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CMADELON.

A LITTLE LOVE STORY.

—

The clill, white lizht of the aneompro-
mising Felinary mornine shone in upon
Mrs. Wing's little room, revealing all its
deficiencies, ealling  merciless attention to
the worn spots on the earpet, and contrast-
ing with the feeble fire in the tiny grate,
whase bandful of coals made searcely any
perceptible diference in the atmosphere of
the apartinent.

Mes. Wing berself, pale and shalibily
dressed, and aith faded shawl wrapped o-
ver lier shionldors, was sitting cloge to the
fire with some fine needle work in hors
h:m-ls. ?llh] M'{lft'lnl'l_ ||l‘1' nni_\‘ t']li“. stoo:d
opposite the tiny little mirror, fastening
on her hat,

Madelon Wine was a tall, slicht airl,
with an oval face, luree, dark eves and
lastrons, bhrown Lair |'im-1i|::; around lier
temples with-that nuatural curve that whole
grosses of erimping jns cannot hope to
!’i\:ll. .\Ill!. na th‘ :-‘Itlll-] Llull‘t‘, lhe ]n(lk
of tender solicitude on lier sweet face was
not nalike that of a sweet-pictared Ma-
donna, '

“Are von guite sure vour head does not
aclie von to-duy, mamma ?” said she. “Be-
canse, if it does, You must not try to wark
on that lace fomnce. Maden’selle Prin-
temps pays you so wretchedly, and, if I
can zet w few more engaoements to sing
sl morning concerts and evening soirees,
there will be na necessity of yonr slaving
yonrsell to death in this sort of way.”

. "My dear, it is pleagant vcenpation for
my lonely honrs when you are away,” sald
Mrs. “_il.u:' ;vl.!l_\‘.

“Mamma, that is a pions fiction,” said
Mudelon, stooping to kiss her mother's
forehiend.  “However, Thope we shan’t be
so dismally poor mach longer.  Wasn't it
uice, wamma, that Mrs, Leapold took sucli
afaney to my voice in the choir, and asked
me to sing ‘Adeste Fideles' at her morning
concert? It was the beginning of all my
good lnck—anl now they tell e I am
getting to be all the fashion at these go-
cinl gatlieringe.  T'en ghillines an even-
ing: we shall be rich presently, mamma.”
Mrs. Wing's fuded Llue eves filled with
tears, : :

“Madelon,” said she, “do you remember
Low Gy L'Estrange used to admire your

viter

“Yor, mamma”

Madelon’s voice had grown hard, ler
lips compressed. .

“I have often wondered, wy child, why
le never replied to the note vou left with
Flora Fortesene for Lim.”

“3amma,” said Madelon, with burning
chiecks, “I Lave so often regretted writing
that note.?

“But why, Madelon? It was merely a
reqnest to :1“{1.\' Youa to uge his name as a
relerence, in case yon decided to accept a
Mtuation as a  governess—a simple ac-
knowledement of our fullen fortanes; and
I think ns a gentleman—and oue, too,
who had always manifested extreme inter-
st in yon—he might at least have an-
sWered 307 ’

“Dear mamma,” «aid Madelon hmried-
vy “dont’ talk alont it any more, It was
merely oue of the long series of insults
we bave been called upon to endure since
we lost onr property. It hart me at first,
bint T don’t wind it now so mucl.”

And with a good bye kiss and a pres-
swre of the band, Madelon Wing left the
howse to keep an engagement with Mrys,
Geoffrey, who had sent her a postal card,
desiing her presence at Gerald Park at
11 o'elock that tmorning,

Mrs. Geoffrey was a fat old lady, with
A profusion of flaxen false hair, a donble
vhin and enongh diamonds to wake a hu-
v ghow out of her.

“Yes,” suid Mrs. Geoffrey, elevating her
‘Ye-glasses.  “You are Miss \'\'i;ag, the
singrer, ¢ 1"

“1am Miss Wing,” said Maglelou, not
Withoat diguity, “and 1 sing.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Geoffrey, “my friend
Mrs, Leopold mentioned Your name to me,
I propuse to entertain a” few friends next
“riday evening, und 1 ghould like you to
o us a dong—something Scoteh or Eng-
ligh of the pathetic order, you know.”

| can siug. Auld Robin Gray,” said
Madelon quigly.

“Yeg, 1 think that would about do,”
said Mrg, (3.
‘erwards The Last Rose of Summer. I
Hippose you'll charge five shillings?”

Madelon eoloved.

“Mis, Leopold pays me ten.”

“Ten!” Mis. Geoffrey’s voice rose al-
MOSt to & seream.  “Pen for singing two
songs!  And the society vou are in—aud
the privilege of supper, if you are so in-
clined » #

“I'he gociety makes no difference to
e, said Madelon, smiling; “and I never
Cat supper,”

“Come, I'll give you seven,” said Mrs,

forward, but the next justant
 pagsed him and4ook ber place at

no, while Flora Fortescue's face wus 4
study, -

said she.
{an hour.”

“Anld Robin Gray and af-

Geoffrey, “and that's
ford.”

And to these

room.

Bat Mrs. Geoffrey believed and prac-
and wherever she

ticed economy when
could.

“Going to Mrs. Geoffrey’s party? Of
Miss Flora For-
pearl ear-
Guy ‘L’Estrange is to

: really do think,
J.eunitn that I can bring Lim to the propo-

ik | sing point !.o-.nig&.witb a little strategy.” |
PPN e o, K¢ wae gl vinve, |
Home Circle. said Miss Jennie Fortescoe, Flora's yunu’g
P “Papa is lx-ginning to grumble
willicer’s Lills and

course I um going,” said
tescue; “and Pl borrow vour

be there, and I think—I

sister.
awfully about the
thin;_rs."
“Well”
shall see.”
She was a

said Flora -complaceatly, ¢

pesrls und & dress of the

It was one of those
between the dances tl;
patience of the most endnring.
taken refuge in a J
tograplic views, with Gy
leaning languidly over her shoulder.
ing avound with an’ air of 1

“We ghall have
ing presently,”
sat near by,
new sensation, Miss Wine,

,"Mi:‘:c-—“'in_t_;!“

Guy L’l'l.-:lmn_-.;e looked up in sndden
surprise.

“My goodness!” thonglit Miss Fortes-

cue, with a sudden start.
Madelon Wing tarned up
these long months.”

Aund she remewbered, with a gnilty

flush, the note entrusted to her care that
she had rever delivered to Guy L’Es-
trange, i

But just as the erimson scarlet suffused

her face the door was thrown open, and
Madelon Wing

with her Llack

ber head, and a roll of wasic in her Land.
“Madelon I”
Gay L'Estrange invol nutarily started
e repressed

bimeelf with a violent effort, as Mis ¥ing

“I thonght,” caid L'Estrange, in a low
tone to Miss Fortescne, “yon said that
Miss Wing had gone abroad.”

“I—I snpposed she bad,” faltered Flo-
ra, secing the network of falsehood mo-
mentarily tightening around ler.

Bat Guy bad goue to the piano, and
was bending with enraptnred face over the
beautiful singer, as one by oue the silver-

clear notes of Auld Rohin Gray floated
out on the perfumed bosh of the ecrowded

room.

There was a burst of applause as the
last tremnlons accents of the musie died

away. Mis. Geoffrey bumied to the side
of tllf' Sii'll_"!_‘l'.

“Very sweet, very allecting indeed.”
“We'll have the otlier in aboat

“Inthe meantime,” said Gny L'Estrange,

offering Lis arm, “Miss Wine will allow

me to conduct hier to a covler and Jess
crowded part of the room.”

And Madelon felt herself beine led a-
way by the man whom shie loved best in
the world—the man she believed to have
deserted her when their fortnnes had failed
and poverty’s ivon grasp fell on them,

“Madelon,” he said, in a low

y impress-
ive valce, when they were
-

gafe in a secln-

trees made a sort of tropical seclusion,

lighted only by a hanging lamp, “why

Lhave yon kept we so lone in ignorance of

vour fate?”
e ny,” she answered, anconscionsly fall-
ing iute the tone of former days, “why did
yon never answer that note [ wrote you?”
f “What note?”

“The note that T gave Flora Fortescue
for vou.”

His brows knit darkly.

“l kave never reccived any note,” said
he.
“But she tokl me she gave it to you.”

" ¥Then—begoine Miss Fortescue's par-
don for the plain Euglish of the expres-
sion—she told von a lie. 1 did not know
where you were; I had no weaus of com-
mupieation with yvon. OhL, Madelon! Mad-

these many mwonths !

“And I fancied you bad forgotten me,”

faltered Madelon, Ler eyes filled with Lliss-
{ul tears.
& = P = B =

“Are yon going =o early,” said Mrs.
Geoffrey, as Floia Fortescne, pale and
baggard, cate to make ber adienx. “Why
the evening is not balf over yet.”

“I—1T1 know it,” faltered Flora, “but 1
bave a violent lLeadache, and the rooms
are 50 warm.”

“But Miss Wing is to sing The Last
Rose of Summer directly.’t

“I doun’t care to hear it,” said Flora,
making ber escape by main force from
Mrs. Geoffrey’s hospitable importunities.

But Miss Wing never sang The Last
Rose of Surmer for Mrs. Geoﬂ'r(-y. When
the matron eame to look for her balladist

to fulfill the second clanse of her engage-
ment, she was half way liome, escorted by

Mr. Guy L’Estrange. Y

“Because,” said the yonng man, “I can-

not rest until I have your mother’s seal to

the promise yon have given me—the bless-.

ed promise to be mine,”

| #

{ |

more than I can af-

terms poor Madelon was
forced unwillingly to "accede, while Mrs.

rey made out‘a five pound order to
the nearest florist for the decoration of the

from it into ?ﬁa

Ve

plump, blooming blonde,
and really looked prettier than usaal at
Mrs. Geoffrey’s that evening, with Jennie’s
palest pink silk.
awkward intervals
abare apt to try the
Flora had
group of beantiful pho-
L’Estrange

“Won’t somebody sing ?” said he, look-
opeless enuui.
some delightful siug-
raid Miss Geulfrer, who
“Mamma has engaged the

rjvr 3
& vey eay she
she is cherming in ballads” -

“I hope it isu't
again, after all

glided into the room, pale
aud lovely, in a dress of Llack grenadine,
hair coiled at the back of

I will show
_lr t

| ing, followed along slowly.

¢is reached the middle of the Lridge he

suddenly stopped.

THURSDAY, MDVEMBER 1 1577,

And the dro:ging flower of Madelon’s

once more in love’s bliss- |

heart was reviv
ful sunshine.
“And,” gravely said Mr.

audience 'of one,

LEAPS FROM A DIZZY HEIGHT,
The New York World,

Cooper, who jumped

distance of 156 feet—says:

Although this is the first snicide known
to have been committed from High Bridge,

itis uot the first instance of a person leaping
m' i f."'-'

sands of admiring fpectators, He

dressed in tights, a dainty-pair of
aud a little red gkall cap. A

this, after standing for a few
receive the de:sfening cheers o

In falling Lie maintai
striking the water with his feet first,
disappeared under the

and was tenderly picked up by bis friends,

who were waiting near by in boats. Again,
about six years ago, a man named Poter
Francis juwped from the bridge while un-
aor, and is to-day
fishing in the river not

der the influence of Ji
alive and probably
far [rom where Cooper committed suicide,
Francis bad several Lrothers, all of whom

gpeut a good deal of their time on or in
the water,

ter.  Their daily sport was in Jnmping
from the old Macombs Dam Bridge,
which was about forty feet high. Peter

was about six feet three jaches tall and
thin as a rail.  He was in the army dur.
ing the war, and when he came lome he
was more reckless than ever. Oue time,
having drawn Lis pension money—he had
been wounded during the war—he went
oif on a prelonged spree. It was while
¢ was recovering from it that he weunt
oue day up to High Bridge, where a
friend of Lis, Billy Kennard, was on daty
as policeman. He passed Kennard near
the end of the bridge, and in woving on
toward the middle be said: “Billy, you've
beard a good deal about what wy brothers
bave done. Now, if vou will come alonx
you what a leap I can take.”
e e St .=

W hen Fran-

suddenly wmonuted the eoping and juinped

over. His feet strock the water first, Lut
he was so fur on Lis right side that he re-
ceived a terrible shock, from which he

has never fully recovered. For a long

time he was laid up, Lis right side being

parglyzed. He is now making a livin
by fisking around Mazomb’s Damn Bridge.

A Bravg Aer.—The residents of Barn-

| stable, Englaid, vecently witnessed a very

brave and hawane act. Charles Jones,

‘a bod-carrier, while ascending with a

Leavy load of mortar a fifty-foot ladder
placed against a honse which was being
repaired, when near the top of the ladder,
George Cross, a ma-
gon, who was waiting for the martar, saw
that Jones was fniuti-ng, and at once de-
scending the ladder removed the lod
from the latter’s shonlders and earried it
to the roof. He then again descended the
ladder, and found Jones in a fit and about
to fall. Cross placed himself back of

Jones, and held to the ladder tightly.

The sick man strugaled violently to free
himself, and in his paroxysm- bit Cross’s

arm, whe, notwithstanding, maintained bis |

grip. The strnggle went on for fifteen

R e | | ininutes, none of the eseited populace be-
ded corner, where a clnster of hired lemon ||

low daring to ascend the ladder. At last
Wmn. Richards, a driver of a van, bravely
went up the ladder to the aid of the ma-
son. Boon afterward a fire-escape ladder

| was brought, and Jones was lowered to

the ground by means of a leathern belt,
unhinrt, althoneh still in the fit. Cross
was exbausted, and, upon regaining the
ground, fainted,

Liszr AT Howe.—The young lady
who wrote the little novel, “One Sumnner,”
bas been making a eall upon Liszt. She
describes biin as tall, thin, with long
white hair; a long, black, robe-like cloak,
Leing an abbe; long, slight, sensitive
han:ﬁ:; & manner ased to courts, and a
smile.r‘and grace rare in & man approaching
sevenfy. le conversed amiably with Lis

- | guests, and then “sanddenly he rose and
elon! mny heart Las lieen breaking for you |

| went to lis writing-table, and with one of
 is long, sweet smiles Le took a hunel

of roses from a gloss on the table” and
presented them to the ladies, “And these
roses which stood on Liszt’s writing table
by his MS. wausie, presented by the hand
that bas made bim famous, are already
pressing and will be kept among our Pen-
ates, except one, perhaps, that will be dis-
trilnted leaf by leaf to liero-worshipping
friends, with date and appropriate inserip-
tion on the sheet where it rests” Then
be played. “How he smiles as he plays!
We fancied at first in our simplicity that
be was smiling at us, bt later it seemed
merely the music in hLis soul illamining
Lis e>antenance. His whole face changes
and gleams and grows majestic, revealing
the master spirit as his bauds caress
while they master the keys.”

A loving heart incloges within itself an
onfading and eternal Eden. Mype is like
a bad cEx:'k, forever striking the hoar of
happiness whether it has come or not.

To believe in another man’s goodness
i3 no light evidence of yonr own,

L’Estra'nge,
“all your ﬁuging bereafter must be to an

in speaking of  time, the gue

the recent death of an old man named

from the top of
High Bridge into the Harlem River—a

5

e

[. ¥ “'~';=

ISTAREN 1N 1IS HAND.
What Happened g8 Game of Draw Poker—A
~ ConfidWlf Clerk Ruined.
The occurgent@ito which I refer happen-
ed daring th I part of the war, in
New York, whetll was stopping at the

I think—and el
' roarblé-front dwe
| ringing the be 3

Genesee Falls, jomped from High Bridge
about twenty years ago, watched by thoa-
was
slippers
ud a1 platform
projecting out several feet beyond the side
of the bridge had been erected, and from
nomeunts to

f the multi-
thdes assembled ou the opposite banks of

the river, the reckless man Jumped off.
1ed an erect position,

He

water, bat soon rose

They bad a sort of wania for
Jumping off from Ligh places into the wa-

Berthelot.

soms of the tree of

the door, and, gif

LB

& -
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elegautly furnished roow.

ing the fascinating and illusive

plained to

ing a stranger to hin.
well-dressed young fellow of
handsome, and evidentl
uovice at the game.

game was in progress.

wave of the hand:

wen, but allow we to ask if we
ing with the sequence flush; it

Lave not done so.”

have not
“I
lm_\'.

up their hands,
intently at his cards.

the Wall strees operator $100.
goods man dropped out. 1'Le

sickly countenance thun there isin a bnek

8an to get intereging, 'Llhe betting grew
beayy, i
ened and I
I faucied, thokght Harry was b
took the chanees. Thefe were over $12,-
000 oun the mble, when Harry pushed
back Lis chuir, and, reaghing down, drew
from under his feet a small biack bag, from
which Le took a puckage of crisp  green-
backs. i

Carefully he counted out £5,000, most-
ly in bills. of large denowinations, and
pushed them forward. T'he Wall street
sphinx saw and raised Harry an eqnal a-
wount,

‘The boy, pale as a ghost, his lips and
lingers twitching with uervous excitement,

woney, and said, prefacing the words wi. b
a wild oath;

“Five more; 1 ecall.
gUl:”

“Four kings,” said Wall street, with-
out a trewor, as be laid down Lis band,

“A sequence flush, gentlemen, by all
the goda!” said the excited boy us he
threw bis cards on thg table and reached
for the spoils, A slight, almost imper-

What bave you

impassive Waull street; then vne eye twitch-
ed a litle; then suddenly be leaned for-
ward, examined Hamy's hand, and said
qnickly: “Not sgo fast, mot so fast, my
young friend; look at your eards.”

One look was enough. Never in my
life huve 1 heard a wore hLorible groan
than came from young IHarey’s lips, and
then the words, “Oh, God! what will moth-
er say?” seemed to burst out of his wouth,
and then ke fell upon the floor in a fit.

The poor yoath had been betti gona
sequence flush that was not a sequence
flusly; for, Ly some temporury hallucina-
tion, e lad mistaken the seven of dia-
wonds for an eight, and, although he bad
examined his cards tiwe and time again,
as 1 had observed, had not been undeceiv-
ed as to bis error. The Wall street man,
as he gatbered in the money, glanced at

the wnthing form upon the tloor, and said,

and walked out, while we were endeavor-
ing to revive the poor boy.

trasted counfidential clerk of a large New

starting for Washington on a late train
that unlucky evening, to transuct some
iwportant business.

1 bave always bad a prejudice against

a;equence flushes since that evening in New
“ork, .

ANCIENT WINB.—If boasts are ever
made about old wises that have tickled
the palate, they bad better not be made
In the preseuce of & Frenchman named

wine wmore than 1,600 years old. 'I'he
gluss bottle holding the precious liquid
was fonnd bermetically sealed in what was
a Roman burying place near Arles, France.
The wine was of & brownish color, and
tasted as if it had been boiled in contact
with some faity substance, Archolog-

ists declare that the pecaliarly-shaped bot-
tle wus mmade darin 4 1
occupation of Gaal

the period of the first
y the Romans.

Our wishes are but the the idlo blos-
buman life, seldom

bearing fruita,

@8R local politician of sowe
note. We lefGmW¥ friend’s house at about
10 E m., aud (e a car got off at one
of the up-town @ it ‘Twenty-third,

the steps of a fine
g on that street. On
plored man came to

e xoli iging certain ca-

Four gentlemen were at the table, play-
game of
poker. T'hree of them nodded to my friend,
who returned their salatation, as he ex-
me, sotty voce, that they were re-
spectively a Wall street operator, a cotton
broker, and a janior partuer in a whole-
sale dry-goods house, the fourth party bLe-
This latter was a
about 22
Y & comparative

The stakes were high; portentous stacks
of chips und bank-notes were piled before
each player, and the set faces of all the
gamblers betokened that un unusaally stiff

Presently, as the band was dealt, and
refore the players bad seen the bands, the
young stranger said, with a smile and
“Excuse we, gentle-
are play-
I8 custoin-
ury, 1 believe, w settle the watter, and we

“Why,” said the cotton broker, “yon
got one there; have you, Harry?”
4t remains to be seen,” replied the

It was agreed that the seqaence flush
should be counted in, and the players took
: 1saw a startled expres-
sion flash across Harry's fuce, as he looked
He did not draw,
aud when his opportanity came he raised
The dry
cotton bro-
ker raised Harry 8200, T'he Wall street
party—a large-bomed, yellow-skiuned indi-
vidual, with' no wmore expression in bis

wall, came in agsin and raised, and it be-

%\%WW&M!%:

threw down the remainder of a package of

ceptible tlush came upon the cheeks of

as he pouched the spoils, with a gambler's
pity, “Poor devil,” and then took bLis bat

1 bave since heard that Harry was the

York contraeting firm, and bad intended

He reecntly opened a flask of

MAGRUDER AND THE MEXICAN,

Magrader and a Mexican:
lgsu. J. B. Msa

Confederate fame,

Lis horsemanship. Que day he

'\

-

army Tollowe:
adwiring Ja

moment, one of the

as an inhabitant of the conutry.

a8 well as any Mexican.
one that can ride better.

too mnch.

quite as well as we do.”

Cl}(l]li.

Mexican.,

to its top speed, with a magnificent Lburst
that drew chicers and ]mn-!-rlupl-ing from
the crowd. After a few motments
Mexican came forward for Lis
Withont touching bis hands to the animal
be vaalted on it and went through with
precisely the same performance as had
Magruder, and really proved himself to be
the more accomplished borseman of the
two. Magrader bimself joined in the ap-
planse, and admitted frankly that be was
Leaten. The Mexican swiled, bowed and
said:

“Now, if the Benor will wait a moment
I will show him & feat of horaemanuhip,

. .
tha il ol il e s s AP o
rode half way round the square, and theu
putting spurs to the Lorse disappeared in
a twinkling.

“What does that mean!” said the ow-
ner of the horse.

“I know only one man who ecan ride
like that,” said a bystander, “and that is
Molino.”

“Molino, the guerilla?” groaned Magru-
der,

“The same, sir. I don’t think yoa will
ever see your horse again.”

He never did, and the Mexican who
held the stakes had also disappeared, pro-
bably one of Molino's men. Magrader
vever heard the end of his exploit among
his brother officers, and while his vexation
lasted he declared that he was “the big-
gest fool in the American army.”

TrE VESPER BELLS THAT DBROEE AN
Exite’'s Hearr.—In the cathedral of
Limerick there hangs a chime of bells
which were cast in Italy by an enthusiast
in bis trade, who fixed his home near the
monastery, where they first hung, that be
might enjoy their sweet, solemn musie,
Iu a political revolation the bells were
taken away to a distant land, and the ma-
ker hiwself became a refngee and exile.
His wanderings Lronght him, after many
years, to Ireland. On a calm and besoti-
ful evening, as the vessel which bore him
floated on the placid bosom of the Shan-
non, suddenly this evening clhime peanled
forth from the cathedral tower. His ex-
perienced ear canght the sweet sounds,

found. His early howe, Lis friends, hLis
beloved and mative land, all the best as-
sociations of his life were in these sonuds.
He laid bimself back in the Loat, crossed
Lis arms upon bis breast and listened to
the masic. The boat reached the wharf,
bat still he lay there silent and ‘motion-
less. They spoke to bim, but his spirit
bad fled. The tide of memories that
came vibrating thro' Lis beart at that
well known ehime bLad snapped its life-
strings.,

A Uxivensar MoraL Pavacea.—A
reader of the Hebrew Leader proposes the
following remedy for the ills of the flesh
and spirnit, composed of leaves, plants, and
roots, wkich, if taken without a wry face,
will make any man respectable and hap-

y:
» Leave off drinking.

Leave off amoking.

Leave off chewing.

Leave off snaffing.

Leave off swearing.

Plant your pleasure in the home cirele.

Plant your business in sowe honoralle
employment.

Plant your faith in truth,

Ropt your habits in industry.

Root your feelings in benevolence.

Root your affections in God.

For directions, see the Holy Seriptares,
and beware of counterfeit creeds and
quack theologians.

There is something soothing and de-
lightful in the recollection of a pure-wind-
ef woman's affection; it is the oasis in the
desert of a worldly man’s life, to which
his feelings tarn for refreshment, when
wearied with the unballowed passions of

this work-a-day world.

Gen. Shields in bis Mexican war talk
the other night at Lockport, New York,
told a bumorous story of & trial of lLorse.
maushi(l) at Cerro Gorde between Gen.

grudes, of subsequent
was them an ol;:r of
onr army and plumed bimeelf mﬂy on

across

& sqnare on a superb black animal that he

bad jost bought for & high price, and
came to the window by which Shields lay
that the latter might sce and admire his
purchase. The carvetting of the steed

aud the bearing of the rider drew s crowd
P oy ania e con | g

5%
k Magroders’ show off. Al
ter a time when Mng{mder had stopped a

exicans came up to
bim, patted and praised the borse, and
told the officer that Lie rode almost as well

“Almost!” Magruder cried, “I can ride
Show me the

“Nay,” said the Mexican, “yon claim
You ride well, bat it is not
possible that you can know our lorses

Magruder insisted, and growing warm
offered to bet a dozen doabloons that he
conld ride a horse better than the other
The Mexican objected, and said
he didn't like to show off Lis horseman-
sbip in public, but at last as Magruder grew
more urgent, he reluctantly consented, and
the money was put in the bands of another
For judges, an Awerican was
chosen by Magruder, a Mexican by Lis
adversary, and the two together chose for
the third a Freachwan, Then Magruder
put his horse through his paces, first walk-
1ng around the sqaure, then trotting, then
galloping, and finally putting bis auimal

the
trials,

and he knew that his lost treasures were [

certain dealer in real estate.

do its share to make her appear so.

on its expensiveness. She was
loaded ry—the diamonds in ber
ears were as large as walvuts, and

could mot have cost lees

=

vogl to make one's

o
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air of command in

possessing power and conscions of it. And
no wonder she looks graudly, and talks as
if accnstomed to carry matters with a high
band, for this is Mrs. McMillan, the lady
to whom T'weed, in those days when be
was flush and liberal, is said to bave pre-
sented a mansion on Fifth Avenve worth
And as furtber prool of Lis
confidence in her discretion and business
ability, he is reported to Lave deposited
for sufe keeping, until he abaundons Lis
retirement, the suag sam in Londs, &e., of
$12,000,008 or $14,000,000, leaving biw-

$90,000 !

self, as he traly states, with only a few

paltry huadreds of thousands.— New York

Laper.

a plump little French lady, per baps forty

years of age, but spleadidly preserved.
She l*{'l"‘l\'(‘ﬁ Lier namc, w bich 18 the nul.\'

one she is known by, from a dainty strip

her own faro bank, and is popular with
the boys, who treat ber with warked re-
spect,
musical voice, and there is sometbing at-
tractive aboat her as she looks up and
says: “You will play, M'sienr?
yust so fair for one as oder.” She is said
to be very rich, and bas followed ber
donbtful calling for moroe than fifteen
years. No one knows ber bistory, which
would probably be very romantic if cor-
rectly written, but for years she has been
identified with the “profession,” alwavs
alone, always the same polite, smiling lit-
tle woman, always waking money.

The wost upid_ waste of a fortune on
record is that accomplished by John Tay-

son, and the latter sank the whole of it in

the New Jersey Central road, in which be
embarked bis entire fortane. T'he failure
of this road ruined Lim in a complete and
hopeless manner. Never bLefore bas a
million beea so rapidly thrown away by a
man who bad no bad babits, and was mak-
ing every honest effort to increase Lis
wealth.

Misery requires action; happincss repose.
m

Correspondence.

Mzs McMrirax.—I bad a little basi-
ness Lo transact a few days ago with a
{;hile sit-

ting in his office there entered a lady, tall,
straight, well built, and gracefal—not
young, although art had been made to

She
was dressed all in black, the silk being

covered with real Spanish illusion—a very
beaatiful, costly ‘and perishable material,

seldom m in this or any other country,

_ than $10,000.
Evean the handle of her paiasol must bave

Her carriage and pair

N

A Feuare Giusrer AT Deapwoon.
—A character which attracte the stten-
tion of all strangers is “Mue. Moustacle,”

of black bair on ber apper lip.  She deals

She bas a bright black eye and a

Tis

a long life lccﬁmulalc«l a willion for bis

two years. He had become president of

FOR THE CAZETTE.
NOTES OF EUROPEAN TRAVEL.

Messns. Epitons:—Claose to the great
market in Paris is located Lo Marche de
Ble (the corn market.)
situated in
hexagon, and the house is hexagon also.
There are six streets that let into this
place. The building Las six lurge iron
gutes, which are left opeu daring wie day,
and, if pedestrians wish, they can pass
throagh the marbet, as it wakes one's
walk so much shorter. Here, one day in
the week, merchauts, farmers, millers and
bakers assemble o sell and buy, and once
& wmonth they bave an asuction which
brings together a large nuwber of buyers
and scllers,

Le Marche de Vean (the calf market)
it on the south side of the river Seive.
Almost all the calves that are sold for the
city are broaght to tlLis place, whick is
badly located, it is true—that is, on an ob-
scure square, wlich makes out from an ob-
scure street—yet it is only a few hundred
yards from the great Noire Dame. Phe
butchers attend this market and make
their purchases, and whea the veal is of-
fered for sale it is in small honses iu vari.
ous parts of the city. In these small mar-
kets all other fresh meats are for sale, bat
no poultry. An observing person will be
ratber astonished to sce bow very seldom
fresh pork is offcred for sale, while in the
various kingdowms of Germoaay 1 ofien re-
warked bow seldom it was that one could
seo fresh pork in the small meat houses
that sold fresh meat; and when any was
to be seen it was logre, gross and Habby,
which was disgostiog to lovk at. In Ita-
ly 1 seldomn ever saw any, and it was even
woree looking thun what I Lad seen in
Germany, and in France 1 saw noue of
any kind; and as for & pig or & shoat, 1
saw not one dressed for warket in all Ea-
rope. Yet fresh pork was to be bad in
every style (already prepared for the ta-
ble) in all the cooked meat hoases in Par-
is. lu noticiug the statistics of the vari-
ous countries of Germany, 1 see they ro-
port large numbers of Logs, but where
they are while living, or what becomes of
them when dead, Las always been o wys-
tery to me, for in all Eaorope 1 did not
soe, cither' dead or alive, more than one
Lundred It is not to be wondered
at in France, for the French have a horror
for le cochon. In fact all Europe indulges
less in food than we of the United
States. Well, if you will ride with me to
the south-castern part of the city, bear the

outer wall, I will show you where all the

fresh meonts that are intended for the city

{chul only the bulb, you will find thew in

¥ came to their death by the
band of the butcher. For any lack of
these requirements, the meats are lable to
coufiscation, andl in some cases there are
penalties, but I am sorry to say that the
person with whom I was in conversation
ﬁmmnbhhinfuum-hulhqm.
various small mark-

|

tke that which is sold in the New York
and Philadelphia warkets; but the beef i
Italy looks moere like that which we bave,
and, il there is any difference, perhaps it
| is worse looking. lu these small markets
| o poultry is ever sold; it is found ouly in
the mosnings, for sale om the sidewalks
{ near the markets. Now, we of the South
bave the advastage bere, for nowbere iu
| Earope is the poultry so fine as fu the
| soutbern Uuited States. [ saw, drossed
and exkilited in the windows of the res
tagrants in ltaly, poeliry that no one in
the Bouthern States would think of est-
Ing.

Now let us, as we retorn from the place
of inspection of the meats, take the pave-
wments on the south side of the rives Seine,
which will Jead us to the Notre Dame.
Here commences the flower market, whick
occurs the first and thind Thursday of ev-
ery month during spring and summer. There
you see these pots, jars, bozes and stands
of flowers covering the whole of the pmve-
ments of the quays, so that you are obliged
to take the stroets; thus it extends to the
Noire Dame, which is ove-half mile in ex-
teat, and when we shall amive at the
beautiful square of the Notre Dame I will
show you such an exbibition as is seldog
ever seen; and, il you are anything of a
flocist, you will be delighted. You will
excuse my lack of familianty with botany,
but, anyway, you must not look apon this
flower with sach indifference. You call it
the Jamestown weed, and so it ix bat the
Frenchiman calls it & grand de flewr, _Aund
you see bere is the flower which annovs
the farmer on account of the bar which
adleres to the wool of the sheep. It is
pemesnlivaiod, on posoant ol epdidan:
all kinds of vegetation are found in all their
luxariance, and often many species Le-
come obnoxious. So it is with the central
Awerican and the Mexican: to extermi-
nate the cactos be ases bis means, and the
Scotchman, Laplander, and the Norweg-
ian bas for Lis fuel the fern, while we uso
all our efforts to caltivate it and the cac-
tas. Tho conntries of Europe are old; the
ficlds are shaved as close as the barber
shaves Lis castower; the trees in the coun-
try are bat few, and to the very top, vot
busk, & limb or a brush is seen anywhere;
handly & weed is to be seen; everywhere
are fine roads and land ina bigh state of
cultivation. As the European walks ont
at early dawn be has not the lark to di.
rect bis thonghts wpward, nor dees the
glory of early morn, with its bell form and
beautifal blue violet and scarlet, salnte ki

as be passes; no violet secretes itec!! in

This warket is | some lonely spot 1o add its fragrance to
the center of a square that is |

the enily moruing air; nor doth the water-
lily futhom the standing water of the
‘. }4\--!; no twelve o'clock nor four o'clock to
rewsind bim that time is fast passing awar,
the evening prinurose is not there 1o LAy Lo
bim that s day’s lubor is closed, and that
it, with the rest of natere, has done all
that could be done to add to man's bappi-
ness. Now is it any wondor that the
Freachman cultivates and Lighly prizes
the Jamestown weod and otber rlul-
that we loak upon with ingifference !  As
the right kind of parent knows no dilfer-
| ence Letween bis children—the amiatile,
unamiable, the homwely and the corely gre
all alike W Lim—so the Freachman shoys
yoa the pink with as much delight as the
rarest bot-house plast. It is not neoes
sary for kim to know that it is & bot-house
plast before Le can i He
traios, trims and straightens the crooked;
be digs around and waters the fesble, tha
they may become like the others.

You must uot onderstand we 1o say that
the Frenchman's plasts are old maid's
| pinks (which are now {ashionaliy called

sinmias,) bachelor's buttons (called ame-
ranthus globe) and tosch-me-nots. Far
| from it, Tor this fine, large square and the
whale distanee that we bave pq.-ed on the

quay is, as we bave seen, covered with ev.

jery Kind of a flower and shrab, for they

ippear determined to have their assort-
went complete. They excel us in bot-
bouse plants; they dwarf, with much sec-
cess, many of their plants—the cactas in
particular. For instance, the Tork's bead,
not larger than six inches in dismeter, yei
covered with bLlooms, You will seldowm
ever see any of their cactus over a foot
bigh. They Lughly prize tulips, hyaciaths
sad other bLolbous plants These, when
in bloow, are to be found here; but to par-
the soed shops, in a line for the i of
s mile, on the quay of the north side of
the river Seine. I'he choice of the bulls
commands astonishing prices: thisk of one
bulb selling for from five to ten dollars,
and sowetimes double that price! | must
say that | never saw anywhere in Eu

any suck beantifal roses and such splen-
did flower gardens as are 10 Le scen in the
Southern United States—for instance, the
gardens of Aungusta, Ga.,, Charleston, 8.
C., and Cnlnm?vi;, S. C.—that s, before
the vandals over-ran and burut Colambis
in 1963, Voraceon.




