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NEW FOEM BY LONGFELLOW.

NMonte Cassino.

Boautiful valley, thro
L
o noree

Fhe river taciturn of classlo song |

The billcides, amd whare every mouniain crost
1s an Xtrurian or a Roman wall [

Thero ia Alagns, where Pope Boniface
\:'ndr:godﬁth fram his throos,
Sciarra Colonns, was that
The Pontiff’s only, or in part thine own ¢

in Ceprano, whare a renegade
n;z;ﬂAwtmh:MM“
Spurred on W Benevento and to death,

Bhere is Aquinum, the old Volacian town
Where Juvenal was Mlﬂdw
Btill hovern o'er his Like arown
Of splondor over citios soen st night.
Duublod the splendor i, that in iis strects
The Angelic Doclor as s
And dreamned, the dresim be repcata
in pondrous foliom for scholastios made,
An ' thers, uplifted like s passing clond
That patses on & mounisin wummit high,

Monte Cassino's convent rears its proud
indvmnhhunﬂnnphdhﬂ.

Woll 1 remember how on foot I olimmbed
The stony pathy leading (o fta gate ;
Above, the convent for vespers chimed ;|
Below, the darkening town grow desolsia.

Wall T remember the low arch and dark,
mm&s;rdvuhtﬁweil.hmmﬁda.

From which, far down, diminisbed park
The valley veiled in mist was dipn descried.

The day was dytog, and, with feoble hands,
Caressed the

o ; the vales betwoen
Darkenesd ; the river in the meadow-lands
Sheathed itself ss & sword and was not scce.

The sflenoo of the place waa like a aleop,
S0 full of reet it d ; cach passd

Was a reverberation from the deep
Hecenses of the agee that are dosd.

For more than thirbsen centuries ago
Benodict, feving from the gates of Bome,
A youth dl.qum'u.hlhmudvﬂq‘.
ught in these mountain solftudes a home.

Bmmndodha:lnmﬂnnvmtnﬂ&rd-

ver and work, and countsd work as yer.

Hl.epep:‘ b e« a clarion, and his school 53
Flamed like a beacon in the muidndight sir.

What though 4m his reckiess way
Mocking the laxy

The ilominsted Iay
Tora and neglected on dusty floors T

read

Incredulous, as at some {dle josl.

- t!nﬁmlam:m
st conve o
Till in ita cavernons ohimury the wood fire
Had burnt its heart out like aa anchorite.

And then translated, in my convent cell,
Aiyeelf yet not mywel!, in dreams I lay ;
And as a monk who hears
Started froan aleep ;—already il was day.

From tha window I beheld the socne
Om which t Banedict so oft had H
The mountains and the valley in the
Of the bright sun, and stood as one

Gray minsts were rolling, rising, vanishiog ;

The woodlanda glistensd ity thelr jewelad crowns ;
Far off the meollow bells begas to ring

For in the half-awakened towns,

The conflict of the Present and the Past,
The ideal and the actual in our life,
As on a field of batile beld mo fastl,
Where this world and tho ezt workd were at strife.

And wole ss one awaketh o dream,
— A tlantic Monthly for February.

SERVING THE WRIT.

—~——
®rhe eman dapper figure of Bquire
Butterfield was seated in his office one
cold winter morning, and the Bguire was

vainl to ocomy s of
l.lwb{:!oku. i hmm%emﬂg
‘f,cﬁa him, and the oases therein
cited he was to make up his de-

cision. Had it any other question
—geography, astronomy, mechanics, or
whntnob—lieﬂqnimw:;nld have settled

plaintiff had all the law on his side ; and
so had the defendant; and that both
sides had amply proved their ease. In
this be
cluded to take a sort of middle course, at
once satisfactory to himself if to no one
else, and he had just written upon his
docket, ‘““Case dismi for want of
jurisdiction,” when the tall, thin, sombre
figure of Mr. Grimp sppeared in the
doorway. !

Nowi[r. Grimp was an awfully solemn
man. Armrayed in the of broad-

of shirt fronts and i collars, with
features cold, sustere, and severely
serions, Mr. Grimp someh: ever sug-

ha
¢« I s"pose not, as you hull on’t,”
mmsﬁngﬂr.m'q

¢ Betier had some keer for other folks'
ophans as well,” muttered the Squire ;|
but Mr. Grimp did not hear, and pro-
“Wall, at aale of Mr, Barney'’s
lace I bought it in, and since thenyI
ve lot Mrs. Barney have it at a nomi-
nal rent—at & mere nominal rent, I as-
sure you Brother Butterfield. And it is
about that I 'have called.”
‘“The long and short on't is she hain't
pmtl;‘t.he rent and you want her put
out!?” .
“ Well—yes and no. I wish steps
taken in that direction, but not to ex-
tremes. 1 wonld process i

Mr. Grimp nodded *You will at-
tend to it, Brother Butterfield? ™ he said.
“ T tend to it,” said the Squi

Ther Mr.
s P G Lo

. unhap-
pinesa over homes and lives around and
about him. .

For a moment following Mr. Grimp’s
deperture the Squire's face was full of
icting emotions. He arose from his
chair, and his amall boot-heels clattered
on the office floor as he paced hurriedly
to and fro.

“The old skinflint!” he muttered,
“ Jeat as if I didn’t see through him like
a8 book! He wants to convert the widow |
into Mrs. Grimp number two, an’ if she
ain't willin"—maybe she’s refused him
already—he wants me to make her think
she'd better be. That's what he wants.
Ha, ha! I reckon there's a widower
that Widow Barney er any other woman
would jest be proud to git; he's neta
thousand miles off neither”—and the
Squire psused smilingly before a small
murror, adjnsted his collar, and smoothed
the few hairs carefully over the bald spot
on his head. *“Not so old after all ; and
a sight better looking than old Grimp!
Guess he didn’t know who he waa comn’
to, did he? An" he wants me to sarve a
writ on Widow Bamey. George! I'1
sarve it m an’ git in ahead of him!
B.ifnjokei Il be on Grimp! Ha, ha!”
the main the Squire was correct in
his cogitations. To secure the lively,
pretty, sensible young widow as a help-
meet in the place of the “late lamented ™
was precisely what Mr. Grimp desired.
He had at dilferent times made advances
in that direction, but receiving only neg-
ative replies he concluded to &ry a mild
ocoercion, and ‘‘ bring her to her senses,™
as he inwardl it. Now, singu-
larly enough, the Squire also was a wid-
ower, and he, too, was matrimonially in-
clined toward the Widow Barney. He
had never made any proposition to
that Iady, inking, in his conceit, he
had only to offer himself to be accepted
st onoce, and she be glad of the oppor-
tunity.
But there was incentive to immediata
action. There was a chance—it might

hsa —that the widow, being ignorant
of ire's intentions, might possi-
bly throw awny on Mr. Grimp {

The Squire did not like the thought, and,
as above intimated, ho resolved to serve
the writ and ““ pop the question ” at the
same time. He would not delay about
the mnatter either. He would do it that
very evening—that he wounld ; and then
soe the tude Mr. Grimp's face would
assume. e idea pleased him tg:mt]y.
He chuckled over it all through d;l&e,
chuckled over it on his way home in

evening, and at tea-time chuckles inter-

to | never th

| nnder

themselves thronghout the meal,
much to the wonderment of the old
housekeeper. Indeed bher looks be- ‘
so much curiosity that the
Sqnimmtieeaitathst,mdnfmhehnd\
swallowed the last morsel, and laid down |
his knife and fork, he said :
““Mrs. Crandal, I'm goin’ to git mar-
riﬁ." !I
“Well, now, milly !” exclaimed the
old woman, almost dropping the tea-cups J
in ise. ““May I so proud as to |
angk who she may be 1"
“ Widow Barney."”
““What | Widder Barney? Sakes, now!

When in’ to be married 1" ,
““I don’t know yet ; haven't asked her. |
Goin’ 1o do it, though, to-night.”

“ Mebbe she won't have ye,"” observed |
Mrs. Crandal rather doubtfully. !
“Won't have me? NMe! uire But- |
terfleld 1" exclaimed the Squire, sur- |
prised out of all measure at so extraor- |
dinary a in. ‘“*I'd like to see

suggesti
the woman that wouldn't jest jump at the
chance—jest jump at the chance.”
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| that writ of yourn,” answered

to
; | just then the door opened, and Tom
tii[anoodnnd the widow, alarmed by the
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could do no harm, either; and he did so
wish to know who that man was!

The more the Squire thought abont it |
the more convineed was he that it was |
Mr. Grimp —but then may be it wasn’t. |
He would find out! He became Tmore |
resolute then, and looked about for some i
aid to his p ,This.nftfraomai
search, he foun;i in a small ladder, which
he placed against the kitchen and began |
to ascend. ﬁe got up the ladder without |
trouble, but found the roof so ceated '
with ice that he had to move with ex- |
treme cantion. However, the window was |
reached at last, and, looking in, he saw
only the widow and Tom Harwood sitting
by the fire. AT

“ There !” mutwﬁa thggc(qwmm in d‘m-I
gust after making this di 3
( Whyerfn Bam
Hill dido’t I remember he was here, and
saved all this trouble? Nearly spiled my
best clothes, too!” )

He tarned about and was preparing to
go back, when a movement down in the
shrub arrested his attention and
downwarc at the mame time.
For a minute or two he remained per-
fectly still; then he peered carefully over
the roof’s He saw a man standing
below among the trees, but who he was
the Squire couldn’t make out. Howbeit,
whoever he might be, he seemed to be
scanning the upper front window very
closely. In , this view did not seem
to satisfy him, and like his ‘‘illustrions
predecessor” he, too,
of the little kitchen.
alarmed. He would be
certainly! What should he do? He
glanced about h essly until he canght
gight of the vey—a large, old-
fashioned one, mnni up from the
kitcken close against and on the outside
of the main building. With a quick
movement he scrambled to his fect into
the shadow of its corner and stood
close pguinst the ;

“ DMaybe,” he thought, **the man will |
go "way pretty soon, confound him !

But the stranger seemed in no hurry |
to leave; om the con he moved about
a few minutes, and then, to the conster- |
nation of our friend on the roof, he be- |
gan to ascend the ladder. If ever Squire
Butterfield ired in his life, he did
then. Althongg it was & cold night, he
was in a profuse sweat from head to foot.
Ee itted his teeth, clenched his hands,

it
nevertheless the intruder made his way
slowly but surely up the ah% ry incline.

* (zoodness gracions! in Sam
Hill shall I do?" murmured the Squire |
in his desperate fear. *“‘I'd give any- |
thing, yes, anything, if I was safe at |
home. I wish all the widows were in |
Guinea. I wish—" l

But the sentence never was completed. |
The ice—alas the treacherous ice on the |
roof ! Unexpectedly, snddenly, without |
premeditation or malice aforethought,
the Squire's feet shot forward from |

]lu'm, and with acouracy of aim {
and swiftness of motion seldom surpass-
ed, he bore down upon the stranger. |

That individual’s hold was very weak and | day, when his connsel waa lauding him |

uncertain at best, and Le was illy pre- |
pared for such an onslanght. Therefore |
when the Squire struck him, he, too,
assumed an unexpected momentum, and
both passed over the roof together, the
stranger descending feet foremost into
the rain barrel and the uire making
sad havoe with the widow's grapevines
and arbor.

For s moment the remained
within the barrel and the Squire among
the vinea where he had fallen, both too
amazed and confounded to know what to
do. But only fer a moment; then they
extricated themselves and step out
into the moonlight, the Squire with coat
torn olear to the back, and the stranger
very wet and dripping. And thus and |
there, face to face, tﬁw met,

“« Brother Buttertield !”

“ Mr. Grimp ™

Thers was a momentary silence after
these exclamations of astonished recog-
nition. Mr. Grimp was the first tfo
bresk it.

“Will yon allow me to inquire,
Brother Butterfield, what you were do-
ing on the roof of my house at this late
honr r‘. - i

“Sartainly you may, Mr. Grimp. I
came—becanse—that is—I e to sarve
e Squire,
relieved to

1 Ah !Pl

“Yes; an’ I'd like to kmow what busi- |
ness you had up there, Mr. Grimp "

“ 1 came to see you serve it,” said Mr.
Grimp, with a perceptible tightening of
his thin lip&

“Well,"” said the Squire, mapidly re-
covering his com , i your writ
don't stick better'n you did on that
'ere roof, it won't amount to nothin’,

that's all.”
What reply Mr. Grimp would have
this request is not kmown, for

sOome excuse.

e g e g £ T“m|
5 P gl ve
indood they

“ Why, Mr. Grimp ! and Squire But-

too!” she exclaimed with the
ﬁw “Why, I
thought it was or horse-thieves,
or ing, and I was so frightened.
And, why, . Grimp ! you are real wet,
aren't yon? Isit or snowing 1"
And she held out her little hand to catch
the falling

Pyl iy g~ g e ,m
either. e see, - was
showin’

poor he sadly gave a torn piece of|

currency his had refused the day
before.— Hearth and Home.

TILTON—BEEGHER.

Scenes and lnddenls of the Great Trial.

Bad for Beecher.
{From the Now York Star.]
Mr. Beecher labors under a tfremen-
dous influenza, and his lip is covered with
well developed eold-sorea.

Elizabeth.

I sit almost next to Mrs. Tilton every
day, -writes another mrrugondant,
with plenty of time to watech her wun
and faded face. She is very weary and
very miserable. The strain of exposure
is more than she can bear. Most of her
time she bites her fingers or gnaws list-
lesaly at her fan, g now and then
aﬁpuofthestemmdkomfm,
which is all she ean see, of her husband.

No Respect for Gray Fairs.
[Cor. Cincinnati © ercial)

One old macx}-::l, c:lver tbroa—mm—ancibgﬂ:
WBS Very mun epressed in spirit |
cause nnable to obtain admisson. Taking
by the hand a who was about to
enter the court-room, the old man said,
with tears in his eyes, that he had come
all the way from El N. J., to see
the trial, ‘*and,” he added, *““if I don't get
in thar and get one look at H. W.
Beecher, my wife Sairy will fret and scold
dreadfully.”™

Sublimely Truthful.

[Cor. Chicago Tirfes.)

The witness then went on to tell how
he nsed to answer inquiring members of
the Produce Exchange : ““If the story is
true, it is infamouns ; if false, it is dis-
bolical ; and if Beecher’s life isn't a
sufficient answer, I don't choose to give
any other.”

A new bit of testimony, which ereated
much merriment, came cut here. Moul-
ton said : ‘“ Beecher came to my house
on Suturday evening. He said he wus
without hope. He said to me more than
once that he was hopelesa, and that he
came to me for strength ; that he wanted
to get nup courage to face the people.”™

Beecher here appeared overcome at the

is lips until the blood came, but testimony, as too absurd, and he gave a |Te@son of his late hour of rising on |

silent langh.
Witness—1I told him what I said when
ies asked me about the scandal, and
e thanked me, and said the only way to

do is to be sublimely truthful. [Shouts
of langhter. ]
Mrs. Beocher and Mrs, Titon.

[Jennis June.)]

Mrs. Beecher's fine face and dignified
bearing sometimes takes on & disdainful

| expression at the adroit attacks of Mr.
is. Mbrs.

Morris. Tilton wenrs an anxious
look, but her brown eyes are clear, and
she directed them steadily at her hus-
band for full fifteen minutes the other

and pitifully describing his desolats
home,
around the desolate room, every way but
st her ; not once, it waa did
he return her gaze. Mrs. Beecher’s oon-
duct throngh the whole affair has been
admirable. On the first day of the meet-
ing she met Mra. Tilton's glance with a
kind smile, and after the proceedings
went np and shook hands with her. Since
then they have several times left in com-
pany. She sits beside her husband with
a look of perfect trnst and oonfidence,
her eyes sometimes meeting his with a
emile which speaks volumes, when some
wicked act or motive is imputed to him.
Theodore.
[Cor. Chicago Tribune.]

Tilton has eternally lost, I fear, the |

mise with the happiness of his youth.

ammbomenotgngpm more than the
incarnation of one enorggm and pem

urpose —vengeance. e firas whic
Enve burnt in him have vitrified him.
He is as clear as crystal. All eommon
emotions, all hnman senses, seem to have
been purged ount of him as if by a flame.
After the primeval age of his rnin haa
come a glacial i He is a thawless
mmcl:;:m.nn , frozem in the l;eu:nof
it, is his terrible and unspeakable hate,
The man’s face looks like a stage dreased
for a tragedy—bare and almost empty,
but with A hundred frightful intentions
wnitingl:ur the bell Yto and th];
sword-play to egi on ca yourse
wondering whotg he eats, whether he
drinks, whether he sleeps as other men
do. BSomething, written in no langnags,
marks him in the forehead as one whoss
life has for some time been arrested, and
who, when the uacromantic spell that
keeps his blood moving shall have been
mtgr';ra , will dissolve into a handful
of cold and harmless ashes. He seems
but a —a phantom, doomed when
the of this trial shall have been
reached, to be as if indeed he never had
been ; a shadowy monster bom of, and
to be burned in, the womb of myntnr{i;
the colorless, passionless, lifeless high-
priest of revenge.

A Breeze of Excitement.
[¥From the Sun.)

A protracted dispute took place be-
tween counsel as to the i of
Miss Proctor's name. Mr. Evarts said
that it was ju evidence, and .

He looked down, howewer, or |

in some casen, so that the children are brough
| by the Divine Bpirit into the Christ life at & verv
| early period. and even without any conseious
chauge—but, early or Jate, the human soul does
not rise into a spiritual character without the
| guickening and nourishing influences of God's
{ Bpirit. But I believe and tench incessantly that
| couversion is only change, and not charmecter,
and that Christinn  graces, experience, hn&nu:
| knowledge, are the results of education in the
[ Divine life ; that, upon entering upou s Chris-
| lian course, every one a scholar of
| Christ, and, like scholars of human knowledge,
! learn by the normal use of their faculties - Lglt
daily household duties, business '
| duties, #pecial al relations, and the whole flow of
secular life, is the school in which God drills
really as in the closet or in the church :
that the whole of life is, in the hands of the
| Divine Bpirit, » means of grace, i
my bre of the ew
et in the

some details, but more
whiehthefwtnofmﬂgimmmm

bt I am at with them in the
Divinity ef Clrist, Trinity Sinfolness
of Man, the Univemsal Need ::f‘-h.

H f the H
In Contvesaiom, Y [Pt o the
A Tough Cusa.
M [Fom the New York Timea.)
oulton’s testimony was given him
in his usual la. % vy
him when he heard the *“true ntm—g"
exXAC

read, Moulton said thst he did not ¥
remember, but that Gen. Was in
his house at the time and fell asleep

Ehile it vl;ng being read. This roused Mr.
verts, w inst the answer.
Moulton, m m coolness,
craved pardon for his inadvertence, and
said he only wished teo fix the date,
Counsel launghed heartily, and Mr.
Evarts logked very glum. Moulton kept
on worrying the ining counsel
in this way through the entire day. He
wna asked about taking down a portrait
of Beecher bhanging on the wall of his
parlor. Moulion first managed to state to
the jury that the picture had been given
h’.‘{i]m by Tilton, and th:ltao l:u.;: own nl:I:E
ilton’s mﬁm’h were in hi
parlor. en the mmjmﬁc:;ng ¥
on a letter Moulton said he wrote w
in bed, Gen. assumed an air of
ineredulity which ton noticed, and
«2 at once added “my wife brought me
the paper.” Gen. Tracy, angry at being
aguin bafled, said ‘“We don’t care about
your wife, sir,”"and Moulton smiled that
rll?ﬂﬂ.mt and deeceptive smile for which
‘ e is noted. Gen. then asked
Moulton if it was not a fact that, by

| Sunday, his wife had been prevented
| from attending Plymouth churech service.

Mounlton did not get angry, but smiled as
| usual and aaid, **Well, really, General, I

do not know.” Again, when Mr. Evarts
| got in n passion, and said, ‘““We don't
| want to know what ﬁm wife did,”
| Moulton, remembering . Evarts' Ere— |
| vions injunction as to telling the whole |
| trnth and nothing but the truth, said, |
| “‘Mr. Evarts, your instructions as to tell- |
| ing the truth are so peculiar, I find |

difficulty in observing them." i

A Forthcoming Stream of Filth—A Tragic i
Conclusion Feared.

[From Dr. Syntax’s Letter in Chicago Tribune,] |
I feel, sometimes, that & tragic conclu-
| sion will abruptly and terribly end this
matter. As it progresses, the theatric
| mantie of heroism drops off, fold by fold,
| from ita shoulders, presently all will
| be wholly undraped, a lewd and hideous
| transfiguration of Priapus. To be the
| lsureate of such reeking unnals might
i gratify the hot ambition of Swiasburne ;

but, to im inl nostrils, the whiffs and
| stenches of s wide-spread licentiousness
sre nothing else than sickening. Its
tIx’nblenux are mmwg enmusuml {' thof
ompeii ; ita i t on or the
! prunl;zxt contemplation of a Messalina ;
and its actors seem taﬂ;h:ve lost theunpt;
rtunity in suppression o
| Aphra .t&'henrgumentof the de-
| fense, on the moral guestion at issne, not
| between Beocher and Tilton, but between
Beecher and the world, is no loftier than
' & grinning *‘tu quoque.” If Beecher
be a libertine, Tilton is a free-lover; and,
Theodore Tilton permitted
ated that seduction by his adulterouns al-
liance with the Woodhull. So far, it
| looks like a match at mud-throwing, with
fouler ammunition, however, than the
chAmi]F ordure of the streets.
manner of beastly confidences are
to be torn from their graves, and shown
up in the witness-chair. A true Corinth-
ian orgie is promised, in which every
brutal appetite shall be nakedly repre-
sented. e are only on the threshold
of the scandal. If it be necessary to
| save Mr. Beecher, an exhibition so mon-
| strous may be made that the anger of his
| countrymen will rescue him by s promp
| and wrathful extinetion of the whole pro-
ceedings. Other adulteries, other ne-
I tions, other bestial incidents in the un-
written history of Plymouth, are to be
paraded before the puzzled jurors and
the stupefied world. At least two dead
women are to antici the Last Judg-
ment by confessing, through the
mounths of their own kindred, that
they were false to their
| 'vows ; and one of them, that her i-
ness was beyond even the awful pi i
| of Juvenal. At least one incest will be
' mg:d from under the protective
] of Mr. Beecher’s church, and
stripped bare and putrid for the consid-
eration of these istinn Statea. If
Henry C. Bowen ever reaches the witness-
| stand,, there will besqnue:;d from his
lean person such a stream poiséuous,
excrementations , that the
i dh, "'.i.l:lilﬂm:m,gli:s Z Teshm:d
its ears, and ory ** i i y
will be produced
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of the earliest peri ?
can ever oocur.
Easter a8 as the 25th of

| hemus, In

Y I

with a snug sum settled on you by the
-husbnndv“rﬁohad our com.fortaﬂ{enn,
be pen-

Snooksey’s Revenge. J
Mr. J. Melancthon Snooksey

. BCLRSOTS

editor of the Polhemus Fvening Clarion, |

never suffered a wr

some day av 3

went to eh::fato get a check for ten
dollnrs eashed. Mr. Goldeopper, of the
First National Bank of Polhemus, was n
cautions maon, and he i i that
Snooksey’s voice trembled a little, be-
traying guilt of some sort. ‘‘Is this
Toppen e Fon, anid Smoaknoy. - Well."
. i u.'“ 3, S L rr

sad Guldoopper, ““youll kave b bri
some one here who knows yon; I can't
;P(;ym ”
about helf an hour had drummed up
three or four of his friends, who accom-
i him to the bank, and sssured
that Snooksey was no other

that he did not

than Snooksey. But alas!
didn’t know either of Snoo ‘s friends
from Adam, and he shook his little head.

“Can't pay this till I know who I'm

g B e s osey
right,”” returned Snooksey,
“I'll make you s of
keep it, by all means ; "
friends passed out. Seventeen weeks
after this occurrence, a8 SBnooksey was
hard at work on his exchanges in the
office of the Clarion, who should step in
upon him but Mr. Goldcopper, of the
gno;:kneyN‘bﬁ S : hayhh&d o
, but Snoo not forgot-
ten him. “Ah"” said Goldmpg:r,
blandly, ** I am anxious to bold of a
copy of the San Francisco Morning Bed-
with it, of
SO d t:}:amd the smil-
in ooksey, yanking Bedouin from
sgﬂa of papers and holding it nEDtmpt-
ingly ; ““ but whom have I the honor of
ad ing ¢ "

here who knows you, sir;
who can identify you, sir; sir,
if the proof is sati , 8ir, you shall
have a copy of the Bedouin, sir. We
havatobevaﬁmrefnlhere. 8ir, you can
see for _-,'nuthom ."" The astonished : Gold
copper, without a word in reply, passed
mplpd‘i;r out. When he reached his bank
he sat down and hastily wrote : “‘ Pro-
prietors Morning Bedowin, San Francis-
co, Cal. : Inclosed find ten cents. Send
me one copy of the Bedouin at once.
Yours I‘- W. H. Goldeopper, Pol-

s

HUMOROUS.

Do they miss me at home 7—do they miss me 7
"Twould be sn assiirance most dear

Hay, “ His conduct's Infernally strange 7™

Does the Bhylock who loaned me his money,
To boar me to

Wit and Humor.

WaEx is8 a Lk work like smoke;
When it rises my. ’

TrousrEs are like dogs; the smaller
they are the more they annoy you. _
teu Ohio man has been converted to
m
hellgo nptoah

A CrargsvinLe man has written a life
of the devil, The last three

com aten year's bi o; his
o gt e e

Ax exchange remarks that it ia re-
markable with what exactness the lines
between adj t lots can be marked ount
with a snow-shovel.

“Do vou like novelai" asked Miss '

Fitzgerald of her backwoods lover, *“I
mn'tmy."ham?iied; ““I never eat any.
But I tell you, I'm death on possum "

A wipow ing bitterly for the
loss of her mhimﬂ. and = fn{nd tried
to console her. ** No, no,” said she,** let
me have my cry out, and then I sha'n’t
care anytlung more about it.”

A gorPFIN-MAEKER was asked whom he
was making a coffin for, and mentioned
the inten “Why, he is not dead,
man !” said the guarist. “Pon't yo
yourself,” replied the other-
““Dr. Coe told us to make his coffin, and
I guess he knows what Lie gave him."”

“ Me Married Her for Hor Money.”
Married hm'forhermoneg, didhe? Why
did he not kill her outright, and take it¥ ‘
Indeed, that is what a man who makes a
tch with such motives would really
like to do. He wants the hard dollars,
not the soft woman who owns them; and
he hates her because he has had to take

her also,
Poor little heiresses, with such de-
lightful fortunes—poor little widows,

how much better ¥uu 4
niless women sewi or your living at
ten cents a shirt w!xngThan.’me e s
loving hand might gather yon up to a
tender heart, and yon might be sure it
was all for y —all, every bit of it.
Now, with 80 many fortune-hunters aficat,
what are you going to doi
Murried for money, was she?
that is why her face 18 80 hard and her
eyes 8o cold. She knows it, one ean

B,

She remembers the kisses that were so
much cold ** courting,” and did not come
from the heart at all. The vow that was
a lie, when, instead of saying I take this
woman for better or for worse, he shonld
have said, 2 “I take this woman for her

P e
rgmrtyundamtood that long ago, Do
doubt. God help her!
Married for money—and yet she was ns
sweet and pretty then as many s girl who
is married for love—a rosebud that

the proper state of things, and *‘ endows "
himm with her “worldly goods.” It is|
contrary tothe prayer-book, and contrary |
to nature.— M. K. D., in New York |
Ledger. i
The Egyptian Ruler’s Royal Gift to Gen. |
The wedding gift from the Khedive of !
to the ter of Gen. Sherman |
ds; dN“ . 4 x]u’blﬁ::: el
, and was on private e i in the |
Oo{lecmr

yesterday
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New York in 1825.
The population of New York fifty years
about 130, . Wm
of the present tion of

B
i

wWas 8
boat on the East river. People
wanted to

And

‘s parlor of the Custom.House port

A couxtry youth came to town to see
his intended wife, and for a I time
could think of nothing to say. ma
great snow falling, he took ocecasion to

tell her that his (] would be
undone, “Well,” said Mm
by the hand,” “I'll keep one of &

From the advaneo sheots of t::&mdy
official report of the tobacco

following intereating statistics have Lgen
gathered. '1‘!}-3 re is :o:nd o)

i une 30, 187 i

mmmpmlet«lalmux March 1.

exported from the United States, of
tive leaf tobacco, 818,097,804
amonnting in value to £30,880,181. Dur-

gars, amonnting in valune to £3,030,628.-
79. In the same period there
manufactured in the United Btatea, of
foreign snd domestic tobacco, and tax
paid, 1,780,961,000 cigars.

Allowing thirty pounds of tobacco for
every 1,000 cigars manufactured, there
was used 25,728,830 pounds forei and
domestic lenf tobacco in the
of cigars in the United Statesa. The

:

id, for every
mmjd duty during thouwnma time,

A close scrutiny reveals astounding
fact that the av{:ﬁe number of cigars
smoked in the Uni States during each
twenty-four hours is 5,168,000,
following are the amounts of
taxes on tobaceo and ol for the fiscal

ar ending as above : ?::
enf tobaceo for cigars, gol
82 ; import duty on all other kinds of to-
Bert iy o6 Sl sigiatien, st Boan.

uty on cigars, , gold,
22,872,601.27 ; tax on dgla chesoota
591.24 on

currency 900,

ete., > .

S e T
509.57 ; tax on snuff, . 82,088,-
445.92 ; tax received from all other

&ni-d in'gnu_,daq.lw.mu ; total nmg?u;t
taxea e n v =
02 ) h total. $o0.aoa RaS e

How to Npell Shakspeare’s Name.
For one hundred and criticn
fifty years o
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