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PORETRY.

E. 8. YOUNG & CO.,

Naval and Military Geeds & Equipmeonts.
Waitches, Jewslrr,

Wo. 16 Pellook Btreet, nearly opposite the Post
Office, Now Berae, N. C.

T-.lAl McCORMIUVE,

Anxy AxD Navr Goops or aLL Dascrirrioss Fur
EIIEED. Im—358

Masial Instrumonts,
and Sirings of all kinds,
ANl Northern current bauk notes taken at par, sl

ARMY AND NAVY TAILOR,
Pollock Strest, Oppostie the Episcopal Church,
New Beass, N.C.
Uniterms made to measure with promptaeas.

W, L. Poaix, C. W. Wxsr.
FOALK & WEST,
AUCTIONEERS,

Ne, 530 Pollock Sireer,

[+ 71 Nzw Brexz, N.C

J . wATTS,

¢ Poliock Si., a few doors west of Middis Birest.)

skillful rmaoner.

m CRAVEN STREET.

.'0.- wissiom Merchant, and Whelesaleo and

" INo.20 Porrocx Stazer, sdjoining the Government

Watchmaker & Jewel

ANMERICAN ARISTOORBACY.

BY 7. 6. 8AXE.

Of all the notable things on.sarth,
The queerest one is pride of birth
* Among Gur flerce democracy,”
A bridge across a hundred years,
Without a prop to save it from sneers,
Not even & pauple of rotten peers,
A thing for laughter, fieers and jeers,
Is American aristocracy.

Briglish and Irish, French and Spanisb,

Cermans, Italians, Dutch and Danish

Crossing their veins until they-vanish

o In one conglomeration |

£o subtle a tinge of blood, indeed,

No Heraldry Harvey will ever suceeed
In finding the circulation.

Depend upon it, my snobbish friend,
Your family thread you can’t aseend,
Without good reagon to apprehend :
You may find it waxed at the other end

By some plebeian vocation ; -
Or, worse than Mw boasted line
May end in a leop of stronger twine,

That plagued some worthy relation,  _ ..

Watehes, Clocks and Jewelry Repaired in a

Dec. 2, 1864. 7341,

R.G. BROWN,

Retail Grecer,

37 CEAVEN STREET, NEW BERNE, N.C.
feb 1. 9uf

C P. LOOMIS,
»

(Svcerasbe 3o C. B, Disswx )
WHOILESALRE AND RETAIL
degler in
Dry Geeds, Clothiag, Beols and Shees,
Hiatx and Caps, Schosl Books,
Siatiemery, &c. »
South Front Street, New Berue, North Ot{a}nl.

mar 9

‘VIIHITRIN & BROTHER,

. Who' -:ale and Retail Dealers in

Pry Geeds, Clething, Jeweiry, Famcy
Geods, lgsiery, Beoois, Shoes,
R ats, Caps, &c.

Corner of Pollock a d Middle sta., New Berne N.C.

All the above na ved articles will be sold at =&
smail advance asbov. cost. Come one, come all
and examine the atock X otr

F = SARTORIOUN,
3 :

DEALER IX
Geld and Silver Waiehes,
Clocks nnd Jewelry,
Middle Street, next door ' vhe curner.
Particular attention paid to repsiring of Watches,

Clocks and Jawelry.
Hﬂ: Bum? Alglﬁ. 1864. 59uf

ELAND, BIGLOW & CO.

CONMISSION MERTHANTS,

And Wholrsale dealers in ¥ruits Groceries, Provis.

jions, Foreign, &o. ;
Poliock Street, 1st do:r from East Front .;iércrot,
. -ti.

¥ew Bern, N.C
ST‘G HOTEL.
BY C. A. EVANS,
Fre t Strect Beawufo.t, N, C. o
 The Table is constantly supplied with ths bes

the market affords,
DBeaufort. N C., Dec. 24, 1864,

1tf,

R F. LEHMAN, t

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLER AT LAW
= New Berme, N. C.
, OMice in Brick Buildiag ou Railgoad Btreet, nea:
Pollock street. o=
Now Berne, Dez.24,1864.
1- J. SCHILLINGE 5 ,.eeDealer in
: _
#b.'rd_g- nnd Domesntic Y ines and Liguners,

Lager Beer, Cigars *nd Tebacce.

¢t M idle St., four doors South of Pollock. New
Bemne, . orth Carolins. 20tf,

i EDWIN WESsT,

a :

1 DEALER 1IN
Reeoks, lhtbhtr}',

Newspapers, Magazines,
mand Fancy Gheds.

e .

L9 . Bakery, Now Bemne.N. C.
Sept 2.

bﬂiﬁ- ¥. MAAG,
‘ _lmr [
AUGUST B. MAAG,
DEALER 1IN
| DRUGS AND MEDICINES.
Iwmported and Domestic Cigars, Chewing T bacco,
Pipes, Gents' Furnishing Goods, Per.’
Sumeries, Pocket Cutlery,
Garden Seeds, ete, g
At Whelesale and Retall.
Opposite the Union Photograph Gallery, Pollock
Street. sbove Middle, New Berne,
New Berne, Jan. 7, 1865,
Buael & SOPER,

64 tf

k14

COMMISSION MERCHANTS,
2 Endia Sircet, Boston, Mass.,
Iaovite the sttestiom of producers of
COTTON AND NAVAL STORES,
8ad soficit comsignments of the same. LIBERAL

ADVANCES will be made, and speedy sales,
Boston, dee 31, 1864 ot 12
F“HO. FLANNEL SHIRTYTS,

EXTRA SIZES, sad length,
ALSO," v
s Undershirts nnd Dra
g e R
i - 3 »
' 1 ]
M_.’ . - S i 4 : ] .
ROMES ! Wasches{ WATCHES 17

a-in.iﬁ. v Al M?' 1
R

.
¢ lm - 5

which one of the great
streets of New York the following

.|made the necessary

OCH STORY.

PAYING OFF A PARTNER.

2T H. MORFORD.

It is no matter of any consequence on
newspaper
in-
cidents occurred—what was really the

name of the newspaper in the office of
which they took place—or how many
years have elapsed since that
It is enough to say that they

riOd.—
id occur,
under my own immediate observation,

and so long ago that a good mahy of

those who laughed most heartily at the
time have probably forgotten all about

them.

I was at_that time sub-editor, proof-
reader, writer 6f puffs and moral essays,
and general man of all work for “a pa-
per of wide circulation and extensive
influence,” which [ may designate as
the Weekly Balloon, from the simple
fact that I might some day find my nose

pulled if I gave the real name.

The Balleon was the joint properiy

of two proprietors, who at the same
time both officiated as responsible Edi-

tors—The One, Wilson, most after the
business affaire, the reading of tbe long-
er manuscripts, and the column of
“Aqu'm to Correspondents ;”"—and

the other, Burke, passing judgment up-

on the poetry and short sketches receiv-
ed, making selections, writing short

stories occasional but very rare indul-

gences in longer ones, and having the
Iiterary and belles lettres charge of the
paper generally. Both had been prac-
tical printers in early life, and entered
the editorial profession; through the le-
gitimate channel. {1
No two nie. could be more dissimi-
lar, either in person or characler, than
Wilson and Burke though they agreed
capitally—perhaps for that very rea-
son. Wilson was a tall man of gravely
classic face. though with a merry twin-
kle in his bLlue _'eiye. that showed how
capable he was of appreciating a joke.
Burke was the very antipodes of Wil-
son. He was short and stout, with a
head of curly black hair, and a face
showing unmistakable marks of Hibern-

couple of generations removed. He
was a jolly, rolicking, story telling fel-
low, fond of a joke, and with no pro-
pensity to conceal the fact. I’ractical
ﬁ.ra}.lu were entirely in his line, though
e did not find occasion to indulge ih
them very often within the precincts of
the Balloon office. !
The editorial room of the Balloon
was at that time arranged in three di-
visions, In the outer, which ran the
whole length of the room, I had my
desk, while two or three others for the
mail clerk and for chance contributors
were distributed about the walls and
partitions. The other half of the room
was uEmn ‘sub-divided, and in one of
hese hdlves Wilson had his desk, while
urke. had his in the other. All the

room was open at the top, so that voices
could be heard when persons were in
loud conversation; but no one could
either see within the room of the other,
or, hear what was said in a tong of voice
pitched at a low conversational key.

As I occupied the outer room, and
was there almost all the time during
business hgurs, I .necessarily saw all
who passed into the rooms of either of
the proprietors, and I sometimes acted
as a sort .of lazy usher—(keeping my
seat o:l" the while)—to direct uvmaccus-
tomed. visitors to proper apartments.—
The Balloon had a large c%rpimof lady
contributors, nearly all of whom brought
their own manuscripts 1o the office and
arrangem q
their publication. o re 13
I was scribbling
d::lk one day,‘nmq:.ged in the melan-
choly occypation writi the “hu-
morous deportment” of lh?p:’eper:wigb-
out a particle of humor either in myself
or my material—when s lady came in
at the office ‘'door and inquired for Mr.

- ‘
* below Poss les By B e, 4

ian blood from which he was only a:

away at my little

Wilson. 1 not only directed her to the
door of his private den, but on that spe- |
cial occasion
the room. The lady had a roll of man-
uscript in her hand, and in that respect
looked like any of the five pundred M-
dy visitors. But while the fmajority of
them looked decidedly paste (don’t let
tae literary ladies suppose I am slan:
dering them !—literary talent; Whether
in man or woman, seldom ripens so as
to be available, until the first roses of
youth have dicd from the cheek)—while
the majority of them looked decidedly

passe, 1 say, this. woman was a Cleopa-

tra of dark beauty. I remember her
looks, and even her dress (which was
of light plaid silk, robe and mantle, and
the mantle heavily quilied,)to this day.
Heavy masses of curling black hair—

Lmanificent dark eyes, with lashes that

swept her cl eek—a rose-bud mouth and
cheeks of peachly bloom that had never
beer. bought at the perfamer’s—a figure
of queenly height and proportion—all

these I .Lought at a glance; and if I had

not been a poor devil of a sub-editor,
‘without evena private roomor a license
to fall in love, L. should ‘have become
thorapghly intoxicated with her in the
shost space of time that she required to
cross from the outside door to that of
Mr. Wilson’s sanctum. MY 5

As it was, only fell so much in love
as to be able to describe her at thia dis-
tance of time.. She passed into Wil
son’s room, and very soon a low mur-
mur of conversation sprung up in that
quarter. Though I could not distin
guish the words, I could easily recog-
nize the difference between the two
voices. Very soft and sweet was that
of the lady, while Wilson’s seeitied low
and tremulous, indicating that he was
somewhat “knocked off his perpendicu-
lar,” as Burke usedto say of him. This
probably lasted half an hour, and then
I heard the moving of chairs, asif the
visitor was about to take her departure,.
Directly the door opened, and as Wil-
son was about to show her the extraor-
dinary courtesy (for him) of accompany-
ing her across my room to the outer
door, that of Burke’s room opened, and
he came out, with his pen in his mouth,
ostensibly looking for his scissors, or
the paste dish (there was no mucilage
pot ready at hand fn those days,) or
some other very important trifle.

"1 had an idea then, and [ have never
got over it, that Burke did not really
want anything, but that he had heard
the female voice in his partner’s room,
knew when they were coming out, and
had determined to see what manner of
woman it w4s that could keep Wilson’s
attention 3o lang. Ifthat 'was his ob-
ject, he accomplished it, for he caught
a fair view of the lady, as Wilson hand-
ed her oLt of the door. and I heard him
give ventgo an emphatic “phew!” as he
recognized her beauty. . T

“Wilson, who the tie_uee have you got
there ¥’ he asked, as the latter was re-
¢rossing the room to his own docr.—
““She is as pretlty as a picture !” he add-
ed, ’

“Is she? well, I did not notice,” was
the reply of Wilson, though _his voice
gg;l manner betrayed that he was agita-
ed. - '
“Humph, you old rat! 1 know bet-
ter than that !’ commented Burke.—
*Catch you letting a handsome face go
without noticing it! But who is she?”

“I don’t know,” said ilson. -¢I
know that she bothered me along time
about a roll of manuscript that she
brought with her, and that she made
me promise to read it this week and say
whether it will be uvsed,.in our ‘Ans-
wers to Correspondents.” I promised
her that to get clear of her.”

“And dont you know Her hame?”
again asked Burke. : :

“No,” said Wilson, though I think he
was telling a very permission fib. ¢I
only know the name she left on the roll
of manuscript to be answered by.”

“ Well, what is that ?” persisted
Burke.

“Yqu seem to take a great deal of
interest in hei,” answered Wilson. “for
a stranger. The name on the manus-
cript is ‘Julie,””

“Humph ! sounds French,” said
Barke. “Pretty wo.san, any how you
can fix it !” and he went into his room,
closed the door. and 1 suppose went to
work. Bunt I caught a'glance of his eye
as he went through the door—a glance
directed out of the corner of Wilson,and
I saw there was mischief in it, tfough

where the lightning was going to strike.
.. For that day in the details of my bu-
siness, that occtrfence passed out of
my mind, and I do not remember- that
{ thought of it again until two days af-
ter, when the proofs began to come|
down stairs for my reading. They eame

twenty at oncc, Runniog down the
galley that contained the “Answers to
Correspondents,” I strack directly upe
on the name of “Julie,” and ins a.q_tl}
recollectgdhit as the.same ,th;t hla ﬁﬁ?n

iven the woman. I find a
oo 'olzhii nowyin‘ my ecrap-book,
m& from recollection a few days after,
under circumstances which will soon

explain themselves, ltfr@rad?‘pfoehll_ sly

as foﬂow‘is! o i

t up to show her across|

I had-no idea, as the Westerners say, | pe

in p huge bundle, as usuval, fifteea of/
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mirable, and the story exhibits

rangements for immediate publication.”
. This” was altogether out of the com-
on order of our nolices, and especial-
ly different from Wilson's grave and
business like style of commuhicating
with corrospondents through the paper.
I saw at a glance that my | idea
had been correct—that Wilson had be-
come smitten with the lady of the dark
eyes. - Fi iy IR _

However, it was no business of mine,
and I only meke this explanalion of
twhat 1 understood from the;notice, be-
cause it has a bearinz un what comes
af;er. e B 1 .

There were no serious errors in the
proof,that I remembeér, and if any there
were, they were certainly carfected; for
a revise was taken, and that revise Mr.
Wilson himself read—a véry . forfunate
circumstance for me, in connection with
any further employment as proof lead-
-er in that office, as it afterward appear-
ed‘ i Fns - Ihe#
L. It is not to be swpposed that having
once read the proof, and' examined the
revise, I should again have seen the
i matter before’it went to press; nor was
% all:likely that any other person would
read it, either in type or on another

roof, until it appeared in the paper.—
t.is .prefty evident that mobody did
‘read it, except perfiaps ome.  However
that may have been, the week wore on
and the Balloon was published—all
fair, smooth; and satisfactory. -
vk was sitting' again at ' my desk, the
dey after publication, when a rather
loud-voiced and rough-faced man, of a
décidedly foreign aepmct,:entered the
office. Neitherone of the parthers were
at the time in their rooms. The visi-
tor'asked for Mr. Wilson, in!English
only a little broken, and I answer
him, of course, that he was out. How
soon_would he be in? Idid not know.
Be'in to-day? Isuppos¢ so—might not
be gone for any length of time., Would
the visitor wait ? He $aid he would,
and did wait, slamming/ himself down
in a spare chair with forte enough near-
ly to knock through the cane bottom,
and slapping a big switch against his
boot, with an air that indicated that he
would like to have slapped something
els&with it.. I wrote on, but uncomfor-
tably; with an idea that ;ihad a volcano
behiad me, which might blow out at
any moment. '

After half an hour of waiting, and
when my new friend had apparently
found himself a little eooled, I Hearl|
Mr. Wilson’s deliberate step coming up
the stairs, and he came into the room
the next moment afteri Aghe did eo, I
turned to the gentlemdn in the chair,
and said ; . ' Bl il

“There is Mr. Wils&n——yon_ “wanted
to see him.” R

The man in the chair sprang up as if
a galvanic battery had been suddenly
applied him, rapidly crossed the room to
Wilson, pulling out a newspaper, out of
his pocket, at the same time opened the
paper, slapped it with his. switth, and
burst out in language bot enough broken
to need reproducing itin that particular:
~ “Are you Mr. Wilson? What do
you mean by abusing my wife 7’

“Abusing your wifé, my dear sir ?—
who is your wife 7—I da not know what
you are talking about ™ exclaimed Wil-
son slightly starting back.

the

——making

tice.

‘man ioside. [

came out, and

It never came
fice (I may as

ofa mani”

pected me.
a time,

ed-—a number
par of Wilson

terations, 1n

covered.”

should arrive.

slapping his hand on the paper this timne,
instead of the switch.  *You call my
wife ‘depraved’ and ‘abaminable ' My
wife never was depraved or abomina-
ble!” B H
“Who is your wife 7" broke out Wil-
son, now about as angry as his visitor.

“My wife has been, writing ffor you
under the name of ‘Julie,’” said the
loud man. “You promised to look over
her story, and she said you were a gen-
tleman. But I see you are a big black-
guan‘.l." o “ufbd .

“Take care !” said Wilson, with a
motion that looked ormhiniously |like an
intention to strike, and 'which the evi-
dently reconsidered. “Your wife, my
dear sir—Julie—I did not say- so about
any stich woman! Where is what you
mean 7’ : i

“Here !” thundered the loud man,
handing :he paper to Wilson with an-
othér siap of the hand. ' I saw |that it
was a copy of the last. Balloon newspa-
r. Wilson took the paper—read—
rubbed his read dgain—tlien he | be back
burst out vivix- one single word that told
soveral volumes. . = |

I have seldom seen a man 8o |ang?y:
Hemhedhtbadudosk wul was yet
sitting—threw down the paper on it
,withg;h&n'anduldi SO e L PRRRS

«What does all this mean ? 'Didn’t

through fifteen

quence.

skill.

week to week as

iness there.

again in

nish the num!

apology to the

there '—<Angwers to Cotrespondents’—
Julie?” i

said, “and so did-you, for I saw you!
"What is the matter ¥ .

“Yes, I-did read it myself " said Wil-
son, “but there was no such stuff there

- Hé gave me time, not, to vead, and especial reagon.

é'-umuwtahug.aﬁ been examined. Thestyle |1 read.  ‘The
a.high nﬁn.n:ﬂa which sannot fall to bring the which I have before given, read at that
'ﬂtariito celebrity: -We have made ar “juncturou s :

“Juriz—The MS. hes been examived. Thesty]®
of composition is abominable, and ths st sxhib"\'.
8 highly depraved taate whichcannot fail to brin

ter into eventual misery
argogements for ln?n’odine destruotions’

Some printer had dextroml_r changed
*admirable” to ‘“‘abominable,’
ted” to “depraved,” “celebrity” to “mis-
ery,” and “publication” to ‘“‘destruction”
, it will be observed, rather a
marked diff erence in the tone of the no-

Perhaps Wilson did not wish fo have
me for a witness t0 any more of the
conversation, for he invited the loud.

any quantity of explanations offered to
pablish the matter next week, and teu-
dered a thousand apologies to the ag-
grieved lady. I heard some of the
words, espeeially those of the husband,
thongh not enough to give me the chain
of his observations.
have occurred, the loud men did not
look in much better humor when he

the roll of manuseript awa

the lady of the dark eyes ever again
cross the threshold while I remained in
that employment.

The visitor had scarcely gone, that
day when Wilson came out of ‘his room
again, came up to my desk, and sbid :
“Do you know anything about this
trick, sir? Yes or nn, upon the honer

+%Upon my houor Idid not know any-

thing about it,” was theanswer [ made’
and I do not believe that hs really sus”
The next moment 1 heard
his long legs going up the stairs that
led to the composing room——two steps at
For what happened there I had
afterwards $he word of the foreman,and

was only what might have been expact-

with the matter on the galley--denials
on the part of the printers that any
them had done so—tho end of all which
was that the mystery was not ocleared
up in the least degree, except that the
printers were exonerated. 4

Wilson made a straight guess at the
perpetrator of the fraud, however, I
fancy, from the first.
that [ did, from the moment of reading
the altered paragraph. Some night du-
ring the week, _
gone home, Burke had quietly gone up
to the composing rcom—made the al-

chuckles over the scrape into which he
was getting Wilson, and got away again,
asthe newspapers say of the pickets
who burn buildings in the occupancy of
the hostile army—*without being dis-
It was not Wilson to say a
word to Barke on the sul ject, even if h+
had proof of the operation.
ally preferred to disseruble his chagrin
and.*pay him off ” when the proper time

That time arrived, not very months afler,
though long enough for Burke to have relax-
ed the strictness of. his watch for a “hick back.”

Burke was really a very spirited sketch-
writer, and he wrote longer stories, when he
would enter upon the labor, that won and de-
served popularity. He won that success, too,
when he did strive for it, without plunging at
: lall into the deeply sensational or “‘blood-and-
T [P thunder” style of literature.

Then look here  said the lond mah, the latter cf:sa'-h‘e Had 4 most unmitigated con
tempt, and would about as soon have taken a
dose of strychnine as willingly allowed his
namse to_be gpperded te anything that kas fur-
nished us the “Fiery Fiend of Fiddlefaddle,”
end the *“Last of the Blood Tubs.”

Burke finslly commenced a story of English
life, one week, after gathering an immense
' amount of material for a tale which should run

the name was is now a matler of no conse-
He had an vhlimited number of
characters involved, and managed them, in
the opening chapters, with extraordinary
Sharp, keen character-sketching, with
trenchant wit, graphic descriptions of scenery,
criticisms on art and literature, and all the
pleasanter and more refined characteristics of
the novelétte, were the staple of what Burke
evidently designed to make his master-work,
to which be of courseput his full name. As
many other story-writers do when editorially
connected with the papers to whici they are
contributing, Burke wrote his nuwmbers from

finishing up the whole story befSre the tom-
mencement of publication., .
The tale had been running for some seven
or eight weeks, and the interest was just be-
inning to be fairly evolved, 'when Burke was

suddenly called to go Bist, by some groperty

detained much longer than he expec
nally a letter came from i, sayihg 'that he
had been busy

gbd that it would be necescary to make an
resders, and promise it for the,
number following. - @rias:

I bantled the letter
B e e
: e TS i & L ] ne a t @ raved s fle over
you,read that proof?—that proof—lg 'coe it ithe influence of the story on|
the circulation of the-paper was killed by the

HOF course I'vead. it, Mr. Wilson,” }|publishiog & stary befors he bad done riting |

then! Bes what'itis, now® - | -mg

notice, the of

::iginnl

coltiva.

have no duubt he made

Whatever may

I noticed that he took
with him.
back to the Balloon of-
well say here,) mor -did

of angry inquiries on the
as to who had meddled

of]

Iam very sure
when all the printers had

the midst of diabolical

He natur-

For anything of

or twenty numbers. " What

they were wanted, instead of

He went away, expecting to
two or Lhree days, baut was
pected. Fi-

—that ha could not fur-
of the story for that week—

to Wihm. 'h:m at

him what was

man who commenecad

e

<

- T _rs_x..-m‘ .-

“Never mind,” he said to the foreman.
“Wait till té-.m*'notnlnl, and then we
will-try to find something to fill up the space.”
The foreman accordingly went up stairs again,

A few mindtes after, I saw Wilson come
out into the outerroom and get the harging

the Bdgnlll
From that time

g€ | ile of the current volume o

which he took in with him,

did not sce anything of him during the entire
aflternoon, except once or twice when I had
occasion to go into the'toom for & moment, in
which instances he was scribbling sway at the
desk with rail road speed, paying 0o atfention
to anybody or anything. Toward t [ saw
him sefid ‘up'td the printers a large roll of
matter, and sup of course, that he had
been supplyirg the vacant space of Rurke’
story with some lucubrations of his own, '

When the story proofs came down to ma,
late the next day, I altered my opinion ay
what Wilsan bed been doing.  With w full re-
collection of the prank played by his partdes
in the “Notices to 'Correspondents,” Wilson
had not been supplying the place of Burke's
story, but suppiyiag BW&c'ulory itse(f. And
such a supply.. Burke bad intended the story
to run at jeast two or throe months longer,
but it had no oceasion to run, or do anything
else, after that—it was finished. .

It is impossible to particulariee, at this dis
tance of time, a2 I bave no copy, the contenta
of that wonderful three or four columns. But
I distinetly remember that he brought all the
characters over to this country, tock them to
the West, introduced an Italian bandit, two
or three Arabs, and an'_elophant, and in the
concluding chapter killed offf no Jdess than
eleven of the prowineat personages by variolm
cruelies, from duels and taking poisen, to the
blowing up of & posder mill, and the runain
off a whole frain of cars into the Mississippi.
It was certainly & most stupendous perfor.
mance ; and there, at the head of that fearful
wmass of droll impossibility and absurdity,
stood the name of Burke as author. 5 W

Exactly in that shape the conclusion af the
story went cut to the readers of the Dulloes.
If it did not quite satisfy the readers who had
been interested in the original story, I faney it
furnished as much amusement as could well
have been extracted fromn the sams space in
any human langusge. The gencral
sion was, [ belicve, that Burke must have
written these concluding chapters while suf~
fefing under & fit of delirum tremens, and that
the stuff had ctept into the paper without
Wilson's secing ft.  That is about as near, by
the way, as human calculations generally come
to the reality.

It was two days.afler the publication whea
Burke : eached the city. Somcbody had shéwn
him the paper, and his condition of helploas
rege way bo imagined, but if itis to be de-
scribed, somebody else Leside myself muyst
make the attempt. When hg reached ihe
offige, Wilsop was sitting in his roowm, writin
prdbably, and very Qquiet. Burke strede
across the oulerroom, his face stormy as a
thundercloud, flung open the door of Wilson's
room, strode in, and broks out—

;'lWI::lo“;n thunder” —— e

e did not any er wit - ques-
tion at that momm. and [ think be *nn:' did
afterwards, I heard Wilson -interfupt him,
and I could fancy bim lying coolly back in bis
chair as he did so. ; \

“The same fellow, I suppose, who altercd
my answer to & correspondent, not lon .
Do you know who that wag?’ e

Burke's reply was a Jaugh. He was con~
quered. They went out together & fow mine
utes afterwards, and I bave an idea that thoy
might have been found mwoistening their cla
somewhere in the neighborhood, At
events, they were both quite as good friends
a8 usual, afterwards, and no quarrel had
grown, as I was afraid might be the case, out
of Paying Off a Partner.

The Battle«Field of Frankiia,

The Nashville correspondent of ¢he Cinejnw
nati Commercial writes: “[lately passed over
and examined the fleld where was foughs,
November 80, oneof the flercest and bloodiest
battles, for the nuinbers engaged, of the whole
war, The carnage among ﬁlee rebels muse
have bern fearful.  All aloag in front of the
breastworks on which they charged; for seve~
ral rods deep, the graves are clustered thick

| a8 in the wost populous Potter's field of the
{ old world.- As the rebels oggupied the fleld

after the fight they bad abutdant lvisure ta
bury their dead decently, hence there aro
none of those disgusting and revolting exhibi-
tions that sometimed shock the beholder, buk
he can not repress a feeling of unfeigned sad-
ness at the thought that in the short space of
four hours all thess multitudes were slaugh-
tered in a vain struggle to accomplish the com-
mand of a madman, ) .
“The brezstiotks cross the Franklin Piks
at a right angle, and it was right down Lhis
road-and on either side of it (hat the rébels
charged in & solid pbalanx five miles deep. |
Behind the works lay the Twenty=-third gorpy,”
the third division to the left, the second lo the
right. In front of them the destruction was
far more terrible than elsewhera. They oc-
cupied a sort of sallent in the works, which
projected forth and met the brunt of the at-
tack like a great rock in the edge of the sea.
The country level and perfectly open. and the
balls took full effect. Our men were crowded
80 densely behind the works that those in the
front did nothing but fire the pieces. which

were loaded by their comrades In tbo'nr.r. It
needs only that one should look 4t (he abatis

of brush which lay in front of them (o learn
what a deadly torrent of lead flled il the air.
To use Lbe bomcl‘y comparison of one who
belped in that day's work : ‘It looks jast as
though it had been rng through a threshi
machine,” and B0 it A grove of un:ﬂ
locusts just io the rear of our works wears
such an appeéarance as it wight if*a visitation
of bail had been, followed by one of locusts,
and alter that each several and particular re-
waining shred of bark and limb picked off.
“The rebels buried their dead by regiments,
in rows parallel to the road. They made the
graves about cighteen inches deep, and sepe—
rated by a thin wall of earth. Some

number as many as fifty killed odtright. The
whale ndthiber of dead, according to their own
ion, is about one thouéaod seven bhun-
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