
to , but she eouldn’t do i
mF t:e?u she screamed and teh
bw%’l’unn H

” t. How did you
ceed P b

“I talked civil to her. 1'd al
most forgotten how, but my Sun.
day go-to-meeting manvers came
back wonderfully, and 1 tried to

rsunde ber I was not a Hood
um,” X

i i
oeedIs:] .'w,hmh I presume you suc.

“Yes. After a while she put up
her back hair, and. then told me

t she had tumbled off bher
horse and sprained her ankle, but
didn’t know how to get 1o Hutch-
ings’ Hotel.”

“Charming sitnation. You en
acted the role of ministering angel?”!

“You bet. Whipped out my
howie, and had her boot and stock-
ings in tatters’ in two minutes.—
Took the sleeyes of my shirt, and
bound & cold water bandage on,
Then kicked Bucket in the ribs,
and when he was gettiug his breath
hoisted her up, and so we_ pro.
ceeded along the trail until we got
mmhiugn, wher:udwa found the

in & muss, awful
tkeered.” e

“So there is & papa in the busi.
ness?”

“Yes; good old fellow, too; was
tremendously obliged to me, and
offered me some coin.”

“The reward of merit.”

“T got riled at that, showed him
my six-shooter, and asked him if he
wanted to insult me, whereupon be
apologized like a gentleman and we
all had & drink.”

“Incladng her ladyship.”

“No, confound you, the women
folks had taken her off”

“Proceed with papa.”

“We had another drink, and got
talking, sl I found out that %re
was Tom Kemble's father.”

“What! Tom that was in our
year! That delicate little fellow
you used to make such & pet of 7",
hl;T]’Nl about it. Poor Tom

petered out, aod the old gen.
tlemsan and his dsughter had uﬁn
a trip West.”

“The family scquaintance facili-
tated friendship ?”

“I sappose it helped. At sny
rate I stuck to them, and we weut
around together, and Nellie and 1
(thats her name, Nellie Kemble)
got nuts, and I spoke ont to the
old man and showed him my hand,
and told him hearts were trumps,
but that | could spot diamonds if
I'd 8 mind.” .

“He twld me to come up to New
York and lie'd see about it.”.

“Provident paternal. So you
came up, accordingly

“Got in this morning. Went
and got flued up square, and started
right off to Gramercy Park.”

“To be received with outstretched
hands, and open arms

“Missed the post that time
sent up my card, but they’d gone
to & matinee at the opera.”

“Wihere you followed without

that when the people came out,and
they let me go, and I waited to see
the crowd pass, and Jack, when
she and her father came slong, 1
felt all of & heap, and just stood
still and looked right at them, and
she looked right straight in my face
and mever stopped, and she’s
me, and ’'m going back to Cali
fornia.” Here poor Charley cov-
ered his face with his hands and
broke down,

“Hoil;l' on, did you get shaved

y
“Pretty much all over.”
“The tonsorial operation may
have altered your identity.”
He lifted his face up, and a gleam
of flashed over his features,
I took down the photograph and

led him to the glass,
“See there, k on this picture
and on thay”

“I—don't—think—I shall go
back to the Flatto-morrow. What
shall I do?”

Interval for reflection.

“Was your address on the card?”

“Yes, St.' Nicholas”

“Just. you stay here to-night,
and we'll have a chat, and see if
they don't eall to.morrow or write.
Perhaps there isa letter theie now.”

“By Jove, your'e right. Let's
go and see, right off”

“Do take it quietly. Idon't ex-
pect any such thing.”

“But Ido. Will you come, for
if you wou't I'll go alope.”

p he got, and nolens volens, 1
was obliged to accompany him, for
I feared that he might do some-
thing rash in his frenzy. We ar
rived at the St. Nicholas, and sure

8 letter awaited him, with
N. K. monogramized on the fold.
He oeened it, and read as follows:

“Wednesday evening, G
Square :—My Mr Despard :—
Iam so glad you have come.—
Could it have been you I saw at the
Amdu:iv? It was uot a bit like
you, and yet I thivk it was, Please
call soon,  Ever yours,

e “ﬁlag:.u:hemmw."

‘harley , “She signs her.
self ‘Ever ;eoura,’” and :E‘nuied to
shout for the crowd ; but a happier
thought struck him, and before [
knew what he was up to he leaped
on tothe box of a carriage and
weut up Broadway in the same
style bhe used to steer his team
among the stumps aud boulders of
the Calitornia wilds. I followed
hm in another with the coachman,
and in due time found Charley’s
trap in charge ot an astonished
darkey at the abode of his lady
love,

I came away then. Below you
have the latest news from the scene
of action :

Drsparp—KrunLe — At the
residence of the bride's father, Jan-
uary 16, by Rev. George Newton,
D. D, Cﬂlr!es Despard, late of
Green Flat, California, to Mis
Nellie Kemble, ouly dsughter of
Thomas Kemble, of Gramercy Park,
New York,

Masquerade weddings are the
last feature of connubial fun in In.
disua, The winister is masked,
the bride is masked, ditto the groom,
sttendants and guests. The groom
trusts to luck, and sometumes finds
he has married the wrong woman,
but trivial occurrences do not make
sadness in that State.
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“Straight off. That fellow at)
the office owes me some chauge, for
I gave him & fifty and didu’t wait
for my stamps.”

“Prices are high, but not so bad
as fifty.” ’

“I ran around the house until |
they wanted to put me out. Said |
[ was mad.”

A Tennessee belle lately punished
a suitor who sought to gain her
hand through false aspersiou of his
rival by going with him to the
altar, and then respouding “No!”
at the most critical moment, and
completing the cerewony with the
calumniated one.

An [ndiana p;per has already

“A gonelasion uncharitable in the
extreme, but pardonable under the |
circumstances,” |

“We were having a talk about

hoisted its sicket. for 1870, Tt is
Oliver . Morton for President,
and Benjamin I, Butler for Vice:
President.

—_—

A man over.bored—An editor.

An onsatisfhctory meal—A do-
mestio broil

A “young shaver”—A barber's
baby. s

An Idaho miner Iately fell seversl
bundred foet out of & “bueket”
without kicking it.

Boys are like vinegar: the more
“mol-g:r“ there is in them, the
sharper they beovme, :

A pious young man $118
for a pen mlll ehnlsamﬁir in
Brooklyn, New York, recently ; and
though he smiled sweetly on the
girl as she took the money, his roon:
imate says he cussed like
Kidd that vight after he retired to
his evuch,

A San Francisco widow keeps
the skull of her deceased husband
in 8 glass case. Sheonee remarked
to 8 friend who was viewing the re-
mains: Alas! how often bave 1
banged those bones with a broom-
stick, T am sorry tor it now,

An attorney, in Dean Swift's
company, once asked him. “Sup-
posing, doctor, that the parsons and
the devil should litigate s caupe,
which ?Emy do you think would
gain it?” “The devil, no doubt,”

all the lawyers oo his side.”

A school girl in one of the rural
districts of Pittsfield, Mass., was
overheard to convinoe B
schoollellow she liked him bet-
tor than she did some other urchin
of whom he seemed jealous. “Of
course I like you better than I do

words in my spelling lesson on
pose, 50 a8 m'!h:ldownto the ﬁ
of the class where you are!”

Punch seys: Herr Professor,
“Iss 1t not & schdrainch ting laties,
dat de Latin race gan wot aguire
the Enklish pronouncy-stion? |
had choost dis momend bardet from
ao Idalian chentlemsn who bas
lifed in London almoste as long a4
[ hav—dvendy-vife eeerrs—and
voot iou pelief it? He sbecks
Enklish vite s sdbrong voreign in-
donation, How do you sgound
vor & 20 ra-ortinary seergom-
shdanz as dat "

A writer on mon tefls us &
story of one or these le unde-
veloped species of humanity, who,
haviog lost her intant, adopted »
kitten, Ouve day, the kitten
soratched this affectionate baboon,
who, much astounished at bein
scratched, immedistely exami
the kitten's teet, and, without more
ado, bit off the claws. And yet
some people do not believe in Dax-
win's theories,

He bad been keeping St Pat-
ricks day and was homeward bound.
Wh'hlh going up Uni‘:g”m hill,
working lo i rejoici
underrge iﬂuehu?of lboutj‘ﬁ)%
drops of oil of joy, he ran against »
hydraut which be in his befoddled
o;:lnrduiion muton?:ﬁ)r s livtle nig,
“Skuse me, sonnie,” mid he patting
the hydrant paternally; “I didn't
rin yer down because yer was blsck.
Grow up (hie) sud be & usstul mas.
Imitate (hic) my example. Here's
quarter for yer—(hic) spick it ap.”
And he went on with s lightet
lieart and the satistaction that he
had made one poor soul happy.

“Pa,” said Billy tg his father,
“what is mesot by ‘chip of the old
| block " “Why my son, do you
J‘ask the quedion 1" oo 1
was'in Endfield this morning, and
|wld them geutlemen that while
| hanting I saw fifty squirrels up one
tree. They kept trying to make
me sy forty.ning, and because ]
wouldn’s sy so, thq said [ was a
‘ehip of the old bloek.” “Well, my
son, they ouly meant that you was
smart and honest like your p. You
can go to play now."
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replied the dean, “as be would have

Bill" she said, for don't I miss -




