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EUREKA.

A stont black-whiskered man sat im-
mediately in front of me in the railroad
car end indulged from time to time in
the most strange and unacecountalbile
maneuvers. Every now and then he
wonld get up and hurry away to the
narrow passage which leads to the door
in these drawing-room cars, and, when
he thought himself secure from obser-
vation, wounld fall to langhing in the
maost violent manner and continue the
healthful exercise until he was as red
in the face as a lobster.

As we neared the city these demon-
strations increased in violence, save the
stranger no longer ran away to laugh
but kept in his seat and ghuckled to
himself, with his chin down deep in his
shirt-collar. DBnt the changes those

portmanteatus underwent! He moved
them here, there—he put them behind
him. BHe was evidently getting ready
to leave, Lut, as we were twenty-five
miles from the city the idea of such
early preparation was ridicnlons. If we
had entered the city when the mystery
would have remained unsolved, but the
stranger became so excited that he
could keep his seat no longer. Some
one must help him, and, as I was the
nearest to him, he selected me, Sud-
denly turning, he said, rocking himself
to and fro in his chair in the meantime.

and clapping his legs together and
breathing hard:

*Been gone three years!”

li.{l’!‘)

“Yes; been in Eunrope. TFolks don't

expect me for three months vet, but I
got through and started. Itelegraphed
them at the last station—they've got it
by this time.”

As hesaid this he rubbed his hands
and changed the portmontesn on his
left to the right and the one on the right
to the left again.

“Got a wife?" said L

“Yes, and three echildren,”
turned.

He then got up and folded his over-
coat anew, and hung it over the back of
the seat.

“Yon are pretty nervous over the mat-
ter, ain't you? I said, watching his
fidgety movements.

“Well, I should think so,” he re-
plied,“ I ain’t sleptsoundly for a week.
And you don't know,” he went on,
glancing around at the passengers and
speaking in a low tone, “I am almost
certain that this train will run off the
track and break my neck before I get
to Boston. Well, the fact is. I have
had too mueh good Iluck for one man
lately. The thihg can’t last, *faint nat-
ural thething should, yon know. I've
watchedit. Firstit rains, then it shines,
tlhien it rains ogain, It rains so hard
von think it's never going to stop; then
it shines so Lright you think it's always
going to shine; and just as ycu are set-
tled in cither belief you are knocked
over by achange, to show that you know
nothing about it..

“Well, according toyour philosophy,”
I said, “you will coutinue to have sun-
shine, because you are expecting &
storm."

“It's curions,” he returned, “bnt the
.only thing which makes me think 1 will
get through safe is becanse I think I
won't.

“Well, this is enriou’,” said L.

“Yes,” he replied. “I am a machin-
ist —made a discovery—nobody De-
lieved in it—spentall my money intry-
ing to bring it ont—mortgaged my home
—all went. Everybody laughed at me—
-eversbody but my wife—spunky little
woman—she said she'd work her fingers
oft before I should give it up. Went to
England—no better there—came with-
in an ace of jumping oif London bridge.
Went into a workshop to earn money
enough to come home with—there I
met the man I wanted. To makea
long story short, I've brought $500.000
home with me, snd here I am."

“Good for you!"” I exclaimed.

“Yes,” said he, “$500,000; and the
best of it is, she don’t know anything
about it. I've fooled her so often and
disappointed her so much that I just
conciuded I would say nothing about
this. When I got my money, thongh,
you better believe I struck a bee line
for home.”

“And now, I suppose, you will make
her happy ?”

“Happy!” he replied, “why, you
don't know anything about it. She's
worked like n dog since I have beem
gone, trying to support herself and
children decently. They paid her 13
cents apiece for making white shirts,
and that is the way she lived half the
time. She'll come down there to the
depot to meet me in a gingham dress
and a shawl a hundred years old, and
shelll think she’s dressed up. Oh, she
won't have no clothes after this—oh,
no, I guess not!”

And with these words, which imphed
that his wife's wardrobe would soon
rival Queen Victoria's the stranger tore
down the passageway again, and, getting
in his old corner, where he thought
himself out of sight, went through the
strange pantomime, laughing, putting
Lis mowth into the drollest shnpe, and
then swinging himself back and forth
in the limited space as if he were
“walking down Broadway” a full-
rigged metropolitan belle,

So on we rolled to the depot, and I
placed myself on the other ear, oppos-
ite the stranger, who, with a portman-
teau in either hand, descended and was
gtanding on the lowest step ready to
jump to the platform.

I looked from his face to the faces of
the people before us, but saw no sign
of recognition. Suddenly he cried:

“There they are!”

Then he laughed outright, but in a
hysterical way, ss he looked over the
crowd. I followed his eye, and saw,
some distance back, as if crowded out
and shonldered away by the well-dress-
ed and elbowing throng, a little woman
in a faded dress, and & well-worn hat,
with a face almost painful in its intense
but hopeful expression, glancing rapid-
Iy from window to window as the
poaches rapidly glided in.

She had not seen the sfranger, but a
moment after she caught his eve, and
in another instant he had jumped to the

' he re-

platform with his two purtmantenns,l

and making a hole in the crowd, push-
ing one here and another there, and
running one of his bundles pinmp into
the well-developed stomach of a vener- |
able-looking olid gentleman in specta-
cles, e rashed toward the place where
sho was standing, Ithink I never saw
a face assume so many eypressions in
so short atime as did that of the littla
woman while her husband wason his
wayv to her.

She didn't look pretty—on the con-
trary, she looked very pluin; butsome-
how I felt a big lump rise in my throat
as I watehed her. She was trying to
langh, but, God Dbless her! how cora-
pletely she failed in the attempt! Her
mouth got inta position, but it never
moved after that save to draw
down at the corners and quiver,
while she blinked her eyes so
fast that I expect she only canght
oecasional glympses of the broad-shoul-
dered man pushing his way so rapidly
toward her. And then, ashe drew close
and dropped those everlasting portman-
taus, she turned completely round, with
her back toward him, and covered her
face with her bands. And thus she was
when the strong man gathered her up
in his arms as if slie had been a baby,
and held her, sobbing to his breast.

There were enough gaping at them,
heaven knows, and I turned my eyes
away for a moment, and then I saw two
boys in threadbare roundabounts stand-
ing near. wiping their eves and noses on
their little coat-sleeves and bursting out
anew at every demonstration on the
part of their mother.

When I looked at the stranger again
he had Lis bat drawn over his eyes; bat
his wife was looking np at him, and it |
seemed as if the pent up tears of those
weary months of waiting were streaming
thirough Ler evelids.

Menagement of American and Eng-
lish Xotels.
From tho Detroit Free Press

When you go into an American hotel,
you know, a boy takes your baggage at
the door, the clerk embraces you at the
eounter, brushes whisk, and attendants
d ance aronund you till it scems as if the
whole establishment had been eagerly |
expecting you for a week.

Now when yon go into an English
hotel it is different.

You tug and twist and shoulder-heave
at the door nwhile, until at Iast you
worry it open and drag yourself and
vour baggage in by painful degrees

A VERSATILE BEGGAR.

| How He Imposed Upon Preacher Whitfiel®

und’ William Penn—Characteristics of
American Cities in Colonial Days.

The most notorious beggar of the
first half of the last century was Bam-
fylde Moore Carew, & man well known
on both sides of the Atlantic. He was
the son of respectable parents, his
father being a Devonshire clergyman,
but when a mere: boy he broke away
frem the restraintsof home life and
attached himself to a band of travel-

| ing mendicants, of whom he eventu-

ally became chiet. His first visit to
Ameriea was owing to a sentence of
transportation of seven years passed
at the quarler sessions at Exeter. He
managed to escape from shipboard in
Maryland, and after divers thrilling
adventures turned up at New Castle,
Pa. This was a Quaker town, but the
versatile genius of Carew did not for-
sake him. A Quaker he at once be-
came. FPulling the buttom off his hat,
flopping it on one side, and putling on
a demure look, he entered a Quaker
barber-shop and told a pitiable story;
that his nam~ was John Elworth, of
Bristol, and that he had been kidnap-
ped and endured great hardships. The
barber willingly shaved him and gave
him a half-erown bill, and recom-
mended him to a Mr. Wiggil. Of him
he got ten shillings, and of others sim-
ilar amougts. At this time Whitlield,
the great preacher, was in the coun-
try preaching at Derby. Along the
road he met hundreds of people going
to hear the great pulpit orator.
“Friend.”’ says Carew to one of thewm,
“where are you going so fast?"”
“Hast thon not heard?” replied the
sther, “*The secund Christ has come.”’

Whitfield was preaching in an orch-
ard to a large erowd. So great was
:he rush he was unable to get near
snough to hear; but this did not pre-
vent him from affecting penitence and
grief. In the morning Carew, in the
name of John Moore, drew up a mov-

| ing petition to the great Whitfield. He

against the protest of an inhospitable |

spring that has been cunningly con-

trived somewhere fto keep Fou
out. Then you set down your |
things in a narrow, private sort
of an entry with the feeling of

a burgler awaiting an arrest, and wipe
of your forehead and look over.the
ground. There are no signs, no bells,
no anything. Yon stamp and cough

and rattle around for a while, aund by-

and-by the commotion wakes up some-

body in the rear of the house, who opens |

the door and peers through. Thisis
your oportunity. If you are affable,
and persistent, and plausible, and state
your ease with respectful urgency, this
person (nsuallv a femnle), after some
preliminary examination, will disap-
pear, and come back in time with an-
other and higher functionary (also a
female), who examines you n the high-
er branches, and may end, under favor-
able condition, with yonr admission.

The Veiled NMystery.
Washington Letter in Philadelphin Telegraph
There is one woman in the Treasury
who has attracted much attention on ac-

set forth that he was the son of a eler-
oeyman, who had been taken on bosrd
the Tiger and eavried to Havana, from
whence he escaped by the aid of the
zovernor of Maryland; that his eir-
sumstances were deplorable, and he
needed help. Going to .the house

| where Whitfield lodged, he found a

hundred veople wailing, and, spying
a young boy whom he knew belonged
to Whitfield, he persuaded him to car-
ry in kis petition. Soon tiue preacher
pame out, and the Quakers pressed
around him, saying: “Pray thee,
friend, come and pray by my dear
wife. Pray thee, friend, come and see
my dear brother.” Buot Whitlield
made his way through them all, and,
roing up to Carew, said he was sorry
‘or his misfortunes—that they hap-
sened by the will of God—and ended
v giving him $20. Whitfield wished
nim a safe return to England and,
went away singing psalwms, in which
the erowd joined. Carew  was
aow seven umles from Philadel-
shia, He ran across a friendly
lrishman here who showed him
she sights, and, passing o handsome
sesidence, he asked whose it was, and

| was told it was Proprietor Penn's, who

aad just cone from England with his
syrother-in-law, Capt. Frome. This
vas enough for Carew., He excused
simself from his host, telling him he

aad business to transact, and, clap-
ping his right hand into his coat
15 if he had lost the use of it, he

snocked at William Pean's door,

| which was opened by anegro with a sil-

| yer collar around

his neck. Invited

| n, the proprietor, dressed in plain
| slothes, and Capt. Frome, in regimen-

count of the mystery surrounding her. |
She has been in the department for years |

—not less than ten—and thongh she is
marked by everybody, I have never met
anybody who has seen her face. It is the
talk of the clerks brought most in con-
tact with her. Sleisa woman of magnifi-
cent presence, a tall, finefigure, and one
of the most perfect forms I have seen.
Her appearanceis that of s woman who
might possess remarkable beauty, but
she always has her face enveloped
in a thick veil. In the oflice or
out, at work or walking through the
halls, the veil iz never removed, and
the efforts of ber inguisitive fellow-
clerks to peep under it are vain, Many
snsceptible yonngy men, struck by Ler
fine figure, have quickened their step to
cateh up with her in the halls only to
find her face hid from sight, No one enn
tell whether she is old or young, but she
is probably not “very either.” The mo-
tive for eoncealing her features is not
known. Whether, like the “Veiled
Prophet,” she seeks to hide n vision of
ugliness, or whether she has some other
reason, 18 a mere matter of conjecture.
Some say that her face onee comported
with the promise of her form—that she
was exquisitely beauntiful—but was a
victim of smallpox, which so disfigured
her face that she is ashamed to show it.

One of the Louisville Girls.
From the Memphis Sundsy Times,

A Louisville girl who was visiting
here a short time ago scored a signal

triumph over a fresh young society man | went about the country in various dis-

of this city. They were sitling vpon a

als, soon came along. Being asked
xhat he wanted, he invented at once
v plausible tale. and belonged to Capt.
Davis’ ship. Capt. Frome, seeing him
1 lusty, tall fellow, declared he should
zo along with him and fight the dogs.

| Carew, ever ready with a lie. replied

| arm by the dead palsy.

:hat he hada lost the use of his right
Willinm Penn
zave him a guinea, and so did his
arother-in-law. Through Burlington,
Perth, Amboy, and Elizabethtown
Carew proceeded to the then small
town of New York, having 1,100
houses and 7,000 inhabitants. He was
surprised at the sight of a great num-
ser of gibbets with blacks hanging
apon them, but upon inquiring he found
:he negroes had not long before entered
nto aconspiracy for burning the city.
Lhe plot being discovered great mum-

| bers were executed and bhung up to

terrify others.

After traveling throngh Longisland,
Carew took a ship at New London for
England, and accomplished his threat
of getting back to Exeter two months
before the captain who took him out,
though he narrowly eseaped being im-
pressed into the navy when within
sicht of shore. 1is escape was owing
to his pricking his arms and breast

| with a needle, and rubbing it with bay

salt and gunpowder,which made it ap-
pear like the small-pox coming out.
Then he played the lunatic, came on
deck with only a blanket on, acted as
if affected with nausea, and frightened
everybody so that they were only too
glad to put him ashore. His return to

' England Was'hailed by hisfriends with

sofa together, and as the conversation |

progressed he allowed his arm to grad-
ually fall down until he had it around
her wast.

She arose very indignant, and he
made the following explanation and
apology: “I liope you will not think
anything of this. It is just a way I
have. Allthe Memphis boys act the

same way, and you will have to get |

used to it. Ihope vou wiil not take
any offense at it, as it's jnst my way.”

She left the room, but came back in
a few minutes with a married friend
and sat down on the sofs again. Soon
she began to yawn and give every os-
tensible proof of being thoroughly
bored. Finally she said: “I'm dread-
fully sleepy, and Ihope you'll go home.
You musn't take any offense at this.
All the Lonisville girls act the same
way. You are exceedingly tiresome,
and you had betrer go home at once.
Dor't be offended at this. It is simply
a way I have.”

He stood not upon the order of his
going.

-ioy and merry-muking, for thgy had

ong given him up as dead. He now

iges, sometimes as an old woman;
E: bound a beefsteak on his leg to rep-
resent a running sore, and begged from
door to door with varied luck anda
great amount of adventure. He pass-
ed through a number of escapades in
Russia, Germany, France, and Swe-
den, and was sent again to America,
this time illegally being kidnipped by
the owner of the vessel which had first
carried him, who felt defrauded at the
loes of his purchase-money, Carew
having escaped before he wus sold.
He was no sooner landed than heagain
escaped,captured a horse in a pasture,
and swam the Delaware. and by the
aid of friends reached Boston. In this
city he was strnek with the nunber of
booksellers’ shops.
there was but one, and none at all in
Virginia, Maryland, or the Carolinas.

His greatest performmanees was per-
haps his invention of the eant or slang
*trib-
Pipe.“ a woman’'s

' *:sought aftér
the devil;

langnage. “Bingo” was rum;
ben,” money; “‘quail
tongune; ‘‘romboyled.
with a warrant; “‘ruflin,

LT

<sstubble it,”’ hold your tongue; *“stick
flams,” a pair of gloves; ‘'swag,'" a

At New York

[

[shop;- '?et,“ a lawyer; *hum
dumpty,” ale boiled
“kicks,” breeches; ‘‘laced mutton,”” a
woman, ‘‘gigger,”” a door; *‘glue-
ot,” a parson; “ferret,” A4 pawn-
roker; *fogas,” tobacco; ‘‘gan,’’ the
month; “dog,” a gun, and 80 omhe
made a vocabulary of several hundred
words.— Cincinnati Enquirer.

Lee’s Parting from His Generals.

Apropos of Appomattox, writes a
Washington correspondent to T%e Cin-
cinnati Commercial Gazette, 1 give the
followiug as a subject for a southern
poet or painter:

The parting between Washington
and his generals has been celeburted
in seng and story, and the famous
painting of that oceurrence has, in
miiliens of copies, become familiar to
the people. ut no singer has sung
of the parting between Gen. Robert E.
Lee and his generals after Appomat-
tox. No painter has painted it. Wash-
ington and his officers separated in the
sunshine of n magnificent victory, the
fruition of their brightest hopes. Lee
and his oflicers seperated in the gloom
of defeat, the darkness of despair.
Amid the happy homes of their people.
the shouts and the banners and the
merry musie and the rejoicing multi-
tudes, Washington and his generals
varted to go each one to his pleasant
home. Amid the ruinsof their capital,
with bare, bowed heads, in utter

separated and went their several ways
to homes destroyed. families broken
up and scattered, and often into exile
and oblivion.

The final parting was in front of
Lee's mansion in Richmond, two days
after Appomattox.
ordinary square briek, standing alone
on Frauklin street., one square from
the capitol. All the other houses on
the square are connected. Upon the
afternoon of the second day after the
surrender people in that viemmty were
surprised to see come rtiding up the
street from the south a company of
confederate horsemen, ‘They
unarmed. Their gray uniforms were
worn, soiled and often tattered, their
trappings old and patched. They
wore slouched hats, and here and
there was a feather remaining of the
once smart and iaunty droopine plume
of the confederate eavalryman. They
were bronzed, and browned, and
bearded. They sat erect and came on
with the splendid horsemanship for
which they were noted. Upon the
collars of some of the gray jackets
could still be seen the faded and tar-
nished gilt stars, the emblems of the
wearers’ rank.

In front of them rode Lee. Histwo

and rested upon the pommel. His head
was bent, and his eyes were looking
straicht ahead from under his down-
east brow, but they secmed to see
nothing.

As the troops eantered up to his old
home his horse stopped at the gate,
and he aroused himself suddenly’ as
from a dream, and cast his eyes upon
the familar windows and then around
over the group of gallantsoldiers who
had followed his fortunes for four
bloody years and gone down in defeat
under his banner.

The end of it all had come at last.
He threw himself from his horse, and
all his compnnions followed his action.
They stood hat in hand with an arm
through the the bridle rein while Lee
went from man to man, grasping each
hand, lookine intently into each face
as though he would press it upon his
memory forever. Then he turned and
walked through the gate and up the
steps tohis door. Asa servant opened
the door he paused with his left foot
upon the veranda, his right upon the
| last ste];\. and looked back for the last

time. Nota word had been spoken,
not a good-by uttered. There was no
sound heard but that of sobs as these

hundred battles leaned their heads
against the shoulders of their horses
and wept.

Lee gave one look, and broke down
at last. His hands went over his eyes,
his frame shook with sobs, as he turn-
ed quickly and disappeared into his
lonely house. With the closinz of the

wild dream of the southern confed-
eracy.

A Fighting Family.

Gen. Negrier, of whom we have
heard so much lately, comes of fight-
mg stock. His grandfather, who was
in command of a French frigate at
San Domingo when the Revolution
broke out, had as wonderful an escape
from death as any to be found in the
“fictions of Ponson du Terrail. His
crew mutinied and hung him at the

trived to eut the rope befure life was
extinet, and Capt. Negrier fell into
the sea. He swam to a foreign vessel
under a hall of bullets from his own,
and gotsafely on board. He subse-
quently took part in several French
royalist expeditions, and died in Porl-
ugal shortly before the restoration.

service and fought at Waterloo, where
he received five wounnds, none of them
mortal. He was killed in 1848, before
a barrieade in the Fanbourg St. An-
toine, while expostulating with the
rioter and endeavoring to brinﬁ them
to reason. Gen. Negrier's father,
also a general, distingunished himself
at the battle of Solferino, and received
the grand cross of the Legion ot Honor
from Napoleon IIL. on the field. The
old general is still alive, and, altheugh
in his eighty-sixth year, is in excellent
health, and is paturally gratified to
see that his son is maintaining the
honorable traditions of his family.—
St. James's (Fasslle.

Builets and Bisenit.

Mr. Sweete—Here is an account of
a St. Lonis woman, only a few weeks
married. who shot her husband.

Mrs. Sweete (bride of a month)—
On purpose?

«Yas; and the bullet landed in his
stomach.”

“Oh! Then probably she only want-
ed to prove to him he was wrong.”

“In what way?"

«‘He probably asserted that her bis-

delphia Call.

with hrans:r!:

silence and tears, Lee and his generals |

Lee's house isan '

were |

hands held the loosely-swinging reins |

unkempt and grizzled heroes of a |

door behind him ended forever the |

yard-arm, but his black servant con- |

His eldest son entered Napolceon’s |

enits were heavier than lead.”"— Phila-

LOST BIS RELIGION.

The Severs Trial of & Renowned Preacher—A
Calf That Was Mueh Tickled

People who live in the neighberhood
of the Blue Knob church were much
surprised and were greatly shocked
the other day, upon learning that the
Rev. Galvin Bobbigton had lost his
religion. During many years Mr.
Bobbigton had been tga pastor of
Blue Knob chureh; and, so endeared
has he become to the quiet and goed
people of the vicinity, that the chil-
dren actually cry for the old gentle-
man. Several days ago, a committee
seleeted from the Blue Knob congre-
gation, called upon Mr. Bebbigton
and presented him with a fine plug
| hat, The spokesman said that the
congregation desired to express, with
a token, the great esteem 1n which the
worthy pastor was held., The thank-
ful tears of warm-hearted emotion
streamed down Mr. Bobbigton’s fase
when he arose and accepted the hat.
He hoped that he was not a weak
man, but he had long wanted just that
kind of a hat. He shook hands with
the eommitteemen, and promised them
that he would handle the hat with ten-
derness.

*It conid not hayve come in a better
| time,’” mused the preacher when the
generous visitors were gone. *‘Ishall
wear it to town and when the city
preachers see me at conference, they
cannot put me down as a country
hoosier. Because a man is a preacher
is ne reason that he should despise the
elegant adornment of life. Would the
gospel be any more affective, I'd like
to know, if all the preachers were to
wear flax breeches and straw hats?
| No sir. Nothing is too good for me.”

When Mr. Bobbigton arrived in
town, he was assigned to the care of
Major Henry Gliddee. Gliddee is s
| devout member of the church. Itis
| suid that he would rather pray than to
| eat. Well, when Gliddee conducted
| Bobbiglon into the parlor, and imme-
| diately after he had been presented to
Mrs. Gliddee, the host said:

“Brother Bobbigton, I have heard
much of your piety and ability.”

“Thank you, brother, thank you.”

“To me it is a great feast when I sit
| down with sueh a man.”

i “Thank you, brother, thank you.”
| The preacher placed his hat on a ta-
ble near an open window.

“Brother Bobbigton, will you please
lead us in prayver?”

They all got down on their knees.
The minister did not know exactly
what to pray for, but he was willin
to take anything which the Lor
might feel disposed to give bim. He
well understood his business. During
a long term of service he had asked
for much and well understood shap-
ing his petition.

A light breeze tipped over the
preacher’s hat. It rolled from the win-
dow sill and fell in the back yard. A
vearling calf saw the performance. It
tickled the ealf very much. He walk-
ed up to the hat and placed one of his
hoofs init Then he put it on his head.
It settled down on his stubbed horns
and he couldn’t get it off.  When the
preacher arose. he discovered that the
hat was cone. He hurried to the win-
dow, looked out, and, uttering a horri-
fied exclamation, he rushed through
the door. The calf objected to giving
up the hat, and, with deer-like fleet-
| ness, he ran around the yard. The
| preacher and the host chased the calf.

Bobbigton had not taken so much ex-
| cise since the previous summer, when,
during an anxious hour, he hurried
through the woods, wuddling a short
distance in the advance of a wild hog’s
snout. The calf in trying to dodge the
prescher, ran against the fence and
tore the hat all to pieces. Then the
old fellow turned up the bass viol of
his wrath. A man who heard the ren-
dition told the writer hereof thal he
was astonished at the old man's won-
derful resources. He said that it was
awful. It’s not r'eht to place a hurried
estimate on a man’s abilities. The
old man has temporally retired from
the church. He says that he canuot
turn a wheel until after the opening of
t::e revival season.—drkansaw Trav-
eler.

. A Very Small Lion.

In Africa, deep pits are often made
by human hunters to capture game,
and among the insects we find the ant-
lion (Myrmelon) adopting a similar
ruse. Its eggs are lain in sandy
piaces, and when the young ant-lions
appear they have no wings, and are
flat  little creatures with immense
jaws. As soon as born, the curious
larve proceed to work. Each young
ant-lion selects a soft place in the sand,
and by turning itself around and
around, it fraces an exterior circle;
and by continuing the spiral motion,
and gradually retreating to the cen-

ter, it marks out and forms a cavity
|h3ving spirals like those of a snail
| hell. Next, these are smoothed
| lown by an ingenious process. If a
| sebble rolls in,or is found in the
| slope, the ant-lion places it upon its
head, and with a sudden jerk sends it
| far out of the pit. But sometimes
pebbles are found that are too heavy
to be thrown out in this way, and then
another plan is adopted. The pebble
is carefully rolled upon the flat back
| of the ant—fion, which starts up the in-
| cline with its tail high in air, so that
i‘the load is kept upon a level, and

finally deposited upon the outside. If
the pebble is round, many attempts
have to be made. The pit completed
is seen to be a cireular or conical de-
pression, at the bottom of which the
wily hunter conceals itself, only its
jaws and many eyes being visible; and
here it awaits its prey, that sooner or
later comes tumbling in. Ants that
happen to be oft on a foraging journey
are the most frequent victims. The
ant comes running along rapidly, and
is over the edge of the pit before he
knows it, the treacherons sand giving
way and precipitating him down to-
ward the eoncealed lion. A moment
more and two (to him) enormous jaws
open, and the ant quickly disappears
from sight forever. Sometimes, in-
stead of tumbling down into the pit.
the ant obtains a foothold and almost
escapes; but in such a case the ant-
lion throws aside all concealment,
rushes out, and shovels sand upon its
struggling victim, and by successive
jerks bombards it with such a fusillade
of sand that, beaten and confused, it

rolls down into the open jews of the
eruel bunter. For two years the ant-
lion carries on ils predatory warfarve,
radually growing larger and
its pit, until finally it is ready to
ehange into a chrysalis. It then en-
velops itself in a round ball of sand,
cemented together by fine silken eords.
In this cocoon it lives for about three
weeks, when it emerges a perfect four-
winged insect resembling the dragon-
fly.—From “*Animal Traps and Trap-
pers,” by C. F. Holder, in St Nicholas
for May. 2

The Shirt-Tail in War.

On the night of the battle of Frede-
ricksburg, when Burnside was tryin
to get his army back to the Staffo
side of the river owpr the one ponteon
bridge, that was left, Lee called a
council of war. Jackson had been
holding a position some three miles
down the riyer from Mary's Heights,
where the fiercest fighting had taken
place, but had moved his command up
closer late in the afternoon. The night
was fearfully dark, and a drizzling
rain had set in. Jackson came into
the council, saluted the oflicers pres-
ent, and took aseat off ina corner.
Gen. Lee stated the purpose for which
the council had been ealled, and asked
one of the senior officers for his opinion
and then another, and another, until
all haa spoken save Stonewall. Lee
then turned and asked his opinion,
but received no response. All turned
to hear what he would say, and there
sat Jackson, bold upright in his chair,
fast asleep. **Why, bless me,” said
Lee, *the old fellow is asleep,’” and,
going to him, he shook his arm and
called his name, which awakened him.
“Gen. Jackson will you give us your
opinion as to what should be dore?”’

“(Fentlemen,’” he said, I am sorrf
that I have not heard all that has been
said; but my plan is, if the couneil will
agree toit, to go back to my corps -
and mareh it into Fredericksburg at
once. The enémy hns met with a
severe reverse, and is, in all propabili-
ty, demoralized. They have only one
bridge over which to escape. “One
corps is suflicient to do this work, te
destroy what remains of that army on
this side of the river, and that Dbeing
done the campaign will be over.”

“But, General,”’ said Lee, *‘consider
the fact that those men have only the
one bridge over which to escape; they
will fight desperately.”

“*What if they do? My corps is ac-
customed to desperate fighting. But
the very fact that they have only ong
avenue of eseape, in their demoralized
condition, will cause them to make
every effort to use the bridge. They
will not fight so desperately as you
think.”

“But consider the darkness of the
night. Your men will not be able to
distinguish their own comrades.”

“I have thought of all that. [ will
make my men pull their shirt-tails out
and march in; they will know one an-
other then.”

Gen. Lee walked back and forth for
some time, deeply engaged in thought.
Finally he said: *‘Gen. Jackson I can
not agree to your proposition; the
slaughter would be horrible, and my
conscience can not approve of it.”’

**My conscience approves of it
thoroughly,' said Jaeckson. “War is
war; the slaughter to-day has been
horrible, and would have been se
the enemy gained those heights. e
enemy is in a trap, and we should take
advantage of it. If the tables were
turned I:Tley would march in on us.”’

“And at this very time,”’ said a
Union officer to mg last April, “we
were getting out of that place as fast
as men could be got over one bridge.
We were looking every minute for the
Confederate troops to rush in upon us,
and if they had done so we would have
been utterly ruined. Pope's army,
when Jaekson got behind him, was at
a picnic compared to our situation
that night.”” Andwhen I told bim of
Jackson's plan for enabling his troops
to know their comrades, he said:
“Fabius Maximus is the only other
man who ever lived who ever theught
of such a thing, and hissoldiers didn’t
have the materials.” — Louisville Cour-
ier Journal.

A Childlike and Bland Senator.

Some years ago some Wisconsin
lands were advertisea for sale under
the general law, and Senator Sawyer,
then, as now, a large Wisconsin land-
holder, took care to post himself thor-
oughly upon the value of each parcel
put up at auction. When the sale day
arrived a party of eastern capitalists
on the lookout for a speculation were
on hand to bid. They knew Sawyer,
and in every instance they raised his
bid. They felt very much elated when
they saw, or thought they saw, a look
of annoyance steal over his placid
countenance as seclion after section
was knocked down to them. The
bought nearly every parcel upon whicﬁ
Sawyer set a price, and went away de-
lighted at their shrewdness. Some
years after they visited Wisconsin,and
called upon Sawyer. He was delight-
ed to see them, invited them to his
house in Oshkosh, and treated them
very hospitably. They were going to
look at the lands they had purchased
at the sale. Sawyer chuckled as he
shook each by the hand, and invited
them to eall when they came back.
They have not called to date. The
senator expected to meetsharpers at
that sale, and so got a4 friend to bid on
all the best lands for him, and secured
the good timber lands offered. The
eastern men still hold the titles to half
the bogs in Wisconsin.—Minneapolis
Tribune.

A Logieal Hen.

Every one has heard of the distress
of the hen on beholding young duck-
lings hatched by her taking to the
water. This occurs so frequently as
to attract little remark, except when
observed by any one tor the first time.
Mr. Jesse, in 'his natural history
“Glea s, records a singular inci-
dent. A hen which had hatched three
successive duckling broods got so ac-
customed to the aquatic tendency of
her pupils, that on hatching a set of
her own eggs she led the chickens to
the pond, and in surprise at their un-
will ess to take the water, actually
pushed some of them in, and sever:
were drowned before the awkward sit-
nation was observed and the survivors
rescued.—Leisure Hour.




