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Home is the sacred refuge of our life,
Dryden.

0UR TWO SOUIRES

THE STORY OF A LONG FEUD.

CIHIAPTER 1.

It was Christmas morning; a genuine,
old-fashioned Clivistmas, sharp and clear
and cold. The meadows were covered, far
and wide, with crisp, white snow, and the
hedge-rows sparkled with erystal frost-
work., The rustic monuments in the vil-
Juge churchyard assnmed forms of quaint
indefiniteness under their fleecy covering,
aud the ancient yew trees, dark and gloomy
in summer when all was gay, seemed now
like fuiry fountains springing npward in
the winter sunshine. Within the church
was githered wellanigh the whole popula-
tion of our Cornish chapel, and with ten-
der eloguence onr good old vicar, bowed
with age and infirmity, Lot still earngst,
wtill t-linpwm, onee more preaehed the njes-
sare of peace and guml will. Not an vye
wundered among the earnest, upturned fa-
ces, not & sound broke the quiet hnsh of
rupt stiention as he spoke lis concluding
worda:

“And now, my brethren-—nay, rather
wy children, for my jonrmey has been long,
and wost of those who started with me
linve gone one by gne to their rest—for
well uigh forty vears have I labored am-
ong vou, and the time is at hand when I,
tow, shiall rest, and when yon will hearmy
valee no mere, It is but a little while, and
the silver éord will be loosed and the gold-
en bowl Le broken. God has been very
woodd (o me; vet one gift more, one only
would T agk of Him, that, ere 1 go to wy
long home, every goul in this wy little
flock shall have. blotted out all memory
of former fend or ancient grievavce, and
slinll, with love and fellowship to all man-
kind, be able to join in this Chlristmas
snge of the angels, ‘On earth peace, good
will among men.'”

All knew for whom these last worls
were specially intended; for the feud be-
tween my unele, Richard Polwhele, and
the only othier lavge landowner in the par-
ish, Sir Plilip T'refusis, was a matter al-
wost of county Listory. It had originated
many vears back, when both were yonng
wen fresh from Oxford. At school and
college they had bieén bosom friends, nay,
alwost birothers, but (se the story ran) both
had been fascinated by the wiles of the
same village beauty. Neither would yield
to the other. A violent qnarrel arose, and
in a moment of passionate excitement on
both sides Trefosis struck Polwhele with
his riding-whip across the face. Polwhele
raised himself to return the blow, but
cheeked himself, or it would have gone
hard with T'refusis, who was slight and
under-sized, while Polwhele's strength and
daring were proverbial thronghout the
conntry-side.

"II':\'nn valne [ yonr life,” he said, con-
trolling himself by a wighty effort, “get
ont of my sight!”

Trefusis read aright the warning of the
white face and flashing eyes, aud, already
dreading the congeqnences of Lis rash act,
fled away.  Richard Polwhele spent the
rest of that day alone in the woods, and
four and twenty honrs afterwards was
stricken with brain fever. FEre he lad
completely recovered, his rival had left the
country, and the coquettish cause of their
quarrel had married & rustic swain whom
she secretly mueh preferred to cither of her
aristocratic admivers. Thirty vears had
sinee passed by, doting the greater part of
which T'refusis had remained abroad, vis-
iting his native place ouly at rare inter-
vals. Three years back, however, he had
finally returned, a widower with one daugh-
ter, now aged Aineteen, and had taken up
lis abode once.more at the family man-
sion, Treenrra Park. Richard Polwhele
had also married, and was left a widower
with five children—Howard, Mary, Alice,
Percy and Dorothy, of ages ranging down-
ward from twenty-two to seven. Uncle
Dick would really bave let by-gones be
by.gones, but he waited for Trefusis to
make the first overtnre. Possibly Sir Phil-
lip wonld not make the first advance, and
thie resnlt was that “the two Squires,” as
they were called, met and remained on
terms of hanghty coolness, No communica-
tion took place between the two houses,
thouglh it was whispered that cousin How-
ard and pretty Edith Trefosis, who had

met more than onee on neutral ground,
were not disposed to keep up the family
feud for another generation,

Buch being the state of things, the ear-
nest appeal of our good old vicar was not
difficult of application; and many eyes
were turned upon the two Squires to see in
“"‘“": spirit they received this public ad-
monition, There was a touch of height-
ened color npon uncle Dick’s handsome
face as he stepped forth into the chureh-
yard, the very model of a gallant English
gentleman, dispensing hearty hand-shakes
and kindly Christmas tings to friend
and neighbor. Close behind -him came

on his arm. At the lynch-gate Uncle Dick
stepped aside to let them pass. With
kindly eyes he looked straight at Sir Phil-
ip, aud we felt instinctively that with hiin,
at least, Mr. Pentreath’s appeal had not
missed its mark, and that at the slightest
answering sign his hand would have been
outstretched  with generous cordiality.
Whether Sir Philip saw the loak, I know
not; but his danghter did, and an express-
ion of pain came into her sweet eyes as he
strode on, proud and silent, and the oppor-
tunity for a reconciliation had once more
passed away.

CHAPTER II.

We were a merry party ronnd the lun-
cheon table at the Lodge, for Richard Pol-
whele was accustomed to keep Christmas
right royally, and, besides his own family,
nephews and nieces of every degree and
friends from far and near were gathered
round liis hospitable board. Luncheon be-
ing ended, a discussion arose as to how we
shonld employ the interval hefore the im-
portant hour of dinner—fke dinner—which
was to be the crowning glory of the Christ-
mas festival. Some one suggested skat-
ing, and the idea was at once hailed with
acclamation. Polworthy Pool, a piece of
water almost within a stone’s throw of the
Lodge, was frozen over, and afforded a
capital skating gronnd. Every available
pair of skates was speedily in requisition.
There was a general rush for great-coats,
sealskin jackets, muffs, furs, warm gloves
and woolen comforters. Uuncle Dick was
led captive hy a conple of pretty nieces,
who each took possession of an arm; and,
looking like a miniature Arctic expedition,
we sallied forth to the pool.

The fan was at its height when Sir Phil-
ip Trefusis and his danghter were seen ap-
proaching, No one noticed them till they
were fairly on the ice, anl then we saw
with alarm that they were close to a spot
where the ice had been broken on the pre-
vions day for the convenience of certain
ducks and geese that were the regular in-
habitants of the pool, which, thongh again
frozen over, wonld certainly not bear the
weight of a human being. Unele Dick
was the first to perceive thieir danger.

“Back! back! the ice is unsafe!” he
ghiouted,

“Tdith Trefusis drew back accordingly,
hut Lier father, ecither not understanding
the warning, or too promd to regard it,
maintained his course, and in another in-
stant the ice eracked under his feet, and he
disappeared.” After a couple of seconds he
roge again, and flinging his arms wildly
npwards, with a hoarse ery of “Help! save
me!” once more disappeared, Luat this time
did not rise again.

“Good God! Lie bas gone nnder the ice!”
gaid a voice, and in an instant all was ter-
ror and confosion.

“Break the ice!” shonted one.

“Feteh a ladder!” gaid another.

“Run for a rope!” exclaimed a third.

A score of snggestions, practicable and
impracticable, were proffered in a breath,
but the ringing voice of Richard Polwhele
was heard above the tumnlt.

“Silence, all! Dr. Hamlyn, von have
a eool head; von tell them what to do. A
gate, quick, and lay it over the hole "

Meanwhile, in less time than it takes to
tell it, e had divested himself of hat. coat
and boots, and without waiting for an an-
swer plunged into the ice-cold water.
Twice he dived, withont sueccess. Ile had
well chosen lis aide in the doetor, a quiet,
unassmning man, but of iron nerves and
unlimited 1esonrces; and ere he had risen
for the second time a couple of gates had
been lifted from their hinges and laid, one
on each gide of the hole. A third time he
dived, and this time was so long beneath
the surface that a dread came over us, lest
he, too, shauld be lost under the ice. But
at last, after what seewmed an age of sus-
wenge, hie wus seen to rise once more.

“Help! T'm done!” he gasped.

Dr. Hamlyn, kneeling on one of the
gates, canght his uplifted hand. Strong
arms were quickly outstretched to help
him.

“No, no; Philip first!” be exelaimed; and
we found that he had Trefusis in his fail-
ing grasp. : ’

Under Dr. Hamlyn’s directions, they
were both, thongh with great difficnlty,
lifted ont and laid upon the bank. Sir
Philip was to all appearances bevond all
carthly help, and a terrible fear came over
us that unele Dick, who was now insensi-
ble, had sacrificed his own life to no pur-
pose. Never were words more welcome
than Dr. Hamlyn’s assorance that he had
only fainted.

“(Giive him some brandy, some of
and rob his hands and feet.”

Eager hands volunteered for the service;
hut almost ere they could begin their task
Le opened his eves and gazed around.

“What's this? Ab! I remember now.
But where is Philip?” And shaking bhim-
self like a great Newfoundland dog, he
rose unassisted to his feet. Sir Philip lay
on the ground a few feet off, white and
lifeless, his danghter weeping on her knees
beside him. TUncle Dick raised her with
infinite tenderness.

“Nay, don’t weep, pretty one; by God’s
help we'll wis -him back to life yet. Now,
lads, lend a hand. Doctor, bring him to
wy place. I8 a good deal nearer than his

own house, and minutes are precious just
now.”

you;

Under the Doctor’s gnidance, coats and
rugs were laid upon one of the gates, and
on this rde conch the silent form was
borne up to the Lodge. Unele Dick him-
self led Edith, tenderly patting the little
band which lay wpon his arm, and whis-
pering cheery words of hope and ¢omfort.
Quickly we reacked the Lodge, and the
good Doctor at once commenced the strug-
gle with the grim destroyer. For more
than an hour tﬁg household was hushed in

an awful quictness, each hardly daring to

dous question should be decided: “Isit
life or death?” Poor Edith sat weeping a-
part, each moment adding to her apprehen-
sion; while Howard, almost equally dis-
tressed, vainly endeavored to console her.
At last, after what seemed an age of ago-
nizing dread, the door opened, and uncle
Dick came forth, and walked straight to
Edith.

“God is good to us, my child; your fa-
ther will live.”

Edith threw herself sobbing on his
breast.

“0), Mr. Polwhele, Low can I ever thank
you for your noble, generous 2

“When I'nwdryer, my dear; if you don’t
mind putting it off a little. 1 begin to re-
alize that I'm slightly damp; and I think
it might be as well to put on a few dry
clothes. You shall tell me all about it at
dinner, my dear;” and, gently tonching her
forehead with his lips, he made his escape.

Meanwhile, though the rescued man had
given to the experienced eye of the doctor
the welcome promise of life, there was
much still to do to win him back to con-
scions existence. Still the resources of
skill and science were applied with unre-
mitting energy; and after awhile the watch-
ers were rewarded by the patient opening
Lis eyes, and saying, in a feeble voice:

“Dick, dear Dick! Where's Dick? 1
want to speak to Dick.”

*

- ® “* » - -

What took place at that interview be-
tween the old friends, so long severed,
none knew save themselves; but when, some
bhours. later; we gathered round the well-
spread board, Philip Trefusis and bhis
danghter sat on either side our generous
host.

And surely such a dinner never was
chronicled. Pen and ink would fail me to
tell how the two ancient friends, warmed
into yonth again under the snnshine of love
renewed, vied with each other as to who
shounld best recall the memory of youthfal
pranks and genial recollections of mirthfal,
boyish days. And how unecle Dick, sit-
tine with Edith’s little hand in his, and
stroking ler silken hair, told her what a
gay young dog her father was in those
happy days; and Sir Philip, not to be be-
hind-hand, recounted daring exploits and
bair-breadth 'scapes of which uncle Dick
had been the bero. And how counsin How-
ard, sitting on the other side of Edith, art-
fully got possession of lier disengaged hand;
and Low their respective parents cherrily
smiled approval. And Low, as, all too soon,
the clock struck twelve, Richard Polwhele
stood up, and, band in band with hLis old
friend, trolled out, in his deep, rich voice,
the good old song of “Aunld Lang Syne:”

Bhonld auld acquuintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind;

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
Aund days o' auld lang syne.

And how, when the song was ended, dear
old Parson Pentreath, always an honored
guest at this Christmas festival, folded his
bands, and, with tears in Lis happy eyes,
said :

“For these and all His other mercies,
God give us grateful hearts”

And .with all our hearts we said:

“Amen.”

Ax O1p Hovs Buryenp.—On the 1Sth
ult. the old Barnwell honse, at Lanrel Bay,
on Port Royal Island, was totally destroyed
by fire. It was a large brick building,
fronting on broad river, in one of the most
beaatiful locations on the Sea Islands. It
was once the residence of Hon. William
Bamwell, and is said to have been built
by Lord Carlton, nearly 200 yvears ago.
The plantation was sold in 1863 at Uni-
ted States direct tax sale, and the house
lias since been used as a sehool house and
dwelling for the teacher. The avenne of
live onks which leads to the bhonse las
long been famons for its beauty, the trees
baving been planted with regularity om
cither side of the road for half a mile.
Their branches, covered with gray moss,
overlap, making a dense shade on the
brightest summer day. The immense
frame of the Barnwell honse on the next
plantation on the river was burned several
vears ago. The live oaks on it were e-
qually famous for their immense size and
beanty.

Toe StraxeE Wmin orF AN Jowa
Wonmax.—A singnlar case was developed
in Lincoln Township, Cerro Gordo
Comuty, a few days since, says the St.
Panl Pioncer-Press. The wife of a kind
and intelligent husband, a prominent citi-
zen, informed him that she was going to
leave iim. She did it in a straightfor-
ward, business manner, bnt would give
no reason why. She was deaf to all ex-
postulations of her husband, and indiffer-
ent to the entreaty of relatives. She had
a good home and several children. She
deliberately transferred to ber husband all
her title and interest in the homestead and
farm property, and one morning put on
her best clothes, kissed her little ones,
bade her husband good-bye, and went to
Mason City, where she took a south-bound
train. Her busband offered her money
when he saw she was determined to leave.
She accepted $11, saying it was all she
wanted. It is supposed she bhas gore to
join some other man not far away, and
that the sequel of Ler strange conduct will
soon be known. She lias been considered
a model woman, and a troe wife and moth-
er. She leaves four beautiful little chil-
dren and a heart-broken husband, whose
name is suppressed out of regard to him,
and from the hope that the wife may, be-
fore too late, see the folly of her course.

Never plead guilty to poverty. So far
as this world is concerned, you wight bet-
ter admit that you are a villain.

Dignity is expensive, and withont other

good qualities is not particularly profitable.

FROZEN TO DEATIL

The Fate of Two Men Who Started to Locatea
Home in the Michigan Pineries,

One year ago K. Kakoli, aged 4(, and
S. Boercke, aged 35, left Poland to seek
a home in the New World. About a fort-
night ago they left this city to locate that
long looked-for home in the vast wilder-
ness to the north of us, and in the spring
they were to take their families and settle
down to spend the balance of their days.
It seems that the two men, after going
about sixty miles up the Central Railroad,
left the track early in the morning with
the intention of looking around through
the day, and returning to Medford or some
other station before night. Baut, instead,
they got lost; and about a week after this
occurrence two land kunters, John Gross
and Nicholas Cravity, came to a spot
where some oune had stayed over night
some time before. A fire had been built,
and some pine branches had been laid
down for a bed, and some placed against
a fallen tree to make a shelter from the
wind. What attracted the attention of
the hunters was the absence of any warks
of an ax. Everything had the appearance
of being cut with a knife. They stopped
a few moments to make a closer inspect-
ion of the place, with the intention of
finding out, if possible, who lad heen
there. They were about to go away when
Gross picked up a large tin tobaceo box,
which, on opening, they found contained
4 leaf torn out of a memorandaum book,
with the following, in pencil, written
upon it in Polish language:

Dee. 7, 187€,

My God, we are almost frozen to death, with
uothing to eat. Try and save us.

K. Kaxoml,
8. BOERCKE.

It is evident that they left this with the
hope thut some one would pick it up. In
case this wonld not be found, they had
pinned a paper to a tree near by, with the
same as the above written upon it, which
Gross and Cravity discovered before they
left the spot.” So wany days bad elapsed
gince thetwo unfortunate men had stayed
there that the two hunters had bat little
Lope of finding them alive, if at all, for
the note was written just the day before
the long-to-be-remembered cold Iriday of
the Sth iustant. They started immediately
upon the trail, but did not get far before
vight set in. Early the next morning
they started out again, and before noon,
from the marks in the snow, they came to
the conclusion that they would soou find
out the fate of the two men. Now they
wounld- find where they had fallen, and
staggered and stumbled along a short die-
tance, and then, as if they hLad gatheied
new strength, wandered along in a hLalf
unconscions state, with no knowledge of
the direction they were taking or of the
wretched state they were in, throngh brash
aud against trees, until finally they came
to a large fallen tree, over which, it secms,
they had strength enough to get. But
just on the other side tle body of ‘Kakoli
was found, lying flat on bis face, and about
eight rods furtler on that of Boercke was
found lying on hisside. The two hunt-
ers tied some poles together, fastened the
hodies upon them, and started for the
track, dragging the heavy loads after
them, They were obliged, however, to
leave them after the first day, and go and
get help to bring them out.

QUIETING AUDIENCES,

Next to absence of body, presence of
mind is the best pcssession in a crowded
house afire. - ¥ made this remark the oth-

ber day to the dispenser of foaming ale in

Brooklyn, as I looked over my mug and
waited for it to settle. He was an Eng-
lishman, a man of considerable education
and culture in languages besides his own.
“You're right,” said he, as I tipped it ap
and took a sip. “And 1 remember just
the case to prove it. It was almost a gen-
eration ago, in the old Brooklyn Musenm,
the tip-top theatre of those days. It stood
on the corner of the next street, Orange
and Fulton, where Lockitt’s now is. There
was a couple of roaring farces on that
night, and the house was full. The star
was Fred M. Kent, a low comedian of con-
siderable audacity and full of fan. He
was & man of resources too—never stumyp-
ed by anything, foll of expedients. Well,
suddenly smoke was seen by the audience.
Its origin was not quite certain, but it
strongly suggested fire. It increased for
a moment, when several jamped up, put on
their hats and started for the door. There
was 4 cry of fire, and a panic was immi-
nent. At this juncture Kent rusbed to the
footlights, struck an attitude of mock-trag-
edy, and shouted in tones that pierced ev-
ery part of the house: ‘Better stay ‘round
—better stay ’round—going to cut & wa-
termelon!” The effect was instantaveous.
There was a roar of laughter, a momentary
diversion, during which the fire was
suppressed, and the farce went on.”

I have learned of another case—in New
York, this one. Mme. Ponisi was playing
with Edwin Forrest. The piece on that
night was “Still Waters Run Deep,” Mme.
Ponisi as Mrs. Sternhold. It was the night
scene, and as she walked to the table to
“turn down” the glass camphene lamg
burning thereon, there was alljittla “pop;
the top flew out like a cork, and flame
mounted toward the ceiling. It stood with-
in a foot of the flat, and the theatre seem-
ed in great peril. Mme. Ponisi looked at
the flames for an instant, while the vola-
tile fluid streamed out, then walked quiet-
ly tothe table, took the burning lamp firm-
ly in her hand, whisked it quickly across
the stage, and either flang it out of the
window to the left or handed it to some-
body outside. It was all over in
ment. Then those who were runni
turned back, and the courageons

Ao
out
onisi
‘had to stand for many minutes befpre the

 rition.

footlights while the audience paid her the
prolonged and repeated tribute of its ap-
planse. It was such a scene as few thea-
tres have ever witnessed.

[From the New York Sun.]
GRANT'S NEW YEAR'S CALLERS,

Long after the Senators and Congress-
men and diplomats had left the White
House, and after the last of the private
citizens had clasped the band of the Presi-
dent and departed, the dpor bell rang
sharply and a visitor pushed his way into
the Blue room. The President was alone
in the apartment, and as he hastily locked
the closet door of & cupboard and turned
aronnd to meet the caller, his face showed
plainly that he regarded the visit as noth-
ing more nor less than an vnwarrantable
intrasion.

“You do not recognize me?” said the un-
bidden guest, advancing to the middle of
the room. *“Yet we ought to be tolerably
well acquainted. 1 picked you up onut of
the gutters of New York city sixteen years
ago and set you on your pins. I wasable
to do you a service, if I remember rightly,
just before the surrender of Vicksburg. |
followed you pretty closely throngh th:
war, giving you a friendly lift every now
and then. I bLappened ‘around in 1868,
and, althongh you -abused me for four
vears after, I called again in 1872. 1
have been at your elbow ever since, and
never & man bave I treated more kindly,
but you have kept up the abuse. You
bave abused me outrageously, Mr. Grant

“Who the devil are _\'ouf’f asked Grant,
taking two or three unsteady steps toward
the speaker.

“0, my name is Opportunity,” said the
caller, “and I will add that this is my last
call. Good- alternoon, Misfer Grant.”
And thereupon he left the room, slamming
the door with some show of indignation.

The President stood for a moment in
thought, and then, with a muttered excla-
mation, turned again to the sideboard.
Bat another visitor Lad already entered
unannounced. "

“Here we are again, old friend,” said
the new comer, who hLeld his head high
and moved with a lordly strut. “How's
your coarage, Ulysses?”

“You have the advantage of me,” gaid
the President.

“Don’t know me?! Why, now, this is
snrprising. | have been your humble ser-
vaut ever since Elibn Washburne intro-
duced us. Some folks have regarded me
as your master, bnt I dou't insist gn that
peint. Give me yvour band, old fellow;
my name is Ambition. By the way, who
was that I met at the door?”

“Iv was Opportunity,” said the DPresi-
dent. “He has jnst gone out.”

“T'he dence, you say !” exclaimed Am-
bition; “then you'll have to excuse me,
I'm no account without him. I might
stay and potter along with yoa for a while,
but I wounld only. make a fool of you, and
waste my own time in the bargain. Good
bye, Mister Grant.”

And Ambition, with a harried bow,
walked briskly out of the White House,
and bastened to cateh ap with Opportuni-
ty.

The Blue room had now lecome very
blue to the President, and he once more
had recourse to the sideboard. The next
caller was a melancholy chap whose clin
pressed bLis breast, and whose eyes wan-
dered gloomily abont. AL first the Presi.
dent paid no attention to bis presence, but
he had a way of making that presence
felt.

¢Mr. President,” said he, mournfully,
“I wish yon a happy new year. Why are
not Belknap, and Babeock, and Orvil, and
Avery, and Shepherd here to ocelebrate
this glad season with yon!”

“Don’t speak of them,” said the Presi-
dent. “The salject is not pleasant.”

“There are many other things I wish to
speak about on this bappy occasion,” re-
turned the caller, with a dismal groan.
“By the way, how is poor Custer?”

“Sir!"” exclaimed the President, “this is
impertinent. Who are you?!”

“Yon onght to know me if yon don’t.
I am Remorse. There is a good deal 1
wanted to say, and would say to another
man, bat 1 see Indifference coming, and 1
will make way for him. Mr. President,
allow me once more to wish you a happy
new vear.”

Indifference, who entered as Remorse
stalked ont, was a stolid, hard-featured
fellow, not anlike the President himsell.
He said nothing, but beckoned Grant to the
sideboard, where they drank confusion to
the past in many bampers. At length
this last and most welcome of all the
President’s New Year's callere dropped
his glass on the floo and rushed out of
the room as if in talarm. The Pres
ident tarned dizzily around to sce what
was the matter. There ectered at that
moment & with a frightful visage,
every muscle of whose face told of agony
and whose eyes spoke horror. The Pres-
ident started back and gasped :

“You are—"

“YT see you know me,” said the ealler,
with a ghastly leer. In administrative
circles I pass as Neuralgia of the Brain.
Let it go at that.”

“And you have come—"

“Yes, Mr. President,” replied the appa-
“Let there be no ceremony be-
tween us. I have come to stay.”

“And I bave brought my family,” he
added, as he opened the door and let in a
swarming troop of distorted i and
bideous, grinming little devils,’all of whom
echoed the words:

“We have come to stay.”

A Wary MORSEL FYOR A SHARK.—
The following details a ernel trick, as de-
seribed in the Glasgow Observer :

“Looking over the bulwarks of (he

schooner,” writes a correspondent of this

journal, “I saw one of those watehfal
monsters winding lazily backward and
forward like a long meteor; sometimes ris-
ing till his nose disturbed the surface, and
a gushing sound like a deep Lreath rose
through the breakers; at others, resting
motionless on the water, as if listening to
our voices, and thirsting for our blood.
As we were watching the motions of this
monster, Bruce (a little lively negro, and
mYy cook) suggested the possibility of de-
stroying it. This was briefly to heat a
tire-brick in the stove, wrap it up bastily
in some old greasy clothes, as a sort of
disguise, and then to heave it overboard.
This was the work of a few minutes, and
the effect was trismphant. The mouster
followed after the Lissing prey. We saw
it dash at the brick like a flash of light-
ning, and gorge it instanter. The shark
rose to the sarface almost immediately,
and hLis uneasy motions soon betrayed the
success of the mancuvre., His agonies
became terrible; the waters appeared as if
disturbed by a violent squall, and the
spray was driven over the taffmail where
we stood, while the gleaming body of the
fish repeatedly burst through the dark
waves, as if writhing with fierce and terri-
ble convulsions. Sometimes we thought
we heard a shirill, bellowing cry, as il in-
dicative of anguish aud rage, rising through
the gurgling waters. His fury, however,
was soon exhausted; in a short time the
sounds broke away into the distance, and
the agitation of the sea subsided. Tle
shark Lad given himselfl up to the tides,
as uuable to straggle against the approach
of death, and they were carrying his body
unresistingly to the beach.”

[From the Kansas Clty Mail. )
A SNAKE STORY.

Sam Johnson, of this city, formerly
Deputy Constable, came very uear losing
his life lately, and if he had there would
liave been a general expression of opinion
that be tempted his fate by an exhibition of
singular fool-hardiness and a strange con-
tempt of the most ordinary prudence. For
some time Jobunson bas had the care of an
immense snake of the boa constrictor spe-
cies. "T'his sweet boon was left in John-
son’s charge by the proprictor of one of
the side shows that was with Howe's cir
cus on its late visit to this place. The
snake bad been sick, and, fearing that it
would die if carried aboot from place to|
place, its owner made an amangement |
with Johnson to take edre of it antil such
time us it should be sent for, 1o again ap-
pear on exbhibition.  Bam has paid all
needed attention to his snakeship, and the
huge “boa" has quite recovered from bLis
iliness under his considerate and careful
attention. Johnson had tried to establish
friendly relations with the snake, and flat.
tered himself that he had succeeded very
well. Two or three nights ago, when the
weather turned so severely cold, Jolinson
found that the boa was benombed with
cold and apparently ball dead. Witha
strange disregard of consequences he took
the half frozen snake from its box and
placed it in Lis own warm bed from which
be had risen. He then retaruned to bed,
intending when the snake sbould revive
from its chilled and benumbed condition to
replace it in its box.  Unfurtanately,
Johnson fell into a doze, and thon iuto a
deep sleep. From his sound slumber he
was awakened by a horrible sense of suf.-
focation about Lis chest. He awoke to
find Limself in the terrible coils of the boa
constrictor, who hud been warmed to life
and furf¥ in Johnson's bed. The unfortu-
nate man comprehended in an instant Lis
fearful danger. Great drops of sweat
started to his brow as in an agony of hor-
ror he realized the nature of his peril.
With the energy of despair bo gr the
suake with both hands, and with almost
saperhaman umnflh, and in & manner be
can scarcely recall, succeeded at last in uo-
coiling his bateful folds from his bedy,
dragged the straggling boa to its box and
safely secured it in its old guarters. A
severe nervoas attack suveceefled the fright
and Lorror the strtange combat bad ooca-
sioned, and not another wink did Johnson
sloep that pight. He can congratalate
Limself that he #o easily, and that
senseless temerity did not receive the fatal
punishment it invited:

Correspondence.

FOR THE OAZETE
NOTES OF EUROPEAN TRAVEL.

XUMBER IV,

Mzesses. Eprrors:—Very unceremoni-
onsly 1 left {-onr readers, six months :go,
in Place de la Concorde, (which is, by-the-
by, the most place on earth to
spend six in), and now, with your

rmission, and their complaisa T will
walk thence with them into the groye
or park of the, Tuilleries. This grove
stands next cast of Place de la Con-
corde; there is enly a narrow street between
them, which is allowed for convenience.
That part of the grove next te Concorde
is ve':"hy high; it is walled up with granite,
and the top of the wall, as well as that

part of the grove, is as muck as fif-|!

teen feet above the street that passes be-

looking. This grove has four large gates
—two on Rivoli street, two on the street
ranning parallel with the river, and one on
the west side, which opens from the street
that 1 have said is between the park and
Place de la Concorde. To enter the gate
that opens from Concorde one has to as-
cend & pair of stone steps. Now, alier.you
are in this part of the park, if you will take
a seat on one of the long benches that are
on a line with the low, fancy fence I have
Just said is on thiy part of the wall,
will have a fine view of Place do la -
corde that stretches out before vou, and
beyond is Champs Elysses, and yet be-
vond is Are de VEtoile. Of a fine after-
noou is presented one of the gayest and
most magnificent spectacles that one will
see anywhere in  Earope. I will not tire
you with a repetitiion of a description of
Place de la Conconde; suffice it to say that
vou see all those fine forest troes lowering
over your head; on the right and left are
the varioas splendid public baildings, an
scoonnt of which I gave in my last, then
the vast distance of from a wile and a half
10 two miles stretehing out to Are do I'E-
loile, all of which place is one vast scsne of
wealth and maguificence. Tlis groat thor-
oughfare is the egress to S5t, Clond, Bols
de Boulogne, and varions other fashionable
places of resort outside the city wall. Now
let us tarn from here and walk but a
short distance through this fine grove, and
in a few scconds we will be on the spot
where one of the government brass bacds
plays every Tuesday. This bagtl, of from
tifty to seventy-five pieces, performs fortwe
bours, and for those who have the ability
to appreciate what & treat it is, and witl,
out any cost. Here, while the basd i
playing, you will meet Englishmen aul
Americans without number. After we
have scean the gay, lively throng, let ws
during one of those intervals, step to the
wall on the south side of this beaatifal 1i:
tle grove, and promenade on its top, whes
we seo 50 much of the fashion. Here, from
the top of this wall, whick is broad enoug!
for couples to pass without inconvenienc«
and perfectly safe, as ou eack side are bras-
railings, there is a fine view, for from 1)
top of this wall, which overlooks the rive:
one can see lifo indeod. Dot I will speak
of the river Seine hereafter. Let us retomn
to the music where the vast crowd is
composed of ladies, gentlemen, soldiers
servants and babies without number, and
vet everything in perfect order. Wel
there are now Howers in the park, and no
A spear of grass. The trees are Lig‘l. in
fact they are too close; in one part of this
park they are trimmed up in the form of
arches. Whea 1 was at Hamplon court
sud at Windsor Castle, England, I was
not surprised to see thst unnateral trim.
ming of the tree= into archos and varions
forms; but to see anything of the kind st
Paris and St. Cloud, I must confess very
disagreeably surprised we—to realize that
a people of such good taste were lacking in
that respect; but | am glad o say that the
groves and parks everywhere else in
France are left in their natural sate. It
i8 in this park that the great games of
football (I believe called Cricket) take
place. Here | saw & match gams of some
twenty-five or thiny gestlemen. There
were quite a number of spectators
The ball was about twelve inches in diam-
eter, and it was astonishing to see how
high they could Kkick it. Jast be
tween the park we now in and Chatesy des
Tuilleries (for we bhave st Jast srdived
the Royal Palace) i the most besutife
Flrdﬁ: in Enrope. Here the gates are un
ocked and thrown open st 9 o'dlock, »
m., and remain open uotil eight o'clock i
the evening, when the police take a bel!
and go ringing it all through that part o
the ground which is covered by the park
this is the signal to léave, and i any o
has fallen ioto & doze, off in some nook, b
is sure to remain within the inclosure t
vext day.  As I have ssid, this Jandin 4.
Tuilleries is unsurpassed. 1t is not se larg:
for it is no larger than the Capitol groasc
of Colambia 8. O, or Logan square, Phi
adelphia: bot the whole garden ¥ bems
tifully laid off, and every moe Sower tha
has ever been heard of is there; the bed
are io every form imagivable; every be
bas o lictle fancy irom work of aboug ¢ -
inches bigh arond it, and inside of ti
wire work thero is & border of runming iv-
and the ivy is so picely trained that po o
leaf stands above anotber, and the whel
presents the appearance of a
velvet border twelve inches broad. A
round each one of these beods there is an |
ron net-work three foet bigh,  In this
den there are thinty-diwe statoes, al
which are life-size, of the finest of mard'-
and Ly the first artista.  Eight are mous:
ed on the zoooolon, and the others are po

estals; the subjects are Mercu
rys, Yennses and other char
acters. In this are throe .

Mage of which are or very preity, I

of the Taillevies, into the J.
ﬁlldﬂ.




