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[WHOLE NO. 74.

Subseribera  recoiving the Paper with
thie notice designated to them by a bue
mark, are thus notified that the term of

B iheir subscription will expire in  two

soecks, and that at the end of that time the puper will

br discontinwed unless a renewal iz made.

It will alzo serve o3 o notice to those in arrears
dhat their names will be dropped at the expiration of
tiro weeks unless a vemittance is made.

The neceasities of our business compel us to adopt
this plan, which will henceforth Le rigidly enforced.

- Lok out, then, for the Bive Mark.

Ll
MNorth Carolina Gazette.
J. H. & G. G. MYROVER,

ualblislIronrs.

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION :
(3o pear (10 Al VAREE) e e mreeesm e a3
Six me nths, -
CLUB RATES :
10 gapies (scnt toone address) with an extracopy §
wp - “ . a s

22 50
40 00

i » To 00
50 N b 5 i B

and & prominm of 4 fine chromo, value £25 % 00
0 copien (scnt toonne wilicaa) wilhoan oxtia AOLY 150 00

andd a premiam of @ fine chirome, vale 40

e ———

RATES OF ADVERTISING :

One sqiare M hines solid nonpareil) one insertion §1 00
3 . . . ar two L. 1. 50
one month £ 50

“ 4 three HRLL

=ix o o 00

i “" " i = twelve 15 00

Lonzeradvertisements chargad in proportion to the
above rates. Special Notices 23 per cent. more than
regalar advertiseaments,

Heme Circle.

“flome is the Sacred Refuge of Our Life.”
Divypelen.

BERENICE.

\

“Sappose we give it up, Berry, and stay
at home,” sngzested the young husband,
lavine aside the dainty invitation cands as
he spoke.  “Yon wouldn't care a great
deal, would yon ¥7°

Borenice put up her cherry lips in a
ehildish pont,  “Of eonvse [ wonld care,
Bruee,” she said reproachfully; “evervhody
else is roine; why can’t we go? Why, the
badl ot Belvidere Place is all the talk.—
Carrie Dubantls woing, and she's got the
loveliest dress that human eves ever he-
leld.  And such lace —rveal point—and a
Liran new tourgnoise set, and ey husband’s
not near so well off as yow are.”

“WWell, well, don't fret, Berry,” said her
husband, with a sieh; “if yon've set yonr
Licart on it vou shall go.  Bat 1 thoneht,”
hie added hesitatingly, “1 mean—well, the
plain trath is, Berry, that ‘l'u_u a little Lit
eramped for eash now,  That Leavy note
eomes due on Friday, and my allairs are
nat quite so steady as L like.  Aud this
Linil—*

“(Oh, nonsense,” interposed the yonng
wife, giving Ler red cold ringlets a toss
syon men alwaye talk that way. DPapal
always did, 1 remember. when mamma
went to b Tor woney.  But yoncan’tim-
pose’ e me, Ui too well posted. Yon've
woney enaneh; therd's no mistake ‘about
shat. And I shaw’t need a fortane; so the

rnatter’s gettled; we shall ga do the ball arp

Belvidero.® _

“YVery well; vou shall have i yout owng
way,’ Lu veplied: and, rising ap' {rom
Lis bright little breakfast table; Braece
Punbar kisged lis wife, and went down
togy to Lis place of business,” =5 7

Moy haed not been marrifd quite a year,
and Trmee Iuabar could not find itin His
heart ta deny his ]‘z'l-!!}f-lt‘tiii{l wife asingle
gratification; but he looked moody eneich
as he' walked dewn the cheerful, suu-lic
street.  He told the tnth when hie said ho

Avas t'!':itnp]\il for rns}l; there was not a
spare dallar ia his till.

A few years hack ‘the samé handsome
Brace Dunbar bad Leen what-is termed in
fashionable parlanee “fast,” - Hegdrowe a
blooded harse, indulged in cards and chain-
pagne suppers, and sowed his wild oats
woetty bguntifulliy., Buat iu the mblst of

1l this be fell 7 love,. with pretty Dere-
nice Hollwook.. and £he wbdle mannper of
his life was chapged. " _

Ninee the honr of ‘his marriage, he Had
eiven up all lis bachelop indulgenees, and
walked answervingly inthe  narrow path
of rectitude-and virtne. He was doing his
best to redecma the past, and to retMeve

~his fallen fortunes. And here came the
invitations to the Belvidere ball at the
most inopportune time. ¢

He reached hisoflice with aleavy heart,
and set about his work, countiig over the
long list of unpaid bills.  “If Berry would
only give up the ball!” he thonght every

‘ time he raised Lis eves from the dreary
ledeer.

But pretty Berenice, with her peach-
bloom cheeks and red gold tfesses, had no
sich thonglt as that. Just before the
hour for closing, she came fliting into her
voung hushand’s office, sach a radiant
creature in her silks and jewels, that he
forcot -his eares, and looked up with a
suiling welecome. -

“I've been out shopping, love,” she said,
tonching her ripe lips to his brow; “ge'ting
our things for the Belvidere. I've goi you
au exquisite vest and tie, ete., and I do

wish yon could see my dress! I bought
it already made—a Paris affair, you know,
l‘l“i_ tissue and rose-buds, and knots of
Paris green.  Oh, it is too lovely! Car-
rie Dubant’s won't compare with it at all!
And Madame R - said that I must—I
positively yust—have an cmerald set to
match it a light emerdld, you know, to
suit my complexion. And, darling,” touch-
ing ber lips 10 bis brow again, “f Was sure
you would'nt wind, and I got these”—un-
closing a -cacket, and flashing a blaze of
s‘fﬁm"“ splendor before the young hns-
8 €yes—"at a real bargain, too. Ain’t

; ‘-gle_v exquigite! And the whole bill, for

: dwaa,ﬂ;d everything, is only five hundred
dollars! 1\“_‘".»1111\'0':1’1__1 been an econom-

ical little wife 7

Bruce Dunbar almost: reeled where he
stood. Five hundred dollars, and he with
scarcely five hundred pennies at his com-
mand! But he uttéred no word of re-
proacha He kissed the pretty face look-
ing np to him, and then called a cab and
went home, with his happy wife chattering
beside him.

They went to the ball at Belvidere
Place, and Berenice Dunbar took the palm
for beanty, in her shimmering robes, with
her fresh cheeks and red gold enrls, and
childish mauners. Her husbhand followed
her lead, forretful of everything but the
joy of the moment

The “Beaatiful Blue Danube” had end-
ed, and fhey were inthe refreshment room.

“Come, Broce, let’s have a glass to your
beautiful bride’s health and happiness,”
said av old friend, meeting him for the first
time sinee his marriage.

The yvonng man shook his head, aud
was on the point of nttering a polite refu-
sal, but his wife pinchied his arm. “O
Bruce, don’t,” she whispered; “it’s so old-
fashioned and “saintish. Why don’t you
drink like other men?"

Bruce Danbar’s cheeks flushed. Tt had

cost him a great strnggle to give up hisso-
cial glass, but Le Lad conquered for Lis
wife's sake. And Lhis was his reward !—
Ile scized thé glass and drained it at a
dranght. The glowing liguor ran like fire
throngh Lis veins, arousing all his old
thivst, all Lis old craving for strong drink.
Befere the great ball at Belvidere was ov-
er Lis cheeks glowed and his eves flashed,
and his step was a trifle un;te:nl-\': bt
pretty Berenice did not mind—all the gen-
tlemen in her set drank champagne.
« T'wo weeks after the ball Berenice wait-
ed impatiently for her husband’s return.—
Dinner was spoiling; the salmon steaks
would be utterly ruined in ten minutes
more, and the voung wife was dreadfully
impatient. She bad a new dress and tick-
ets for Nilsson. Why did not Bruce come!
On the bed lay her lovely new dress. It
WwWis l'l'lll"'l i!] l)li'lll':t‘ to treat }I[‘l‘ S0, Shl'
eried till ber eves were red and swollen,
and at last, in order to begnile the dread-
ful hours, she picked up the evening pa-
wr,

There it was in great, glaring capitals,
the failnre of the firm of Dunbar and Chase.
Her husband was bankrupt. A sharp ery
escaped her lips as the terrible truth fiash-
ed npon ber.  And where was he?! Why
didn’t he come home ?

Midnight came—a black and stormy
miduight—and still the young wife sat
there wateliing and waiting,

At last there came an unsteady step on
the porch below,  She hnrried to the win-
dow and threw it up.

“Bruce, is that you?’

-A thick, minatural voice answered her,
“Yes, it's what lelt o’ me, Berry; let me i
the police are after me.”

Berenice flew down and opened the door.
An officer mounted the steps as she did so,
and laid his hand heavily on Bruce Dun-
bar's shonlder. )

“Mr. Dunbar, you are my prisonesr.”

“He's mny husband,” shricked Berenice.
“What are yon arresting him for "

Wor anrder.”

She looked down at Bruce, standing in
dogged &tence, and by the lJight of the
ligfl Lanp saw¥ that his hands were red
with bleod, and with ene awfal cry she
fell white aud senseless on Lier own tliresl#
okl t EY

She awoke to conscionsness in her old
houid,_ahd fPour ber mother’s lips she heard
thee tevrible story,  Her husband had- fail-
ced; and in order to-drown his frouble had
drpnk  deeply.  In a gambling house,
where he was trving to retrieve kis losses,
Lie Diad wotinto & brawl; and had given his
adversary o deep wonnd.upon the temple.

SAnd itis all my fanlt, not his,” wailed
the peor veung: wite; “all smine; I lured
“hine to his :‘;lfq.!.'_ 4 X ) .

The worning before the trial a little slip

of paper yras found beneath the window ef
the chamber in which Berenice lay unto
deati. Tt ran I_hiu;:_
. “Good-bye, Berry, I won't stay here and dis
grice You. 've managed to escape from prison,
snd P _going—Heaven knows where.  Forget
me, ad be Lappy. 2 Bruee.”

Five years afterward a pale, sweet-faced
womzan sat in the cottage that had once
been Brace Danbar’s home, with a little
child playving at her fect—a very different
woman from the frivolous Berenice of days
gone by, vet we know her by her pearl-
fair cheeks and red-gold hair.  Sorrow and
suffering bad done their work, and at last
poor Berry saw clearly, Her remorse had
been deep and bitter.

And now, day by day, with the little
boy who bore his father’s eves, his fath-
er’s face and his father’'s name, she loped
and waited. Her husband’s erime was
not uurder; the wounded man did not die;
and the way was elear for Bruce Dunbar
to return; vet he did not come. He was
dead, his friends thought; but Berry hoped
with the faith of a deathless love.

One sammer day she sat at the cottage
window with her child at ber feet. A roy-
al summer aay, the skies blue and clond-
less, the sunlit air sweet with the breath of
the roses and pnrple lilaes. ‘

She had worked hard and faithfully in
those diewry five years, poor, remorseful
little Berry, Jewels and laces, even ler
father’s dowry, had gone to pay. off her
husband’s debts and elear his name. Her
work was done now. She owned the cot-
tage, and in the shadow of the purple lilac
bloom she sat, lier sweet, sad face fall of
an unutterable despair. Wounld he never
come back? Wonld heaven never forgive
ber? ,

The latch of the wicket gave a sharp
elick, and the old honse dog darted for-
ward with g peculiar ery. Berenice look-
ed up. A tall, gaunt figure'in threadbare

ents was coming up the walk, The
gard unshorn face and bleared eyes
Lbm'e no resemblance to handsome Bruce

Dunbar, but the wife’s unerring inStinet
could not be deceived. She darted through
the winlow with a low, passionate ery.

“() Broce, my husband, at last, at last?”

She pat out "her arms to clasp Lim, but
he held Ler back. 2

“Don’t; I am not worthy,” he said hoarse-
lIy; “I'm a lost, degraded wretch. Bat,
Berry,” his poor, hagaard face full of inex-
pressible tenderness, “1 eonldn’t die till 1
Lad seen yon once wore,
voun. and 1'll leave youn forever.” 4
" But her young arms caught Lim in a
close embrace, lier fond lips cdovered his
white face with kisses. :

“No, vou won'ty” she eried; “you “shall
never leave me again,  Your name is clear,
vonr debts are paid, and there is a new
life for us to, lead, my husband. Oh, I
have waited so long!, It wasall my fanlt,
Bruce, the ball at Belvidere did it. Cao
you ever forgive me?”

Ie held her in Lis arms and sobbed up-
on her shoulder, like a wowman, in his
weakness. She turned to the open win-
dow and beckoned to the clild.

“And there’s something  else, Bruce,”
she said, “for you to live for now.
here!”

He raised lis head and saw the little
fellow at Lis feet looking up in grave,
cliildish wonder.

“Our own boy, Bruce,” sobbed Berry.
“Darling, this is papa, come home to us
at lagt!”

And Brace Dunbar, with his wife and
child in his aniis, looked up toward the
far off snmme‘r,sk_\'. asking heaven to give
Lim strength Yo hegin the new life_Le in-
tended to live.

And the strength must have been vonch-
safed to Lim; for in five years more he
was one of the first men in his native town;
and if ever any feminive weakness or temnp-
tation assailed Berenice, she had hut to
call to mind the sad results of the Ball at
RBelvidere.

Tias SacgrrL oF EArtiH.—A rich man
Lad by an unrighteous law-snit obtained
from a poor widow a small field, li'\' the
produce of which she was just able to
waintain herself.  The inconsolable wo-
man catne to the merciless man with the
humble reguest that e would allow ber
to take away a sackful of earth from her
former possession. The rich man consented
with a contemptuons smilc; =0 the widow
went witha large sack, and dug and shov-
elled il it was quite full from the bottom
to the top.  When she had finished, she
asked her plunderer, who had been lodk-
ing ou, to help ber to lift the sack upon
her shoulders. To this e alzo consented,
and exerted ail his strength in order to
life the loads but it was of no use—it was
‘u,rm Ilt‘:l'.'_\’.

As e was about to zo away to feteh a
atrungr iborer to lift it, the widow held
Lim back, aud said, “Frend! stay here; as
I am obliged to give up the whole field
to yvou, therélore 1 will leave yvou thie sack-
ful of earth also.  But ean voun auswer me
the following gquestion: ‘As this sack is al-
resdy too leavy for you, will not tue
whoio fickl weigh still more Leavily on
yop before God's judement-scat, and crush
von to the pround? 7

The mans consience was tonched by
this reprocf, and he gave the field up agein
9 thie widow,

Hippex Treasrrns.—2 A few davs ago
" . * i ke
two young Mexicans hy the names of

Emilio and Jose Graza, while excavating |

a diteh near the Misston Espada, bad the
good fortene to unearth two old copper
kettles containing, according. to some ac-
counts, £3,000, and _according to cthers,
mneh S15.000 i  “Carolus the
Fourth” silver dollars, It is by no means
an uncamnmon occurrenee fﬂ!' 1:}-s1l(‘}‘ ﬂljl‘i
other valoables to be discovered in Sau
Autonia; quite a number of such instances
have cowe under onr observation, but this
one pans out beitar than any we liave eves
heard of.  The early history of our elassic
city is remarkable for the number of civil
commotions that took Ill:u;'e between  the
rival sections, or Letween the Spaniards
and their Indian subjects, and as there
was ng other kind of money in those days
‘except coin, it often bappened that wealthy
wen’ were obliged to bury their cash be-
fore engaging in battle, from which, in
many iustances, they never returned, and
the exact locality being unknown, the
valuabie depogits remain concealed to this
day. From 1511 to 1813 this section was
in a constant broil, and there is good rea-
son to believe that a Spanish General by
the name of Elisonda buried his wilitary
chest, cousisting of two cargoes of reals,
somewhere in town, amounting to about
24,000, and the same has never been dis-
covered.—San A nionia, Texas, Herald.

is ak

A California girl, only fifteen years old,
was recently married by contraet, without
the services of priest or justice. Her
mother would not give her consent to the
match, and she was unable to get a license,
but a lawyer told her to ahead, and the

marriage would be just as valid as any.

CavGaTIN TrER OWN TRAP.-The Char-
lottesville Va., Repudlican says: A gentle-
man in Lonisa Cennty, one night last
week, hearing a noise about Lis corn:Liouse,
went out with a donble-barrelled shot-gun,
and secing what he sapposed to be a man,
fired, killing Lim instantly. Upon closer
examination, Le discovered that the man
Le shot at was sitting upon a lever which
had been inserted in a crack, and the house
bodily lifted up, while two others were in
the cracks getting out the corn. A still
closer examination revealed the horrifyi
fact that, as the first man fell from the
lever, the house closed down upon the un-
fortunate wretches mashing the life out of
them. Thus the three men all lost (heir
lives in an instant in a trap which they
themselves had set. They were all ne-
groes.

Let me loek at

Look/|

A ROMANTIC MARRIAGE.

The Clnicag.o Tribune, in a sketch of
Larkins G. Meade, the sculptor, tells this
romantic story :

Mr. Meade was left in charge of the
Unjted States Cousulate at Venice during
Mr. Howell’s bridal trip home to America.
*Everybody who has been in the -quaint
old city of the Adriatic will remember the
crowds that of an evening promenade b
the beantiful plaza of San Marco. W Eiplc
residing in Venice, the youthful artist met
a lady whose perfection of form, flasking
eve, classic face and Belegant bearing to-
ward her associates, made a case of des-
verate love at fiest sight.  But of the lady
the artist knew nothing whatever; he could
not: speak & word of her language; e was
a stranger in a strange land; and bow to
make himself known to the abject of Lis ar-
dent affections was the proliem not only
1 of the hour, but of week after week, per-
haps wonth after month.

Of course, Lis own promenades on the
plaza were long and frequent; and, taking
care wot to observed, every meeting with
Lis inamorata only increased thé ardor of
his affections. In due time Mr. Lincoln
appointed the Ilon. Francis Colton, of
Galesburg, Ill., to the Venetian Consalate,
and on his arrival in Venice Mr. Meade
returned to his studio in Florence, where
he had alveady acquired some celebrity
as a sculptor.  But absenee from the Lome
of Lis own divinity was intolerable to the
voung artist. He went back to Venice,
and there told his story to his friend and
conutryman, Mr. Colton, whose svmpathy
and kind oflices were at once enlisted in
behalf of the disconsolate lover. The in-
terpreter and assistant of Mr. Colton was
a member of one of the oldest noble fami-
lies of Venice, and without a first know-
ledge vf the olject of the request, he was
commissioned to fiud out who the lady
was that bad so unconscionsly ecaptivated
the heart of the American artist. Nhe was
fonnd to be both in her connections and
culiure all that eonld be desired, and now
the problem was how to make the lady
acquainted with the character, social stand-
ing and prospects of her lover. In time
this was sufficiently accomplished to war-
rant & meeting of the parties most in-
terested, but &ll talking had to be done
throngh an interpreter, for neither eould
speak a word of the other’s language. A
very romatié kind of courtship, sarely; but
Cupid has a thossand little arts by which
he wing sneceptible hearts beside tliose
wlicl men um{ maidens vainly strive to
conceal under the forms of speech. To
cut short var story, Mr. Meade was aceept-
ed, and then a new obstacle was thrown
in their way., The lady was a Roman
Catholie; ker intended was not. By the
laws of the church ruline in Venice no
priest was permitted to unite them in mar-
ringe.  The PPope was appealed to in vain
to grant a dispensation in their favor; but
love breaks all barriers. A civil marriage,
peruitted  under Vietor Emanuel, was’
performed for them in Florence, and soon
after a Catholie Bishop in England, in ac-
cordance with the principles of the lady,
made their marriage and their bhappiness
complete.

- New Orreaxs Beavrties.—The wo-
men of New Orleans are probably the
most saperb-looking in America. They
are brunettes the most and best of them,
with an elegance of carriage and figure, a
coutonr of featnre, and a pose of manner
that are matchless. They say that the
peasautry in certain districts of Spain car-
ry vet in their faces the grandeur of the
faded Castilian sodlesse. These New Or-
leans beanties, lifted tenderly down a
dozen generations of elose blood, are more
queenly than the portraits of their French
mothers that have hang for centuries in
their parlors,  Some of them are like
chiseled, penciled figares oat of marble,
with the soft dash of Guide’s brush or of
Petrarch’s song in their faces, and the ripe
Southiern Llood flashing up to their tem-
ples under the pure swrface of their veins,
The exquisiteness of their style takes your
breath with an exclamation of admiration,
and a sigh of relief as you pass. Their
native city and State are the horizon of
society and of the world to these superb
creatures; they are reared under the solemn
shadow of Catlolicism; they are local in
their attachiments as Venetians; their cul-
ture is narcow, but they gather in their
loins the gait of an empress, and in their
eyes that glance filled with the wisdom, the
cunning, the refinement, the magic of
womauhood.

Daxcerovs WzALto.—The London
Globe says :  “It is said that among the
possessiong inherited by the present Duke
of Richmond was found 2 bank note for
£50,000. This unique piece of paper
money, of whose existence we have no
doubt, was preserved with great caution,
and by means which must bave been a
source of peril to friends and foes. We

are informed that the late Duke caused
the note to be deposited in a casket, and
this casket was so fastened that any one
who attempted to Landle it at onee received
six pistol shots. The ingenious cagket, we
are told, became a burdensome possession
to the present Duke. His ancestors had
had not transmitted to him the secret by
which it might be opened with safety, and
Le was, therefore, natarally timid in the
examination of his treasure. Under these
circumstances we are not sarprised to learn
that he finally determined to deliver the
casket and its contents to the Bank of
England, and to permit the officers of that
establishment to investigate the ingenuity
of the terrible contrivance. The daties of
property would even be in excess of its
rights if every inheritance were ‘tied up’ in

| this way.”

A STorY ¥or TEACHERS.—A feertain
faithful teacher determined, in his' &chool
of twenty-six pupils, to put a stop to whis-
pering entirely. Having forbiddes§ it, he
made it his chief business one day th watch
for violations of the rule. He .observed
oue or two enly. On the next” day there
was scarcely an offense; and, ontht third,
he paid special attention, But pereeived
none at all.  Ile determined to make time-
ough work; he had devoted himsgjf” three
days to the accomplishment of hisyurpose,
and he flattered himself that he bad sue-
ceeded.  Bat, determined to. lekte no
room for doubt, at the close of scfiool on
the third day, he passed to each HupH a
small slip of paper, and requesteil, each
one who had whispered that'day- £ put a
certain mark on this paper, Thﬁ':_i pupil’s
name was not to appear on the - paper, the
object Leing not to catch otl'gmlvr#{- but to
farnish testimony to the success of the at-
tempt. 'T'he teacher immedi:}telﬁcﬁllca-
ed the papers, but thought it. pradent -nét
to examine them until he wasg' alonﬁg_‘}?hen
he reached his 100m and made the] exami-
ation, Le found that only t\\'ontyglive out
of twenty-six, according to their 8n test-
intony, had whispered that day! 7Fhis sto-

ry has a moral; in fact, it Las sewsral, but |

we leave our readers to make thefr-own re-
flections. ¥

.
. % t';7.

“Dox"r WaxrE uv Morner."=Among
the passengers by the westward bonnd em-
igrant train, which arrived in Sgu Fran-
cisco on November 10th, was a Mrs. W.
S. Crawford, an aged lady from Alfred,
Maine. TPoor, feeble and alonegghe left
hier home to cross the eontinent 48 -the-emw-
igrant train, to see her children ygsiding in
California. Two growu daughters await-
ed her at San Jose, and her soy Thad gone
up the road to meet her. "1lle found, her
worn out with the fatigues of herjprotract-
ed journey, in & comfortless eniigfunt car,
and very weak. About six o'clogk in the
evening she reclined her heal wpoun her
son’s shoulder, and fell asleep thége. Jast
after the train left San Leandro, a gentle-
man, who had got on the trainfat that
place, noticing something peculigrin the
attitude and Appearance of \the ofd™ lady,
approached her son and inquired:" -

“What is the matter with that-Jady?”

“Hush,” replied the young ial, “don't
wike my mother.” e e

“No fear,” said the gentleman, Yshe will
never wake again in this warld” §

He was right; Quietly leaning! on the
breast of her son, the poor old lgdy Lad
yiclded 1o fatigue, and peacefully fallen in-
to slumber from which she pasied int
that deeper sleep that knows neitfier wak-
ing nor weariness. The :
posed lier litbs to rest, g
body to this city for the bereaved ‘ghﬁdren.

Too SENTIMENTAL.—A rich Feruvian,
M. P v C., recently cmumi!{mj suicide
on the Spanish frontier, near _Bia@'ifz, for
the sake of one of the queens of the Paris-
ian deni-iaide, with whom he wz8 madly
in love, bat who firmly resisted®all Lis
overtures. He made the wmostjextravas
gant offers.  Ie wished to marryzher and
carry Ler away from the life she gws lead-
ing to Lis own hoine in South Rmeriea.
She, lowever, was inexorableggand hLe
songht consolation in deatl.- Imghe pock-
et-book of the dead man was foull 4 &lip
of paper, with a Jock of brownEhair at-
tached, upon- which was \\'ril_tg": “To

Margaret; from a man who lovedSlier much

and who dies for Ler.” : *

o

> !

A StarTLiNg METAMORPIIOSE.—Some
one who kas been viewing thﬁ% ‘Siamese
jugelers says: “One trick 'wlich Min-
bwan performed was a Very ‘Rl:ii’(ﬁ‘inr' ver-
ston of the manro-tree feat af-ihe Indian
jugglers. Me.took an orange, cub it open,
and produced .a serpent. Thisihe took
down into the audience, and boggowine a
robe from one, ciit thie suake’s head off and
covered it with the robe.  Whew'the rohe
was lifted again a fox was in plgee of the
snake. The fox’s head was caby off, two
A . Te raisced,
there was a wolf, which was kifled with
a sword.  Three robes, and a l?,a,_rd ap-

peared; it was slain with a jave Four
robes covered a most ﬁat'ag(*:lui,: sing sbuf-
falo, that wds killed' with an ame. Five'
robes covered in part, but not alogether a
lordly elephant, who, whén thb%.:brd was
pointed at hiw, seized Minlnag by the
neck and tossed hLim viclentlysup. "He
mounted feet foremost; and finally clung,
by his toes to the capital of oge of the
columns. Tepada now leaped from the
stage, alighting upon the elephagit’s shonl-
ders. With a short sword heé graded the
beast on the Lead, until shriekigy, the un-
wieldy animal reared ubon his j'ﬁnd feet,
twined Lis trunk ahout one of Jhe .great
columns, and seemed trying tQ
from the ground and wrap his"
the great pillar. The music |
harbarously. Nordom flashed
ling firework of some sort, |2 the ele-
phant had disappeared, and.:T¢pada lay
upon the stage writhing in the {5lds of a
great boa constrictor and holdini? up Min-
Liman opon his feet.” |75 .

For full dress Kalakaus wéﬁ}; a fash-
ionably eut black broadeloth ys¥allow tail
coat, studless white shirt frong! boots of
the box toe pattern, a parti-colgid ribbon
in his button hole, three immehs i
gold rings, a bracelet on his le
tarn down collar and a black 4
so wears a pair of pants. _
. - '
Mume. McMabon, wife of the P
of France, is short, stout, apd Wnstylish-
looking; and, in her dress of daskiblue silk,
with tunic and sleeveless corsage of open-
worked black silk, a hat wreathed. with
pale pink roses, and a bongnet of pink roses
in her hand, looks like the honsi

: eKeeper of
gome aristocratic family ab ier best
clothes. bo s

- wrist, a
. He al-

AN INCIDENT AT A HUMORIST'S GRAVE.

A little incident connected with the
funeral of Charles F. Browne, better
known nnder his nomme de plume of “Arte-
mus Ward,” is related by Mr. Lawrence

 Barrett, the actor, who was one of the
pall-bearers upon that oceasion. He says:

“Poor Browne, as everybody knows,
died in London, in the zenith of his popu-
larity as a hmmorous writer and lectiirer,
and Lis death created a profound sensation
in literary cireles, where he was universal-
ly beloved for his charming social gnali-
ties and the sparkling brilliancy of his wit
and humor. Balwer Lytton once said that
no other American of Lis acqhaintance
had ever visited England who porsessed
in snch a marked degree, the power of
winuing the love and esteem pf all with
‘whom he came in contact. When the ge-
nial humorist was stricken down hy the
icy hand of death, the club-liouses, whose
walls had so offen resounded with the
merriment provoked by lis quaint sayings
and sparkling witticisins, were thronged
with groups of sorrowing friends and ad-
mirers; amil, when the day of the funeral
arrived, the most distinzuished men of the
day, including eminent anthors, poets, ar-
tists and actors, united in a last mark of
respect to his memory., ?

“As a part of the services at the grave,
an open-air discourse was delivered by an
eminent divine, and it proved to be an ex-
ceedingly dry and elaborate affair, and,
when it was all over, the tired multitude
experienced a feeling of general reliel.
Just as the.concourse was streaming out
at the cemetery gates an old man, whose
flowing white locks and venerable appear-
ance communded general attention, step-
ped upon a little grassy knoll, and, witha
movement of the haud, arrested the pro-
eress of the passing throngz, and besought
the people to listen to him for a moment.
He said that he was fromn a little country
town not far from London, and that, when
e left home on the previous day, his old
wife’s last request was that lLe purchase
for her, before his return, every one of the
books that ¢ Artemus Ward’ had written;
and, now that he bad reached the city, he
found the anthor dead and kis body con-
signed to the tomb. And then followed a
tribute to the humorist’s memory—so sim-
ple, so nnaffected, and, withal, so touch-
ingly eloquent that it moved every heart
and moistened the eyes of eyery person
within the sourd of Lis trembling voice.
The tired and dusty throng forgot their:
faticue as they gathered around the vene-
rable speaker; and in Lis Lumble ealogy
they found a sincerity more appropriate
than the cold and polished diction of the
pulpit orator to whom they had jnst list-
ened. The incident was a simple one,
bat it served to illustratetthe wonderful af-
fection which the masses of the people en-
tertained for hiim whose short mission was
to light up, with a glow of genial humor
and cheerful fancy, the dull monotony of
everyday life.” - N

Sixgvrar Case oF Homax Prr-
RIFICTION IN MiNNeswea.—A well au-
thenticated and rather astonishing case
of petrifection of a human body has been
recently reported to the writer, but names
and localities are omitted in deference to
the wislies of the relatives of the deceased
lady, wlfose remains furaish the phenomo-
non, herein alluded to.

The circamstances of the case aré sub-
stantially as follows :

A younng lady residing iu the Southern
portion of the State, died abount eleven
vears ago, and was buriel—the body re-
waining undisturbed until a few days ago,
when her husband and friends deemed it
expedient to remove it to another blfri'al
place:  Workmen were employed to dis-
inter the coffin enclosing the body, and in
due time they Lad uncovered the coffin,
but, on attempting to lift it to the surface,
were surprised to observe that it was of
Fextynordinary weight. Subsegueut inves-
tigations revealed the fact that the bLody,
instead of showing the decay which is pre-
snmed to be the lot of all hmnanity, Lad ac-
tually been petriie] during the eleven
vears intervening between its barial and
‘disinterment—the body and features re-
tainiug their Lony outlines, hut complete-
Iv solidified“or turned into stone. The
case is an unusual and interesting one; but
the friends of the lady, some of whom are
now residents of St. Paul, for good and|
snflicint reasons, dislike to kave the name
given to the public, unless some goad and
useful pupose ean, be subserved thereby.—
St. Paul Paper. 1

.

At a.recb.r;t’mwting of the Bialogical
Society of Paris, Mr. Henry exhibited
_photographs f Lands of the upper classes
of the Annamites. These hands were
charactérized by long fiuger-nails, which
were worn as a mark of nobility. One of
the plotographs represented nails fifteen to
twenty inches in length, and curionsly
carved in fantastic patterns, like certain of
the claws depicted in ancient illuminations.
Notwitbstanding their excessive length,
thege nails were hypertrophied.
m

Correspondence.

Reminiscences of & Sojourn of Many Years in
the Prineipal Empires and Kingdoms of Europe

v NO. XL¥VI.:

'- Messrs. Epitors:—Here I am once
more-with my friend and our friend Kais-
er.- We are still on or near by the Tyro-
lean Alps, and all the time on foot. We
did all our rambling through this country
on foot for two reasons: one is, that unless
yon are on the vigilance or mail route it is

difficalt to get transit; the other is, that we

o

could climb up and down ¢he mountains,
and pass through fields and by-roads to
many places of interest which we could
not have visited in a vehicle. For instance,
we heard of one of the favorite palaces of
the Emperor of Austria, and we went, on
a lovely autumn afternoon, to see it,. We
had spent the forenoon at a small village,
where we had left several strangers who
were, like ourselves, wandering about. We
were in Lhopes we would find none at this
place, for we had understood that accom-
modations were hardly to be had, though,

‘as was the case everywhere else, there was

quite a number of visitors, but no Scotgh,
Euglish, ¥French or Awericans among -
thew; they were a party of Moldavians
from near the lower Danube. Here we °
made a company just large enongh to be
interesting to the man who was to skow us
around.  When he asked to be our guide,
we agreed to pay him about 25 cents each,
at which he wasdelighted. Heshowed us
all over the park and grounds, and all
through the palace, which was just like
hnndreds of royal palaces one will see
through the country. When we had seen

all that was to be seen here, our guide led
us to a small house, where I noticed a

small stream running under the hounse.—
The guide went a few feet above the house,
and opened a flood gam which caused a
great clatter inside, @ opened the fold-
ing door, which was the whole end of the
house, and disclosed to view a slaughter
house. T'wo men led up a fine beef, and
a third dispatchied him. Bat the most no-
ticeable thing that was going on was a
house that was being built. Here men
were ascending ladders with brick and
mortar, there men stood building chimneys;
some were hoisting plank, while others
were very busy fitting them on and driv-
ing the nails; some were laying the floors,
some putting on the roof; all these differ-

ent noises combined made a great din, yon
may be sure. After our conductor

closed the door, he asked us to be seated
on some plain benches near by, which in-
vitation we of conrse accepted; but no soon-
er bad we taken our seats than we were
sprinkled with water, which sprang up out
of the ground. We ran from these seats
to others, when it grew worse, and as we
stepped from place to place the sprinkling
became heavier, and played over our heads
for many feet in very small jets, until at
last it became like a light rain.  'We then
ran into a small house that had no floor,
looking like a wood house; as soon as we
entered this house there was a perfect show-
er, which ended it. It was diflicult to say
who was the most delighted, ourselves or
our guide. It may seem frivolous in usto
speak at such length about so childish a

thing, but perhaps we will be exeused

when it is known that the whole of it was
execnted by the order of Francis Joseph,
Emperor of Austria.

We now began to look out'for a place
of entertainment. We asked for rooms at
the nearest house, and were told that all
were taken, but that there was a house on
the other side of the next hill, at which we
could be accommodated. My two frienda
and three of the Moldavians went with us,
and by the time we got to the house it was
dark. We found several strangers there,
but the man of the house said he would tr
and accominodate us. It was rather diffi-
cult for us to make oarselves understood,
or to understand, ag the peasants of Ans-
tria speak such bad German, but, as Mr.
Kaiser was with nus, we got over that difii-
cultv. 1 had bad the acquaintance of six
or eight Moldavians. They were men
from twenty-five to thirty years old, and
were at the Roval University at Monicl,
and I could always understand them very
well; but these three with us I could not
understand at all, and even Kaiser conld
hardly understand them. I did not know
their mother tongne, bat, at any rate, we
all commenced to speak French, when I
soon found they. spoke it flnently and bean-
tifully. Our speaking I'rench appeared to
arouse the other gentlemen, who Lad been
quite gilent until then. They had not ev-
en taken off their satchels, which were still
strapped on them. They entered into con-
versation, when we found that two of them
were French and the other a Swiss, I
found them, like the Moldavians, very in-
telligent and agreeable gentlemen.

We saw that preparations were being
made for dinner, when in walked that in-
variable fat girl, braced up with speons;

-though it had become such a common

thing in the Tyroles to see the girl wait-
ing on the table, braced up with the
spoons, that we seldom ever noticed her.
We had no coffee, tea, or milk; we had
plain soup; our meats were boiled beef and
roasted goat—all of which we found very
palatable gfter so much exercise the whole
day. After dinner, which was about 8 o’-
clock, the man of the house and some of
the family made several attempts to enter
into conversation with us all, but at last
broke down. The old man said that ma-
ny-person3 were in the habit of stoppin
urlﬁ: house; but he hadl never beiompling
such a mixed crowd as this. There were
nine ‘of us—all from different countries;
and he could hardly understand Kaiser,
much less the others. - Kaiser was\high-
ly educated, and this old man spoke
worst of pafois. Any eone, Lim have
ever so*fine a knowledge of the German
language) who has ever traveled on foot
through parts of Anstria, well knows lhow
hnﬁdﬁ.iatomakephepeamnu 1de d
their own tongue. Those of the company

who to excite the old man's sur-
prise the most were we two Americans.—
I do not know whether he expected to find

us n or Indians. He said that it
was 'tﬁ la crowd he had ever beenin
where he could make no. one understand.
We at last made our intentioné for the
next day or two known to each other,
when, strange to say, we were all bound

for the esme place—the Balt Mines-of

Austria.  After talking over our plans we

retived. - - VOYAGBUR: -
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