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Oorrespondents writing over assumed signature
or
namss to the Editer,
o their communications.
Ail Lotters and C
e siness or for pablication,
B.:linger & Drown.

anonymously, mast make known their pru.npcr
. or mo attention will be given

ommunications, whether on
should ba addressed to

. AN OLD MAN'S DREAM,
Besido a stream whose liguid beam
Was enroling and shining,
As dewy blades and azure flowers
Hurmouniously were twining,
An old man sat and heeded Lot
The bliss below-—above him ;
But sighed, that in a lovely spot
No henrt was there to luve hiw.

b e -
BUSINESS CARDS.

¥. M. REDFIELD.

£. M. REDFIELD & CO,,

WONSTANTLY ON HAND AND RF.l‘..hl\'-
(:‘ ING o large stock of Groceries and !_r--\l
sions, Wood and Willow Ware, Tobacco, Uligars,
Confectionery, Yankce Notivas, cte., ete.

Wholesale and Retail.

&~0ppreite R. C. Hill & Son’s Drug Store, Al
Ihmn?*l')::::on. ocfvinSyl

“J. HANNON,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELOR AT LAW,

ALBANY, OREGONX.
Ofice on Maia street, opposite Fostor's Brick.

vinlivl

3. QUINN THORNTON,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELOR AT LAW.
Albany, Oregon,
‘ I.TII.L PRACTICE IN THE SUPERIOR

and inferior Courts of Marion, Lian, Laue,
Five per cent charged

Bouton and Polk connlics. ; _
on cull ctions, whea made without sucibng.
juulfvdndiyi.

RENJ. HAYDEN,
Attorney and Counsallor at Law,

r. W. SPINK.

From bower and treo the bird and beo
Flew happily ovor, singing,
While from a tower across the loa
A marriage bell wak ringing.
The old an wended to the place
Anid wet the people leaving ;
He looked upon ench sunny face
And stayed n while his grieving.

Jut s they left, again bereft
Ofr jor, he lvoked above him
Anid sighed, though all the sky was blue,
That there was none o love him,
Agnin he songht the wildwood stream
And rested, sad and weary,
Upon its mossy bank to dream
A visivn bright aud cheery.

He seemed to rove in a land of love,
Where lute-toned bells were ringing.

And decked with jewelcod light was vuo
Whose speech was more than singiog.

Oh, she waz mem'ry's morning light,
That beatwed on earth above b,

He slumbered, woke and fuund that right
Guod, Heaven and her to love him,

MAGGIE'S LOVER.

He put back the golden hair from
‘her forehead, and kissed her tenderly.
|“-GGood-by, little heart's ease. In l)u-l
iecember I shall return, and then you
Ishall be all my own.”

Maggie had strolled away from the
others of the party, and was just cross-
ing the brook on "a slippery log, when
Mr. Burton's dog, Fido, sprang out of
the thicket and howled at.ier. Mag-
gie screamed and fell into the water.
It was not more than eight or ten
inches deep, so there was no great
danger of drowning. But Mr. Burton
leaped forward as though he thought
there might be, and brought her safe-
Iy to shore* Of course she was ve
grateful, and it was like anovel, only if
the water had been a little deeper, but
it was not Mr. Burton's fault, and sure-
ly he had done his part to perfection.
Maggie was sure that her hero had
come. But alas ! he had made his ap-
pearance too late | She was pledged to
another,

Well, they met after this daily. Mr.
Burton was always coming over to
sketch the lake just behind Aunt An-
na's cottage, and it took such a long
time to accomplish it, and he had to
ask Maggie's opinion so frequently,
that the summer slipped by, and it
was the last of August, and Lele sketch-
es were quite as far from complotion
08 ever,

Meanwhile, the old story had been
told, and Maggie knew herself beloved
by this man, whom she fancied filled
her heart to the exclusion of every
other image. She confessed to him
her engngemeunt, and, with his sane-

}' There was no reply; and thongh
Magoie Wilmer did not lift her head |
| from her lover’s shoulder so that he |
lcould look into her eyes, he felt the|

tion, wrote John a brief little note ex-
plaining to him how it was that she de-
sired to be released.

In due time the answer ecame back.

Will attend to all business entrosted to him by half indifference with which she lllt‘t;aitllll}. wrote very ki"dl}' —almost too

eitizens of Pulk and adjoining counlics.
Eola, July 26, 1867,

& OF COUNTY SCHOOL SUPERINTEN'T,
BEFE;E-}(}H},};I\ﬂ\ MILES ABOVE LED-

§ n the Rantiam. Post office ml'aln-ss.
S P J. W. MACK,

Con. Schoel Superintendent.
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S. A. JOHNS,

ATTORSNEY AT LAW,
ALBANY, OREGON.

ILIGENT atteation wiil be given to all busi-
ness in his line. jan23vin20ML

PENTISTRY! .
PRICES GREATLY REDUCED!

—_————

DR. E. H. GRIFFIN

Praposes ts make his rates fur Dental service
for the year 1583, as [Wows, viz: ) )
Fuall u;-;wr ind lower set of Art. Teoth, -':-_'-‘_‘ 16 ‘.l‘
¥all apper or lower " . %u 1‘-‘.~_..
Pivoet teath. $2.50 each, Filling teeth, Irmm &1l w
Extradting, 50 ecents per toath.
(ither miner npera-

= each easity.

-

leansing. 50 cents to $1.50, ther : :
tisns in proporiiva. Terms, U. 5. eoin or s
equivalent. .
'\: B —0fise grer Nentley's shoe store, in the
] ™ ' s - o3 sand il |. iy
wid I- el Dupce bailiinz, Pi 42 . RUESS
Athany, Drezon. pR. E. H. GRIFFIXN.
Isee. 30, 1865—vin20tf.

N. H. CRANOR,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW,

Orrice—Ia Noreross’ Brick Building, ap-stairs,

Albany, Uregon, aud

1 JOIN J. WHITNEY,

and Neotary Public. _
|young at three-score.

Lnecial aftentions given to esllections.

Ovrice—in the Court Hoa=e.
Albany, Orezvm. vanaotfl.
G. W. GRAY, b. D. 8.,

GRADUATE OF CINCINMATI DENTAL COLLEGE.

‘v'wru_: INVITE ALL PERSONS DESIR-|

iag Artificial teets and first-ciass Dental

Operations. to give bim a eall.
. . P - . X tals
Snecimens of Valeanite Basz with gold plate
liminze. and asther new styles of work,
ot - < . 3 - & Co."s
seen at his oJice, up stairs m Parrish 0.t
Brick, Albgny, Urezon,
2 esidenee, evrner of Second and Raker strects
aprll’ 63v3a3d itf

4. £. POWELL. L. FLINX.

POWELL & FLINN,
ATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT
LAWANDSOLICITORS IN CHANCERY,
(L. Plinn, Notary Public.)

LBANY, Oregon. Colleetions and convey-

s ances promptly sitended to. oc!DulUl__v_

HILTABIDEL & C0O.,
])E.iLHI{S IN GROCERIES AND PROVI-

sions, Woud and Wiliow Ware, Conleetion-
ery, Tobaeeo, Cigars, Pipes, Notivns, eie. Store
on Maine street, adjoining the Express offiice, .r'_ll-
biay, Oregon. ' selSviaTt

THE EYES! TI--IE EARS!
DR. T. L. GOLDEN,
OCULIST AND AURIST,

ALBAXNY, OREGOXN.

Dr. Golden (2 son of the notxd 0ld Ophthalmiec
Doctor, 8. C. Golden), has had experience in treat-
ing the varivas diseases to which the eye and eir
are subject. and feels confident of giving entire
satisfuction to those who may place themselves
under his earc. aprlOvduddel

F. P. RUBSELL, JANES ELKINS,
Att'y at Law. = Notary FPublie.

RUSSELL & ELKINS,
Office in Parrish’s & Co.'s Bloek, First Btreet,
ALBANY, OREGON.

Ilaving takon into eo-partnership James Elkins,
Esq., Ex-Clerk of Linn county, Oregen, we are
enablad to add Lo our practice of law and eollee-
tiops, saperior faeilities for

Conveyancing, Examining Records,

—AND—

Attending to Probate Business.

Deeds, Bonda, Contruets and Mortgages carefully
Homestesd and Pre-emption papers made
Sales of Real Extate negoti-
ated, and loans sffected on Collateral securities on

drawn.
and Claims secured.

roasanable rates.

All business eatrusted to them will be prompily

altended to. " RUSBBELL & ELKINS.
Oct. 6, 1888 —v2nditf

_lever since he could remember,

may be)

“leerned.
—-4ination, and she should feel

{his tenderness.
| *“*Are you not!” he asked, with alla|
lman’s selfishness to enjoy his sweet |
dreams to the full perfection. |
“I suppose so’'—a little pettishly. |
Don't tease wme, John. There, 1 must
|say good-by, now; I hear aunt Anna
jcalling me.”

kindly to please Maggie. He had not
loved her much, she said, poutingly,
clse he would have felt more at giving
her up. He was glad that she had
such a beautiful prospect for happi-
ness—he wrote, that would help Ilum
to beashis disappointment. He hoped
that she would be blessed in the choice

e e

But instead, it was John Martin.

had come to his respects at the
cottage, ’Hop}:{d intended to be very
friendly and dignified, but the sight
of the flushed face on the sofa pillow
softened him at onoce.

““What is the matter ? Are you ill ¢
he asked-—never thinking how strange-
li it would sound to-greet Maggie
thus after such a long absence.

Swift as light she opened her eyes
and looked at him; and then she did
the very silliest thing in the world—
she hid her face and began to cry. She
would not have done so for a thous-
and dollars, if she could have helped
it} but somehow she could not seem to
helpit.

ohn looked on in amazement.
“Why M.ggie | my dear little Mag-
gie " exclaimeéd, unconsciously,

rha ting the phraseclogy of
ormer “what is the matter?”

And Maggie for

harder.
up the bowed head,until he could look
into the shrinking eyes. Something
that he read there changzed wonder-
fully his countenance, and made him
bold and confident. He clasped her
close to his heart and kissed her puck-
ered-up little mouth and flushed, con-
torted forehead,
“Maggie, my darling, are you glad
to see me? And going to be what I
want? Shall we blotout the time of my
absence and go back to that sweet
May night, when I thought the world
hardly large enough to hold the hap-
siness which the assurance of your
ove gave me?

““Oh, John !"” sheeried, clasping her
two arms tight about his neck. *I
never loved anybody but you. I
thought I did; but I didn’t. And oh,
John will you forgive me ?*

“I did that long ago, dearest.” and
directly Maggie forgot that her head

She put up her rosy lips and met she had made, and she must consider|ached, and the pain and unrest went

|the kisses he gave her very much as if|
Ighe felt it a duty she owed to him;
'then, breaking away from the arms
|that wonld fain have held her a little
longer, she hurried up the path to the
| house.

| John Martin's face saddened slight-
1y, and his bright, earnest eyes cloud-
led. He could not help wishing that
|she felt a little more keenly this sep-
aration. He had been engaged to her|

- - | .
- o | just one month, and he was going to|taking.

him as her friend always.

Mage went off to her chamber, and
eried over the letter ; it was so cold,
she said, and he had pretended to eare
so much for her. The silly little goose
would doubtless have been much bet-
ter pleased if John had spoken of sui-

|cide and discoursed largely of poison,

pistols and hemp.

In September, Vietor left Chelms-
ford. They had a very affecting leave-
Maggzie firmly believed she

(o]l w]

out of her head forever.

- * —
A ROMANCE IN REAL LIFE.

That “truth is stranger than fiction”
was furcibly illustrated by the brief his
tory of two persons which culminated
Wednesday evening st the Astor House
in New York aod is thus related by the
Evening Muil :

“About 22 years ago Mr. M., a North

| be absent until December, and it was|would die if she did not see Vietor|ero geotleman, married a Miss N, of this

|
|

‘the first of May now. Surely she
louzht to be sad at the thought of such
a parting.
t hardly bear the thought of it.

able, fixd as the

Wilmer
She!

loved lazyie

(o lm]

'ff:;m'lc.-‘., he had

every day. As for Victor, he looked
quite lean and hollow-eved when he

For himself, de could mounted the stage coach to begin Lis | riage.’

journey the next morning.

He ‘:mm-

« brick. | of rizht and wrong, swayed by no idle | love.
For three or four weeks he kept his | together for about ten years, when by re |Give me the materi

promise, and his letters raised Maggie

State. To all appearances it was what
the world denowminated ‘a happy wmar
About ove year after this union,
Mrs. M. presented her husband with »

Strong in truth and integrity, reli-|ised to write twice n week, which was|five boy, whose appearance seemed to be
hills in his principles | modest considering the fervor of their|an additional liviog and breathiog boud [alone be sufficient reason for not being

of affection.

The ‘happy couple’ lived

verse of circumstances in Mr. M.’s busi-

'was barely twenty; he was thirty-two. | to the seventh heaven, but by-and-by |ness, over which he had no control, he

A dreadful old man scme of my six-|the thing got old, and it was irksome cecame (uite poor,
readers will ex-/to be always writing letters, even to|suffice it wsay thata diverce eriminating

teen-vear-old lady
claim. No, my dears, he was younger |

her. After a time it came to pass that

Passing over details,

ucither party was easily obtained 1 »

than many of your braimless beaux are | weeks went by and the girl did not|court in ove of those States, whose loose

~at twenty, for he did not fritter away | hear from him. Before the end of Feb- | laws now offer inducements to the discon-

the energies of mind aud body in idle|ruary he ceased writing altogether, [tented to violate the solemn ordinance of
ATTORYEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAV dissipation—he bad led that ealm, |and there was a blank until May.

'quiet, honorable life which leave men |

Maggie was proud, and scorned to

By prudence ask an explanation. Life was void and | the knowledge of the other.

marriage with impusity. But this was
oot u trap sprung by one party withour
It was a

| . -
and economy he had got togcther a|dull to her, but she bore her pain si-| mutual divorce.

very comfortable property—gotit hon- |

lently. John Martin was in New Or-

Mrs. M. wasa healthy, fine-looking

estly, too, which 18 more than can be|leans, and said nothing in his letters to| woman, and in a few years became the

said of the way in which most men his sister, who was his only relative, | wife of a well-to do gentleman,
labout returning home.

'make fortunes.

Magaie had consented to share life
with him, though she could not her-
self have told what influenced her.
Aunt Anna wished it exceedingly, and |
was more jubilant over the engage-
'ment than either of the parties con-
She was a woman of diserim-|
ride in
|sneaking of “‘my nephew, John Mar-
tin,” before n.any years were past.
| And besides, she thought that John
[would be a sort of balance-wheel for
Magoie's unsettled purposes in life.

Maggie, though she tried to keep it
to herself, was very far from being sat-
lisfied. She was just at that stage of
|existence when one does not know
| what one wants. She had read hosts
of romances, and the heroes were all
|dark, melancholy-eyed men, with com-
|plexions strongly suggestive of dys-
| pepsia, and eyes “black as the raven’s
wing.” Moreover, they always man-
agze to rescue the heroine from some
dreadful danger—invariably appear-
ing on the scene at just the eritical
moment, and never failing in the at-
tempt, no matter how desperate it
wWas,

John Martin had light-brown hair,
and blue eyer, and fair skin, and had
never saved Maggie from any danger,
more than wet feet, by carrying her
acroas some mud-hole, in all his life.

So you may readily see that he was
no hero. If John had known any-
thing of the condition of her mind,
and if he had had a grain of sense—
bt men in love at his age never have—
he would have gone off and left her to
herself until she found out her own
{heart; but, instead of that, he pressed
his suit with ardor, and bound her
with a promise.

Now he was going to a western city
on a businessengagement which would
occupy him until December, and at
Christmas they were to be married.

Maggie went into the house, after
parting with John, fullof a vague sense
of relief, though entirely econscious
that she ought to be very blue, and,
perhaps, shed a few tears. But then

ALBANY BATH HOUSE!

HE UNDERSIGNEP WOULD RESPECT-

fully inform the citizens of Albany and vi-

* cinity that he has taken charge of this Establish-
ment, and, by kpeping clean rooms and paying
strict attention Lo business, expects to suit all those

people do not do what th?ly ought to,
and Maggie, instead of in ing in a
good cry, sat down and went to mak-
ing pink ribbon roses to wear in her
hair to the pie-nic at Shirley’'s grove
the next day.

At that same pic-nie, Maggie met

One day toward the close of May

This was
8 happy marriage throughout. “The see-
ond husbrod died a little more than a

Magyie read the notice of Vietor Bur- | year ago, leaving the widow a small for-
ton’s marriage to Miss Letitia Stan-|tune of twenty thousand dollars.

hope. She read it twice before she
seemed to realized the meaning of the
printed words. She had heard of Miss
Stanhope—a beautiful wealthy ryoun,c.g'
lady, and the ward of Victor's father.

Aunt Anna found Maggie lying on
the carpet with the paper clutched in
her hand, but to all her eries and en-
treaties the r little girl returned no
answer. For days she lay in that
dreadful stupor so closely resembling
death, and when there was a change it
was to the wild delirium of fever. It
wns August before she was able to go
out, and few would have recogmized
the beautiful, light hearted gir!, Mag-
gie, in the pale faced, sad-eyed wo-
man who went so sadly about the cot-
tage.

A month later there was another no-
tice in the weekly paper—the same pa-
per which had contained the marriage
notice—the death of Letitia, wife of
Victor Burton;—thrown from a car-
ringe and died from injuries received.

It was very soon—but he excused
himself by one of the many sophistries
which men in his ition wuse, that
Victor came to Chelmsford—I think it
was no later than the middle of No-
vember. He sought Maggie, and told
over to her again the same story he
had made so sweet to her ears in the
summer that wasa ycar gone. He had
only loved her always. Pecuniary em-
barrassment had forced him to take a
rich wife, but his heart had never wan-
dered from its allegiance to Maggie.
And when a proper time had elapsed
he wanted her for his wife.

Maggie listened guietly until he had
finished; then she Eut away the hand
that would have taken hers, and said,
coldly:l f died 1 I

“My love for you di on A
know my heart nJ;)w, and you inﬁono
place there. Go and leave me.”

He entreated, and got , and
she left him to himself, A week af-
terwards he sailed for Australia.

before Christmas. gie was lying
on the sofa before thesi -room firve,
kept there by one of those wretched
headaches which seem to be the espe-
cial birthright of pome women. Aunt
Anna was away, and Susan, the house-

It was December again—the night ubilities and employ

During these eight or nine years of life
with her second husband, the lady did
pot forget her firs'-birc; nor did the
son lose sight of the mother. The affec-
tion in both was strong. The boy was
the divine magnet which attracted the
divorced and widowed mother and the
wandering father from his search for bas.
iness and happinesy in distant Costa Rica.
At the death of the second husbund the
son had reached the manly age of twenty.
Imagine his feelings as he came to real-
ize the situation of his father and moth.-
er. One asingle man! the other a wid.
ow. One an unbhappy wanderer still
without sufficient worldly goods to make
life worth living for ; the other the occu-
pant of a husbandless house with a plen-
tiful larder. Kver present was the
thought that one yet lived whom she bad
sworn befure God to ‘love and cherish.’
He was the father of her son. The son,
who loved his mother, loved his father
not less. The mothor could not gaze
into the face of her only born withont
beholding the image of his father. Time
passed. The son brought his divorced
fathor and widowed mother again. They
talked over the past. They talked over
the present. Theyagreed upon the future,
The boy was the ceatre of' attraction.—
He was flesh of their flesh, bone of their
bone. The tios of nature were too streng
for resistance. Like two drops of quick-
gsilver the two hearts united. Yesterday,
in this city, the son had the happiness to
celebrate the auvniversary of his twenty-
firs: birthday by witnessing the extraor-
dinary scene of the marriage of his own
futber and mother ! This was joy enough

afford the parallel of this truthtul picture.
Mr. and Mrs. M., neoomplniedg their
son and several friends, dined at the As-
tor House yesterday afternoon, and after-
wards left for Boston to enjoy his second
and her thi;d *honeymoon.” The son,
who is o prommsiog, fine-looking young
man, is a telegraph operator of excellent
8 in this city.
After the ‘honeymoon,” Mr. and Mrs.
M., with their son, will visit Costa Rica.
where  the business ex
Mr. M. in that country, with the little
capital of Mrs. M. n

-

doubtedly prove the foundation for a

e h —  ——— ——

He had returned the day before, and

for one day. History probably does not|Surp

ience of| ual industr,
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RATES OF Ath_ G mhﬂ{h
Columu, $100 ; Half Column, $60 ; MM
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Transisnt Advertisements per Bquare of ten
lines or less of this sised type; first itisertion, $3 §
cach subsennent insertion, $1,
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THE PARSEE LETTERS.

No. 16.
1o Horace Greeley :

SBams :  Perhaps no country in the
world uses more umbrellas than India
does. The FEuropean cotton or silk
umbrella is as much a slaple in the
Bombay market as ivon orshirting. I
naturally tried to find out whether I
could not buy umbrellas here in the
United States as cheap or cheaper than
in Europe. Strange as it may seem, I
really prefer the erican-made silk
or cotton umbrella to those made either
in Manchester, Birmingham, or Lon-
don, There is a perfect magic about
the Yankee touch in’ manufacturing
goods ; it combines the grace of France
with the durability of England ; above
all, everything an American manufac-
turer makes is practicable.

There are several considerable wm-
brella manufacturers in New York., I

reply, only cried the|called on the largest and made my in-|Fupees a candy.
ohn kuelt down and liftedd quiries. The goods suited, but the

price was, beyond all reason, out of
the way. Of this I complained, when
the umbrella-making sahib, who was
very polite, said that it was perfect
madness to think of manufacturing
umbrellas for a foreign market.

“Let us,” said he, ‘“‘go into the de-
tails of an umbrelln. Here, take this
26-inch brown silk umbrella. The
silk costs G0 per cent. duty alone.”
“Stop !” said I. ““The silk of this
umbrella has never been imported—it
is American silk.”

“Very well,” said the umbrella sa-
hib, smiling, ‘‘since you are so ready
s judge of silk, will you please tell
me what such a silk measuring 34 inch-
es in width would cost in France ?”

I quickly answered, “‘two francs fif-
ty centimes a metre,”

“VYery well,” said the sahib, “‘and
how much, gold at forty cents premi-
um, is it per yard in currency *”

I agnin caleulated, and found it to
he iust fifty-one cents, currency, a
yard, allowing nine per cent. for the
metre,

““Now,” said the umbrella sahib, “*1
will show you my invoice. I paid
eighty-seven cents for this silk a yard,
and « is American made, Now, have
I not paid the sixty per cent. duty—if
not to government, at least to the Pat-
terson silk man ?”

“But let us go on. The steel ribs
and brass furniture are, as far as the
bare material alone goes, the one sev-
enty-five per cent., the other forty-five
r cent., taxed by government. Now
may go and import the umbrella
frames and only pay thirty-five per
cent, ad valorem duty ; but that will
able to make umbre for export.—
i this umbrella
upon the same and equal terms as my
European competitors have it, and
'will soon show you whether we will
not be able to compete with them for
the world'ssnarkets.”

““And is that all you need ¥’ said I,
rather dubiously.

“Yes,” said he, ‘““that is all we
need.”

““Sahib,” said I, “how is it you say
nothing about the cheaper labor of

Europe ?”

“LF; friend,” said the sahib, ‘‘if the
material which this umbrella is com-
posed of were freed from monopoly—
everything else wants to be, of course,
in proportion relieved by government
from obnoxious taxes—our workmen
would work for less dollars, but would
get more commodities. We do not
want our people to work for so few
dollars as the European workman gets;
we want him to get more wages than
the European, and be able to buy
more for the wages than his European
competitor. The extra wages we pay
we get back in skiil, in superior skill ;
what with our superior intelligent
working classes, and, above all, the
great ingenuity of our wmachinery,
which we apply to every branch of
trade, we can very well afford to pay
more w than Europe and still be
equal with them, provided you give us
the articles of which our goods are
manufactured on the same terms.”
The umbrella sahib further said :—
““Behold the curse of a home market
only, and no other. Here are 400
silk umbrellas ; they cost me original-
ly $5.25 each. 1 am ready to lose
$1.25 apiece on them, because they
are more of a flashy color and out
sizes than are used here, but you tell
me that even at that price they are fif-
teen per cent higher than in England.
Now, there is no factory that has not

t every year this class of what may
g odd goods. England, France,
and Germany do nothing else but send
us here their odd goods after supply-
ing the home trade first ; but we, as
manufacturers, have no market, seek
for no market ; we are told tho home
market is the best, and so it is, but we
cannot thrive without an outlet for the
immense accumulations of odd :
We are like a steam boiler of
steam and not allowed to blow the
lus off, and the consequence is
that, for the very excess of steam—
which is so great a blessing—we fre-
quently ‘burst up.””

These were the words of the um-
brella-manufacturing sahib, which I
most faithfully relate.

Now, great master in the art of po-
litical economy, I want your opinion
whether the “‘bursting up” of the
manufacturers is an unavoidable and
i nt to perfect the event-
of acountry; for I am
ptical about it until you
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very intelligent American sahibs, our
conversation turned n the present
high price of cotton, the important
part India necessarily plays in the
matter, and the astonishment express-
ed by my entertainers why India con-
tributes comparatively so limited an
amount of cotton to commerce, not-
withstanding the high price the article
commands in the markets of Europe.

It struck me at the time that I
would leave my own personal woes, of
not being able to buy goods in your
market, for a few days alone, and fur-
nish you with such information which
a political economist is apt to relish.

Up to the f'ea.r 1860-61, the highest
price we paid in Bombay for Dhaﬁm,
Amrawutti, Akote, or Hingunghuat
cotton was 95 to 105 rupees for a can-
dy weighing 784 pounds, English.
But the house of which I am a partner,
Roustamje, Daddebhoy, Eme{;hoy &
Co., often bought cotton as low as 60
The average price
was B0 rupees. Taking the rupee at
48 cents, the cotton would cost in
Bombay about 51-3 eents a pound ;—
and in England, laid down, about 4
pence.

It was always a great eyesore to us
in India, that, while your cotton fetch-
ed readily 7 and 8 pence a pound, ours
would only sell for 4 pence or 4} pence
nt the highest.
There were, however, several good
reasons for this discrepancy. Firstly,
our cotton is of short stapie; second-
ly, it always did contain at least 20
per cent. more waste than yours,
which alone was a good 1} pence a
und ; and lastly, it was little usedin
ingland for spinning as long as Amer-
ican cotton could be found. As the
machinery then in use was entirely
adapted for the long staple cotton,
our India cotton was chiefly used up
by the German, Belgian, and Frenc
manufacturers, who adapted their nm-
chinery purposely to the cheaper cot-
ton. It was also used largely for wad-
ding purposes ; and had it not been
for the American war our India cotton
would certainly have remained the
sluggish and neglected article in the
English market.
Perhaps you, O Greeley, sahib, and
your countrymen, are not aware that
our chief market for raw cotton was
China, and has now again become so.
The sudden rise in cotton in 1862,
which lasted fully in a feverish state up
to the early months of 1865, gave to
India cotton the importance it never
would have attained. Your war, which
revented any cotton coming from the
‘nited States, compelled the English
to alter their machinery, and adapt it
to the short-staple cotton. The price
in Bombay during the months of .ipril
and May, 1862, rose from 150 rupees
a candy to 300 rupees.
W were all cotton mad in India;
we scoured the country ard brought
cotton to Bombay, Kurrachee and Cal-
cutta, by extraordinary exertions. We
stopped our shipments to China, for
we saw that the Chinese actually ex-
ported a great deal of their own cotton
to Europe, and by that means we made
a very respectable appearance in the
Euro markets.
Bat we never did believe in India,
during all the years that your war
lasted, what the English people would
have us believe, viz : that your war was
chronic. 'We all felt certain that you
would shake hands sooner or later—
rather sooner than we all, I must con-
fess, wished in India.
Often did I hear my senior partner,
Roustamje (who is a very shrewd old
sahib), say: “The American difficulty
will and must be settled amicably at
last. The energy of the people is such
that they will in a few years retrieve
all they have lost, and will raise again
four million bales of cotton a year;
and our India cotton will then, as be-
fore, be neglected, and only be worth
two-thirds of the Americun cotton.
This idea was so prevalent in India
during the years of the American war
that we did not go into the raising of
catton systematically or scientifically.
Much of the plant grows in the cen-
tral provinces, in Sheagaon, in Anvee,
and EVurdnh, in an indigenous state,
and we found no difficulty, as long as
any rubbish would sell in Bombay and
could be drawn against on England,
to Lring a good deal of it down to
Bombay from the interior.
To move cotton from the Indian prov-
inces down to the coast in large quanti-
ties and at a given time requires ready
money. You call it here ‘“moving the
crops.” This facility we found during the
Awmerican war, to a very great extent, in
Bombay. Confidence was in its height;
banks eprang up like mushroons; any-
body could get wmoney from the banks
who was en in bringing cotton down
from the provinces.

I can assure you, O Greeley, sahib,
that our clerk, Hurrichund Mehadoo,
who was then only twenty years old, got
on his own name 5,000 rupees from the
Central Bank of India to bring cotton
from Hingunghaut.

All at once the day of reckoning came.
March and April, 1865, many of our
most useful and energetic merchaunt
sahibs failed. I need but mention the
house of Cama & Co., who failed for more
than 18 million dollars ; the great Hio-
doo schraff and speculator, Payehuad,
who was chairman of the Bank of Ben-
gal. Besides these, there were many,
many better men, although not so large
in business, who went to the wall. This
at once broke the energy in the cotton
trade from the interior, and you will ree.
ollect that in a few months later the price
of cotton went u n?m. ¥

But the mim'l’.xie was done. Things
‘would, however, have come around agai
had not the panic of 1866 taken plae

—

man, and a dozen smaller local banks in
Bombay, Confidence was gone, and the
usual ehannels for facilities to move the
crops to the coast were dried up; heacé
our Indian friends could not make t
show in cotton daring 1867-68 that oth-
erwise they udoubtedly would have done:
I find, Greeley sahib, that wy letter id
getting too lon will therefore, give
you o little w my subsequent ones,
With great respect, always yours,
A. Cumostsroy,

Parsee Merchant of Bombay.
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JOSH BILLINGS PAPERS,

REMARKS.

When s man hain’t got enoy thing to
say, then iz a good time tew keep still—
thare iz but few people who hav mista
good opportunity to ventillate their opin-
1008.

Just aboutas ceremonys creeps into one
end ov a church, piety creeps out of the
other.
Thoze who have the fewest failios ste
the fewest in others. |
Pride iz az universal as hair on the
head—som are proud ov their virtews,
sum ov their vices, and sum having neis
ther themselves, brag on other people’s.
Love looks thru a telescope; emvy,
thra & microscope.
Au industrious man is scldom s bad
man.
Men will believe their pashups quiek:
er than they will their consciences, and
yet their pashuns are geperzlly wrong
and their consciences alwus right.

It ain’t much trouble to bear the pain
uv somebody’s elses lame back, but to
have the lawe back oneself ain’t so stylish.
Despising fortuve is not a sure way to
gain her favors—pipe to her and she may
dance to you.

Take awl the interest out ov this world
and there wouldn’t be friendship enough
left for sced.

Sekrets are a burden, and that is one
reason why we are so anxious to hav
sumbody help us carry them.
I hev seen men so fall ov vanity
that tha cood not endure the sight of a
peacock with his tale on parade.

The most excruciating bore I koow is
cxecessive politeness,

If I was ealled upon tew deseribe Elo-
quence, I should do it as I would a sait
of clothes—'‘ov sui texture and
perfect fit.”
(iravity iz no more an evidenee of wis«
dom thaan it iz ov ill natur.
The greater the man the less hiz vir-
tacs appear and the greater his faunlts.

Don’t wistake vivacity for wit; thare
iz just az wuch difference az thare is be-
tween lightoing and a lightning bag.

No man ever undertook to alter his
natar by sabstituting sum ioveoshun ov
his own but what he made a botch job
av it,

Religun in these days iz composed ov
vanity and piety, and each mas and wo-
man iz a better judge ov the proportion
thun I am.
Lovers feed upon mysteries ; but after
they are married and the pork and beans
arc brought on, they have a chance to
test the real qualities of their appetights.
An iosult tew cne man iz an insult tew
all, for it may be our turn next.
I don’t know ov enny thing that would
use the whole of us up more thoroughly
than to have our wishes gratified.
Thare iz 2 kind of obstinacy—obsti-
nacy in the right and obstinacy in the
wrong; one iz the strength of a grate
mind anl tbe cther iz the streogth ov a
little one. '

Lazyvess iz like molassis, sweet and
sticky.
I think a bear in hiz claws iz prefers-
ble to one with gloves on.
I kaot tell now which I admire least,
an old coquette or a young prade.
Misanthropy don’t pay—thare ain’t na
man livin whooze hate the world cares a
cuss for.
Rash men kan be correckted, but it
don’t pay to labor with a phool.
The mav who haz never enjoyed the
plezure of bein forgiven has mist one ov
the greatest luxuries ov life.
I have seen coquetry that had no more
malice in it than a ewe lamb frisking on
the green. _ -
When I cum actths a man who utters
his opinions with immense deliberation,
and after they are uttered don’t amount
to enuything, I write him down, “myster-
‘ous phool.”

The grate ov the world now dazo is
“What’s trumps.”

Love iz a weekness, but it iz the same
kind of a weckness that repentance iz;
both ov them are creditable to our nas
tures.

A man iz hizown best friend and worsé
enemy.

Jealousy iz one of love’s parasites.

We can endure vices in the young that
we would despise in the old. (Pleas
make a pote of this, old phellows)

Friendship is like earthenware—if it
iz broken it kan be mended. but love is
like a mirror—once broken, that ends it.

I don’t know of ennything on the face
of this earth more remorseless than 7
per cent, interest.

Thare iz a great deal of difference be-
tween enduring wisfortunes because we
expeot to and end them because we
arc obliged tew; ome is patience, the
other iz mere sullenness, : .

Whea I see an old man marrya young
wife, I consider him starting out on s
bust, for I am reminded ov the ‘
in the Bibel about new wine and old bot-
tles.—New York Weekly. ' :

A western politician, in speaking of »
rival, said : umm."- .f :
observing men.

the wind blows, and as a straw Pilkine
ue'equlh&cgo__:‘yaf‘. Diair B
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