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AYOUNG MANMA'S LAMENT.

Notlong ngo I used to sing,
And dance, and feelso ;.:n{':
But now thix little baby thing
Has stol'n iy youth away!

I'm not old, at lenst in yenrs,
My halr's not strenked with gray,
Nowwrinklo on niy face IpHears,
And yet—"I'vo hnd my day !
How Jovingly my heart did bend
T (,‘h:lrlf'-, when he came!l
1 never drenmed 'twould put an end
To purties, mnid such gaimne.

Before the bridal charm took flight,
A novelty 1 seemed,

And when T danced nnd felt so bright
No harm was ever dreamed,

But by and by my haby eame,
And up spruny in my heart

A holy, tender, denthless tlame,
Of wiilch my e seemed purt,

But sparkling eyes, and sunny smile,
W1 I dimples deep and rare,

In baby fortn cannot begnile
The heart of Fasblon falr,

They ridicule such Joys as mine,
Thiey cure for me o more,

My husband's censed to be divinge,
My baby’s thought u bure.

S0 now they never nsk mo out,
‘They hive no room they say,
For mnrriel people all about
Thelr daneing rooms 8o giy.
But in the * German's'™ maze and nlee,
Phe girls shoatd bene inomind,
thiings thit banisbed me,
o trylng hard to find!
- -
. TRUE LOYE,
Tove I never blind,
brringgs an asdded Hght
Aninn 1o qutek to tind
“Plue bestaties bid from eotnmeon sighit,

I think tru

Nosoul eun ever clearly see
bighest, noblest part

Another
Save throth the sweet phittosophy

And foving wisdony ol e heart,

Your unanainted eyes shall fall
0m him who s my soal with light
You do not see my telemd atall, °

Yot sers wihat hides him from your stght,

I sea Uie Teet that faln would elimb,
You, but the steps that turn astray |
I see phe sou! unharied, sublime
You, but the garient, aid the clay,
You see i portal, weak, misled,
DrwittTead ever by the earthily clod;
I wee how munhood, periected,
May rench the stature of @ god,

Blinded [ stood, ns now you stand,

T ol mim 4, Wilh touches sweet,
Laowve, the deliverer, Iubt his hand,

Awd o 1 worship nt his feot!

ﬁ:lisbrllanrt;hs.

Deaf Smith, The Celebrated Texan Spy.

Aboul two years after the Texan rev-
olution, a ditliculty occurred between
the new government and a portion of
the peaple, which threatened the most
seriols consequenees —-oven the blood-
shed wnd horrors of o civil war.  Brief-
ly, theeause was thus: ‘The constitution
had fixed the city of Austin as tho per-
manent “eapital,” where the publie ar-
chives were (o he kept, with the reser-
vation, however, of a power in the Pres-
ident to order their temporary removal
in ease of danger from the intoads of a
fureizn enemy, ora foree of u sudden
insurrection,

Coneeiving that the exeeptional emer-
geney hal arvived, as the Camanches
frequently eommitted outrages within
sight of thie eapitol itself, Houston, who
then resided at Washington, ou the
Brazos, dispatehed an order command-
ing his subordinate  functionaries  to
send the State Records to the latter place
which he declared to be, pro tempore,
the seat of government.

It is inpos=ibie to deseribe thestormy
exeitement which the promulgation of
this fire/ ratsed in Austin. - The keepers
of hotels, boarding houses, groceries and
faro hanks were thunderstruck, mad-
dlned to frenzy ; for the mensure would
be a deathiblow to their prosperity in
business; and accordingly they deter-
mined at onee o take the neceessary
steps to avert the danger, by opposing
the exceution of Houston’s mandate.—
They eatled nmecting of the citizens and
farmers of the circumjacent country,
who were all more or less fnterested in
the question; amd  after many fiery

“wspeeches aguinst the asserted tyranny
of the mdministration, it was unani-
mously resolved to prevent the removal

T A

of the arehives by open and armed re-
sistance.  To that end they organized o
company of four hundred men, oue par-
ty of whuon, relieving the other at regu-
lar periods of duty, should Keep con-
stant guard around the State House un-
til the period passed by, The comman-
der of this foree was one Colonel Mor-
ton, who hud achieved considerable re-
nown in the war for independence, and
had stitl more recently displayed  des-
perate bravery in two desperate ducls,
inboth of which he had cut his antago-
nearly to picees with the bowic
o Iidead, fromn the notoriety of
haraceter for revenge, or courage, it
was thought that President Houston
would renounce his purpose touching
the archives, so soon as he should learn
who was the feader of the opposition.

Morton, on his part, whose vanity
fully equatled his personal prowess en-
cottraged and  justitied  the prevailing
opinion by his boastful threats.  He
swore that' il the President did not sue-
ceed in removing the records by the
march of an averpowering  foree, he
would then himself hunt him down
like 0 wolf, and shoot him witn little
ceremony, or stab him in his bed, or
waylay hinnin his walks for recreation.
o even wrote the hero of San Jacinto
to that etieet. The latter replied ina
nate of fuconice brevity 1 —

SIr the people of Austin do not send
the archives, [ shall certainly come and
take thiem s and if Colonel Morton can
kill me, hie s weleothe to my ear-cap.”

On the reception of this answer, the
guard was " doubled around the State
Tlouse. (hosen sentinels were station-
ed along the road leading to the capital
the military paraded the streets from
morning till night, and seleet eaucuses
held permanent session, in theeity hiall,
In short, every thing betokened acom-
ing lempest.

One day, while matters were in this
precarious cowlition, the caucus at the
city hall was surprised by the sudden
appearaiiee of o stranger, whose mode
of entering was as extraordinary as his
Jooks and dress. e did not knock at
the closed door—he did not seek admis-
sion at all; but elimbing unseen asmall
hushy-topped live oak, which pgrew be-
side the wall, leaped without sound or
warning through alofty window. He was
elothed nltogether in buckskin, earried
w Lo and very heavy ritle in his hand,
wore at the bettonn of his left suspender
w darge bowie-knife, and had i his
leather belt @ eouple of pistols half the
Tength of hisgun. He was tall, straight
as an arrow, netive as a panther in his
motious, with darkened  complexion
and luxuriont jetty hair, with a severe
iron-like countenance, that seeme
never to have known a smile, and eyes
of intense vivid black, wild and rolling,
und piereing as the point of u dagger.
His strange advent iuspired a thrill of
involuntary fear, and many presentun-
consciously grazped the handlesof their
side-rms,

“Who are you thiat thus presumes to
intrude smong gentlemen, without in-
vitation 2 demuanded Colonel Morton,
ferogiously essaying to cow down the
stranger with his eye.

The latter returned
compound interest, and laid his long
bony finger on his kip, as asign—but of
what, the spectators could not imagine.

“Whoare you? Speak! or Lwill cut
an answer out of your heart!! shouted
Morton, almost distracted with rage by
the cool, sneering gaze of the other, who
now removed s finger from his 1lip,
and laid it on the hilt of his monstrous
knife.

The fiery colonel then drew his dag-
wer, and was in the act of advanecing
upon the stranger, when several caught
nim and held him baek, remounstrating.

“ Let him alone, Morton, for God’s
sake. Do you not perceive that he is
crazy?"

At that moment Judge Webb, a man
of shrewd intelleet and courteous man-
nery, stepped forward, and addressed
the intruder in a most respectful man-
ner—

“ My wood friend, I presume you have
made » mistake in the house.  This is
a private meeting where none but mem-

bers areladmitted.”

The stranger did not appear to com-
prehend the words, but he could not: fail
to understand the mild and deprecator;
manner. His rigid features relaxed,
and moving to a table in the centré of
the hall, where there were materinls
and implements for writing, he seized a
ben and traced oneline: ' Iam deaf.”

fa then held it up before the spectators,
as a sort of natural npology for his own

want of politeness,

Judge {Vcbb took the paper, and wrote
a question. ‘' Dear sir, will you be so
obliging as to inform us whatis your
business with the present meeting !’

~ The other responded by delivering o
letter . inseribed on the back, “To the
citizens of Austin.” The{ broke the
seal and read it aloud. It was from
—_—
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Houston, and showed the usual terse
brevity of his style;—

't Fellow citizens :—Though in_error,
and deceived by the arts of traitors, 1
will give you three days more to decide
whether ‘you will surrender the public
archives. = At the endjof that Llime you
will please let me know your decision.

Sa. HousToN.”

After the reading, the deaf man wait-
ed o few seconds, as if for reply and then
turned and was about to leave the hall,
whenr Colonel Morton interposed, and
sternly beckoned him back to the table.
The siranger obeyed, and Morton wrote:
“You were brave encugh to insult me
by your threatening look ten minutes
ago.; are you brave cnough now to give
me satisfaction 2"’

The stranger penned his reply: I
am at your service?”’

Morton wrote again: ‘* Who will be
your second ?”

The stranger rejoined: “ I am too
generous to seek an advantage ; and too
brave to fear any on the part of others;
therefore 1 never need the aid of a see-
ond?"!

Morton penned: “ Name your terms.”

The stranger traced, without a mo-
ment’s hesitation : * Time, sunset this
evening ; plaee, the left bank of Colora-
do, opposite Austin ; weapons, rifles, and
distance, & hundred yards. Do not fail
to be in time !’

He then took three steps across the
floor, and disappered through the win-
dow as had entered.

“What ! exclaimed Judge Webb, is,
it possible Colonel Morton, that you in-
tend to fight that man? He isa mute, if
not a positive maniae.  Such a meeting
1 fear, will sadly tarnish the lustre of
your laurels.”

“You are mistaken,” replied Morton
with a smile; “that mute is a hero,
whose fame stands in the record of a
dozen battles, and half as many bloody
duels. Besides he is the favorite cmis-
sary and bosom friend of Houston, "If[
have the good fortune to Kill him, I
think it will tempt the President to re-
tract his vow against venturing any
moreon the tield of honor.

“You know the man then, Who is
he? Who is he 9" asked twenty voices
together.

S Deaf Smith,” answered
coolly.

“\Why, no; that cannot be.  Deaf
Smith was slain at San Jacinto,” re-
marked Judgo Webb.

“here, again, your honor is mistak-
en,” siid Morton.” “Thestory of Smith’s
denth was a mere fiction, got up by
Houston to save the life of his favorite
fromsworn vengeance of certain Texans,
in whose conduct he had acted as a spy.
[ futhomed the artitice twelve months
since.

“If what you say be true, you are a
madman yourself 7" exelaimed Webb.
“Deaf Smith was never known to miss
hig mark. He has often brought down
ravens in their most rapid flight, and
killed Comanches and Mexicans at a
distance of two humdred aud fifty
yards !’

“Say nomore,” answered (ol Mortfon,
in tones of deep determination; *‘the
thing is already settled. T havealready
agreed to meet him,  There can be no
disgrace in falling before such a shot,
and if I suceeed, my triumph will con-
fer the greater glory !’

HMuch was the general habit of thought
and feeling prevalent throughout Texas
at this period.

Towards evening s vast crowd assent-
bled at the place appointed to witness
the hostile meeting, and so great was the
popular recklessness as to aftairs of the
sort, that numerous and consideable
sums were wagered on the result, At
length the red orb of the summer sun
touched the curved rim of the western
horizon, covering it all with crimson
and gold, and Miling the air with a flood
of burning glory; and then the two
mortal antagonisis, armed with long,
poenderous rifle, took theirstation, back
to bacl, and at & preconcerted signal—
the waving of a white handkerchief—
walked slowly and steadily oft in oppo-
gite directions, counting their steps un-
til each had measured fifty. They both
completed the given number about the
same instant, and then they wheeled,
each to aim and (ire when he chose.  As
the distance wag great, both paused
for some seconds—long enough for
the beholders to flash  their cyes
from one to the other and mark the
striking contrast betwixt them. The
fuce of Colonel Morton was calm and
smiling, but the smile it bore had a most
murderous meaning. On the contrary
the countenances of Deaf Smith was
stern and passionless as ever. A side
view of his features might have been
mistaken for a protile done in cast-iron.
The one, too, was dressed in the richest
cloth, and the other in smoke-tinted
leather. DBut that made no difference
in Texns then; for the heroic courage
were all considered peers—the class of
inferiors embraced none but cowards.

Presently two rifles exploded with
simultancous roars.  Col. Morton gavea
prodigious bound upwards, and dropped
to the earth a corpse.  DeafSmith stood
erect, and immediately began to reload
Lis rifle ; and then, having finishied his
brief task, he hastened away into the
adjncent forest.

Phree days afterwards Gen, Houston,
accompanied by Deaf Smith and ten
more men, appeared in Austin, and
without further opposition removed the
state papers.

The history of the hiero of the forego-
ing anccdote was one of the most extra-
ordinary ever known in the West, He
made his advent in Texas at an early
period, and continued to reside there
until this death, which happened some
few years ago; but although he had
many warm personal friends, no ouc
could ever ascertain cithier the land of
his birth, or a single gleam of lis pre-
vious biography. When he was ques-
tioned on the subject, he laid his fingers
on his lips; and if pressed more urgent-
ly his brow writhed, and his dark eyes
seemed to shoot sparks of livid fire. He
could write with astonishing correctness
and facility, considering lhis situation;
and although denied theexquisite plens-
ure and priceless advantages of the sense
of hearing, nature had given himample
compensation, by an eye quick and far
seeing as an eagle’s and a smell keen
and incredible as that of & raven, He
could discover objects mioving miles
away in the fur-oft prairie, when others
could perceive nothing but earth and
sky ; and therangers used todeclare that
he could eateh the seent of aMexican or
Indian at as great o distance as & buz-
zard could distinguish the odorof a dead
careass,

It was these qualities which fittedhim
so well for aspy, in which eapacity he
rendered invaluable service to Hous-
tou's army during the war of independ-
ence. He always,went glone, and gen-
erally obtained the information desired.
His habits in private life were equally
singular. e could never be persuaded
to sleep under the roof of a house, or
even to close a tent cloth. "Wrapped in
his blanket he loved to lic out in the
open air, under the blue eanopy of pure-
ether, and count the stars, or gaze with
ayearninglook at themelancholy moon.
When not employed as o spy or guide,
he subsisted by hunting, being often
ubsent on golitary excursions for weeks
or even months together in the wilder-
ness. He was a genuinesonof nature, a
grown-up child of the woods and prarie,

which he worshipped withasortof Pagan
adoration. Excluded by hig infirmi-
ties from cordial fellowship with his
kind, he made the inanimate things of
earth his friends, and entered by the
heart’s own adoption into brotherhood
with the luminaries of hieaven. Where-
ever there was land or water, barren
mountains or tangled brakers of wild
waving cane, there was Deaf Smith's
home, and there he was happy ; but in
the streets of great cities, in all the great
thorougfares of men, wherever there
was flattery or fawning, base cunning
or craven fear, there was Deaf Smith an
alien and exile.

Morton,

Strange soul ! he hath departed on the
long journey, away among those high
bright stars which were his night lamps;
and he has either solved or ceased to
ponder the deep mystery of the magic
word, ““life.”” e is dead ; therefore let
his errors rest in oblivion, and his vir-
tues be remembered with hope.

Did'nt Want to Marry.

It is no doubt wrong, but it is perfectly
natural, to laugh at acertain man in Riply,
Me. Tixis unhappy person was about to be
married, and so distressed was ho at the
prospect that he took two ounces of lauda-
num to avoid the calamity. But the ex-
pectant bride (who was probably a widow)
was promptly on hand with a doctor, and
the poor creature was pumped into a fit
condition for the altar. Only a fortnight
before the victim tried to hang himself, but
was saved for the joys of the honeymoon
by timely cutting down. This wretched
gontleman had better give it up so, and
submit to his fate, for he can no more escape
the noose than could honest Jack Bunsby

after ho was lod captive by Mrs. MoStinger.

A Romance of the Docks.

For a month or more previous to the
day on which they first become of in-
terest to any particular reader, two ugly
uncouth vessels have been towed, and
pushed and anchored, about the Eiers
and wharves, making a horrible, bust-
ling din and clamor in the daytime, and
awkward, angular shadows in thenight.
One is a ponderous box with acabinaft,
a small donkey-engine in the center,
and two huge teethed beams standing
upright, forward, with a pulley at the
top, and a heavy ladder reaching from
the deck upward. The other is also a
box, but a square one, and much larger.
It has & more powerful engine, higher
beams, & net-work of heavy chains, a
braced and bolted cross-timber, to which
is hung an enormous yawningiron box,
which is also bolted and barred, and
which, with the hanging chains, give
out’s fitful, dismal chorus over the si-
lent wharves, deserted and damnp, now
that the night is setting in.

The two machines have been dredg-
ing and thundering in the docks, and
are now drawn up together to rest,
moored to the piers and quite motion-
less, except when the slow, incoming
gwelly lifts them, chafing and grinding
together. Nobody is about withinspeak-
ing distance, though there are dim
lights to be seen in the small windows
of both the erafts, It is damp, stean-
ing and noisome, although the sky is
starlit, and it is not yet so dark butthat
one may see the figure of a man labori-
ously climb from the eabin of the smal
ler vessel, and also be able to see to some
extent what sort of man he is.

He is tall, broad-shouldered, but alit-
tle bent, as if he were 8 hard worker,
with s narrow chest, a lagging gait, and
an irresolute air. e wearsa flannel
shirt, a belt with a’sheath kuife behind,
his trousers thrust'into his heavy boots,
s slouch hat, and a set of heavy, tangled
whiskers, and a shock of hair. He takes
astep or two, stops, feels for the wind,
hesitates, and looks over the side into
the water, then to the sky. A few more
steps, and he feels for the wind again.
Then he goes hesitatingly to the oppo-
site side of the deek, and after a nio-
ment of doubt, kicks the side of the
other vessel several times with his boot.
He listens a little and kicks again. Pre-
wently there is a rattling of chains anda
man’s head appears, which he bails,
and which hails back again; whereupon
he wheels about and goues forward by the
upright beams, wherc heawkardly scats
himself with his feet hanging over and
touching the water.  Soon the other
man followed him. He appears to be
much younger, and, though as roughly
dressed, is springy and ela: in his
movenments.  He seats himself so elose
to the other as to appear to be in his
confidence. A moment elapses, which
the elder man seems to oceupy in think-
ing, while the other glancesat him from
the corner of his eyes and impatiently
taups his boots against the woodwork.
Finally he speaks hastily :

“OWell, Harker, what are you glam
about? Has it been going ou again to-
day the same ag the rest?”

“Yes,' replies the other, glancing be-
hind at the eabin-windows, and speak-
ing under his breath, “ yes, just as al-
ways,  They was sweeter at it than
ever.”

“ By ' mutters his companion,
strikiug his knee with his fist, * how
mad it makes me to think of it!"”

* e was here, sure cenough, ag hand-
some and laughing as ever.  She came
out of the eabin and stood over there
against the railing, talking and chat-
ting like a magpie.  They didn’t mind
the men who saw, nor the noise and
dust. He broughtliera bunch of tlowers,
and was telling her about them, and
she's got them stuck in a tumbler very
careful.”

“Why didn't you stog) it?
see the way it's going 2

“ Beeause I ain't a fool, that's why,
If I were to let in a word against him,
or to warn her that he is fooling her,
would she take it meek andmild? No,
she wouldn't. I daren't breathe to her,
nor look at her hardly, though she is
my baby. And what are you so hot
about ; isit my daughter? No, it ain't.
1t's your chances with her that fetches
you to me with such long faces.  Why
don't you mareh square up to her and
tell her plain, instead ot going unhappy
and miserable about your work, because
she can’t tell you're loving her when
she don’t set hier eyes on you the live-
long day 2"

“You ain't going the back track?"”
asked the other, anxiously.

“Not astep.  I'm a better friend to
you than you aro. I'm in hopes you'll
get her, for you're smart, and you're
one of her kind, and the other ain't.”

“ No, he ain’t,” broke in the young
man, sharply. **He’s handsomwe he's
a noteh above her, and he's playing
with her, d—n him!"”

“What sets you athinking that Daw-
ley ! His voice wasa little thick; he
looked hastily behind him again.

“Are you stone blind? Don't you
gee that she's poor and pretty, that he
is a smooth-talking one and handsonme;
haven't you watched them grow to
know each other, until to-day it’s got
to flowers, and to-morrow it'll be brace-
lets, and the next day dresses and fin-
ery? Don’t yousee that you'll be get-
ting edged out of her fancy as he edges
in¥ Bhe won't put up with a homely !
cabin along thedocks with a rough man
to love her, when she's Leen told that
lher pretty hands, her sweet voiee, her
dearest love, i8 wastcd on such as you.
Gospel ain't truer than that, Harker.”
Dawley caught the arm of the other
tightly at the clbow and twisted him
around.

“1 tell you the gospelain’t truer.—
Haven't you read the same things since
you were o baby?  Haven't you heard
it in books and stories? It is a little
cheating, a little smiling, a little money,
and years on years of heartbreak and
misery. Think of her drawn away out
of your sight with a pack of lies, and
then of meeting her skulking, spotled,
and shameless, like oneof them,” Here
he pointed up along the edge of the
dusky, shadowy wharf, where there
were  faint, whitish figures moving
slowly about with the dress and gait of
women.

The large man shuddered and turned
away with a swallowing movement of
his hairy throat, and & muttered protest
at the words of the other.

* Don't, Dawley, don't.
be spoke of so.” ¢

“AIn’t to be spoke of <02 he¥epeat-
ed, excitedly, and drawing nearer with
a eloser hold upen the arm,  “What's
that, te using of her so? If you're
scared to thing of being robbed of her
brown face, her bright eyes, and swect
voice, how will you stand it when you
Seel them slipping out of your way; and
perhaps may come across the self-same
floating about in the dirty water some
day, where sho tlung herself, desperate
and tired?”

4 Xtop, Dawley.
come to that.”

¢ Bt it is, Harker, it's very nigh to
it. She's nothing but a woman,and he's
artful. It's anold game with him, most
likely. Come, brush up! look at me,
what will you do to stopit? I'm ready
to turn my hand to any thing, and I'm
not Ler flesh and blood. 1 only wor-
ship her, that’s all; 1 ain't her father,
she don’t remind me of any wife, or
don’t eat at my table; she don’t put her
arms around my neck ever, nor nurse
me when I'm sick, nor ¢cheer me when
I'm tired, and yet you see what I'd do
for her; 1'd . Herohe stretehed
out his hand with the fingers apartland
then slowly curled them back into his
palm, elinching them so tight that the
tension of his muscles made his arm
quiver to the shoulder. His lips parted
over his set teeth, and to the irresolute,
shrinking man by his side, he seemed,
for the moment, to be the impersonation
of hateful malignity. A moment of si-
lence, and mute glances exchanged in
the dark, and then a stealthy secret
drawing away on the part of Harker,
almost imperceptible, but still eloquent.
The hand of the other remained out-
stretched in mid-air until a hooded and
shawled figure, which had been stand-
ing behind them for some moments,
bent down and laid a hand on the shoul-
der of cach.

¢ Father and you,” it said, looking
from one tothe other, ** get upand come
into the cabin.” Without a word the
two slowly clambered to their feet with
hanging ‘heads, making an awkward
pretense of ease, and picked their way
over the cables and chains after the girl,
who went rapidly on before. She halted
by the little companion-ladder, and let
them pass her, and, after they had
groped a difficult, noisy way into the
bowels of the vessel, she followed, mop-
ping her eyes hastily with her shawl,
and drawing a deep breath, while mak-
ing a quick gesture from herlipstoward
the city with her hand.

The two men sank hulking]

Don'’t you

.\'he‘;\in‘t to

Stopman! Itean't

into

some séats, and put their soiled hats

carefully upon the floor. The younger,
Dawley, was, however, a little quicker
with his eyes, and a little readier to be-
come sclf-possessed. He looked like a
man ready to take fire, and he followed
the girl with the closest but most covert
looks. She passed them, throwing off
her hood, and stood beside her father,
with o hand upon his head.

“ Jacob Dawley,”’ said she, half re-
flectively and half directly, **I won-
der if you meant well by me when you
sat taking all that to my father, up
there 2"’

“ You know I could never mean harm
to you, Aggy,” replied he, thickly,
“though you do treat me so miserable.”

The girl flushed a little, and the tears
started again.

“But was it all your true belief; did
you think it? do you?

“May I be struck dumb and blind!”’
cried the other, stamping upon the
floor, as a flood of morbid thoughts
rushed back upon him, *what business
has he to hunt in these parts 2 If he is
going to feteh shame and sorrow among
you two, Isay, tell him to keep away,
not to show lis devlish face here, and
to keep his foot oft your father's deck,
and his eyes oft of you. Don't you say
s0 IHarker?' He turned savagely on
the other man, with the same extended
fingers, looking eager to make the same
significant gesture that he had made
before. :

“Maybe,” growled the father eva-
sively.  “Maybe.”

The girl caught her hands together in
front of her, and, fixing her bright eyes
upon him, regarded him with a statute-
like steadiness, and an almost statutoe-
like palvuess.

“Wiio knows but you see all you
heard me say, Agey 27 eried he, leaning
forward, questioningly. ** Per’aps you
have the head to bid him to stay away,
but not the heart, e’ He hesitated
waiting for an answer, but none came.
“Would you let me warn him to keep
ofl fromyou? Nay, Aggy, would you?”
There was something of a softness in
his tone, and, for a bare instant, hereye
faltered, but she answered promptly
with a resolute shake of the head, and
a calm voice:

“No. [ want him to coure; he's com-
ing to-morrow."

Harker ict his hands fall outward up-
on the table, while he turned a working,
sickly face upward, to look at her.—
Dawley labored to his] feet, breathed
heavily through a pairof dry, coutract-
ed lips. e pointed his forefinger at
her, which trembled from his agitation.

“Agry, Aggy darlin’, what are you
saying?*  His feltering words fell upon
the little eabin as a stone on a narrow
pool—disturbing, distracting all within
it. Tooutward appearance, all three
were ealm and silent, but within them-
selves there were tumults of thoughts
which had never been before.  **And

you're bent on going to—to the bad,
Appy, is
His

that it 2"

s cagerly caught the sight of a
whitening, furious anger which swept
over her face, and saw’it ina good hope
for his purpose. It appeared to him
that she wuas true in her intent, but
wrong in her judgment, It seemed to
Le a matter of view, and he rushed on,
seeking to convert her to his, but man-
like, began with upbraiding her.

“1 don't know why I'm ealled upon
to talk to you ; there’s your father there,
whose heart you’re breaking, per’aps he
would say a little to you if he was fit to
speak. But he's choked, don’t you see?
It would make him right happy if you'd
pull out your hair by handfuls and show
{'ou'rc ;. Youare erazy. It would

e better if you'd spoken your last word

and Tooked “your lust look than to live
overnight till to-morrow comes.  I'd
rather see you take a knifeand cut your
pretty fiee out than to have him look at
you again ! He has no business with
vou but evil.  1f you don't tell me to
keep him away, you're lost; you've no
right to live among honest folks. You re
otie of them that—"

ST osay, Dawley, hold up, man!”
thundered IHarker, leaning over the ta-
ble with a warning hand .  Tain’t for
vou to suy that, d'ye hear? God knows
there's mischief enough to come, but
I'am not the one todrive herto the river
it she's going to be drove.”

“ Oh ! oh, my poor father,” cried the
wirl, throwing her arms around his
neck, ** has e cheated you, too!”  She
mutled lier voice upon his rough face,
while her ever-ready tears burst forth
again, the eversgrateful vents of unhap-
piness. * Has he made you believe it?
It is not true.  He is honest with me,
Dawley.  Oh hie could not lie.”

v How do you know he could not?”
demunded Dawley, fiercely.

o Beeause [ live," she retorted. “If T
dreamed that he could fool me, I should
die. I feel it in the memory of his face,
hix touch, and dress. Helie! Ahnever!
He is too noble,  He is too gentle, Do
you sce my tlowers!” She pointed
to a trifle of a boguet floating in
a eluss of water,  “Well, that isa
heliotrope. It menans o message to
me from him. It is my sunshine, and,
without it now, I should feel so dreary
and tired, But with it""—she cried, with
slowing face—**but with it, I could do
=0 much and so well. You are nothing
to me, Jacob. 1 never led you on, for
you are too fieree and too easy to anger
—_[—IL—oh, don’t lovk at me so—don't
Jacob, Do not torment me; go away
for to-night; here is my hand; good-
night—good—""

Tie brushed her hand off his shoulder
with an oath, and siezing his eap, ran
furiously to the ladder, upon which he
stumbled, too blinded witlh rage towateh
his footing. He struggled up, and burst-
ing the lock apart, forced his way into
the murky darkness; and they heard
him quit the deck with hurriedstrides.

Frightened for the moment, the girl
remained silent, and then turned with
a scared face to her father, who had
folded Nis huge arms, with their veined,
browned hands, before hinm, and laid
his shagey head upon them.

“ You're not doubting me, father, are
you'" whispered she, stooping.

“May God feteh you through all
right, Agey,” answered he, brokenly,
“and keep this boy’s heart clean toward
you.”

“\Would yougive him work, father, if
he eame for it?

“AWork, child!?  What does he want
with work 2’ T'he nan raised his head,
wonderingly.

¢ Maybe they’ll turn him out for my
salie,” replied she, slowly, with a sor-
rowful face, and slipping her hands
caressingly over the shuek of hair,

*And so, Agey, here comes the bitter
fruit dropping already. It's ail wrong,
wrong, wrong. Jacob would have been
true, though hie’s much rougher.”

Here there came a silence, and for an
instant the hand stopped, but soon it
went on again with its soothing, until
its wordless, saddened possessor went
her usual round of the locks and bolts
and soon after all within was dark and
quiet,

Without, too, it was also dark, and,
harring the noise of a heavy, regular
footfall, which echoed dismally among
the wharfs and shipsides, it was also
quiet. Around the deck of his dredgor,
of which hewas owner and master, from
the windlass aft, along by a narrow skift’
turited bottom up, to the great, oily,
sturdy mast, with its gallows-like beam
then by a heap of muddy cables and
anchors, and back to the windlass again,
walked Dawley. His driver and spirit
was Jealousy. It whipped him into
speed when he hurried furiously past
the shadowy way-marks, stamping with
his feet, and beating his breast with his
clinched hands, or lulled him into a
thinking, pondering face, with drooping
head and long breaths; and the Jast
seemed more dangerous and malignant
than the first,

Thcd)eople who slept beneath looked
out and begged him tostop and go down;
the watchmen on the wharves hailed
and warned him ; the loud voices calling
and expostulating aroused the dogs on
guard on the neighboring crafts, and
the foggy harbor beeame discordant and
alive with sounds. The men came and
stooped over the edge of the piersabove
him, and turned their lanterns upon
him; they called his name, but he did
not answer, but went on with his walk,
They whispered together among them-
selves, and then went away and left
him.

Nothinginterruptshimorhisthoughts;
they slip from her to him, and then
back again, catching fragments of fire
as the go. Soon they fix themselves on
one of thetwo, and the otherslides away
leaving him alone with his rival. Over
this subject he hovers, vulture;like, and
plunges upon it, vulture-like. He rends
and analyzes with a morbid persistence,
turning all into fuel to feed his consum-
ing hate. As his walk drives his
blood, so it drives his fury from his
heart to his fingers’-ends, where it
changes its character for that of re-
venge. Asitreaches this point he walks

slower for it has reached the puzzle of

how to takeit. The question of, shall he
or shall he not, is long since settled ; and
with his hands grasping his surtout at
the lappel’s, his eyes turned downward
and his step grown moderate, he walks
his cesseless round far into the night.—
He turns occasionally, as if measuring
and looks up at his far-reaching cross-
beam, with its ponderous box and
chains, and then at the spot on deck of
the other craft where e always stands,
laughing and chatting, and where he
wil% stand to-morrow. Then to his walk
again ; then another look. The watch-
men come, astheir rounds lay that way,
and watch him curiously, and fruitless-
lfv call him. As the clock strikes twelve
they find them there; also at onec and
two; at three, however, they miss him;
and, laughing among themselves that
he is lovestruck with Harker's pretty
daughter, they conclude that he has
turned in and gone to bed.

The truthis, in fact, that he hasmount-
ed the wharf and gone to a drinking
place close by, where hie arouses the in-
mates and demands something to quiet
his nerves, and he then goes to sleep
upon a bench, where he stays for twen-
ty-four hours, debauching himself in
his endeavors to get himself up to ncer-
tain point; he does not reach it, and
still drinks, and, as it happens to be
Sunday, they do not miss him much
aboard of his craft.

As the girl Aggy promised, Sutlern
came in the morning, butwith a stimu-
lated elation in his face and step, e
whispered that it was all over with ;
that there had been an outbreak, and
that he was homeless; work with her,
in sight of her, was now his object ; and
for her it would be a greater pleasure
than he had ever had. = Her tears and
sorrow availed nothing; they could
change nothing; for he had made up
his mind; and he turned to Harker.

Harker's keen eyes gleamed withsus-
picion, but they found nothing bat
frankness, honesty., and a resolute will.
They turned upon his daughter; there
they found something to fear in her im-
petuous face, nnd he felt that the ques-
tion before him was an ultimatum
which presented either the aceeptance of
Suffern’s labor or her instant quittance
of him, with its attendant loneliness and
misery ; and so, with a lurking fearand
a lurking dread, he gave the boy his
hand.

He reluctantly led-him about, pointing
out his rough duties; the piles to be
driven, and where, the working of the
engine, the hoisting and the preeipita-
ting of the guillotine-like fall, and where
he might be expected to help. The
workmen in their holiday dress looked
curiously at the sight, but Harker, with
the vision of his daughter before him,
Kept on with his task, until all was
shown.

The young man was stout, full-faced,
and haudsome. Toany other but his
father he would have been all that was
true, but for the time he became a hy-
poerite, and sometimes worse, for the
words of Dawley were neither lightly
gpoken nor lightly meant. e beheld
him standing in the sunlight all the
long afteruoon, side by side with his
daughter, with a_growing fear and dis-
trust. To eyes of such a color, nothing
itself becomes & monster, and a caress
and glance the hateful indieators of a
thrice cursed intent.

The day was spent in brooding and
watching, and, when the night came
again, and with it the departure of Suf-
fern, he lay stretehed upon the warm
deck, harrassed by the memory and im-
port of the parting kiss, To}eim, as
with Dawley, Suttern and not 4he girl
bore the burden of his thoughts. And
such a burden! Cruel, ungenerous, vin-
dietive. 'They burned with him, so that
he bLegan to dream of taking her, his
only treasure, and of secretly flying off
out of the way to some spot where the
spoiler could not penetrate, and of giv-
ing his life to winning her back. She,
50 beautiful, so trusting, to be toru from
him, to be petted, then thrown worth-
less, alike to him and all the world, to
be n wretel, a preacher’s text, and the
abhorrence of her kind! God forgive
him, but what would he uot do to save
her.

As he lay, groaning and sighing, he
caught the sound of footsteps coming
over the planked wharf. This could be
no one but Suttern, for Suffern was up-
permost in his mind. He watched
greedily, but not savagely. 1lesaw the
figure grope down therough ladder hes-
itatingly, and emerge from the pitchy
blacknéss into the faint starlight; he
did not hail it, but lay still watching it,
It stopped as it unused to the spot, and
looked about. It was indistinet, but
still e could follow it. It crossed the
dredger’s deck and stood upon the rail;
another step and it stumbled, it caught
wildly at the sides, but missed every-
thing, and fell into the water, with a
little noise and no vutery.  IHarker, as
all men would do, leaped to his feet.
He listened, there was 1o noise of run-
ning help, nobody saw him, there were
a few faint plashes and struggeles.  Suf-
fern in the river! Well, let him stay
there. He sank cautionslySdown again
with beating heart. He listened; the
struggles lessened, and grew less fre-
quent: he was being freed!  Presently
he started again; his keen ear caught a
painful, hoarse whisper:

w Har—1Harker! O, Harker, Hark-
er!

It was Dawley.

Like lightning and human like, with
ahurried prayer, he grasped a boat-hook
and jumped to the side, and, with en-
cournging words, thrust itinto the water.

s Quiet, Dawley, boy, quiet; don't
move; I have you.”

He threw bimself flat upon the deck,
and fumbled about with his hands, and,
with a powerful arm, brought the man
to light, weak and =hivering.

He struggled with his heavy body,
and Iaid him, a leaden weight, uponthe
deck. Weakened but sober, Dawley
gazed thankfully but vaguely around,
while Harker bentover him.,  Hiseyes,
glancing upward, caught his face, anda
fiercesmilegathered uponhis weazened,
colorless lips.  He struggled to speak,
and for a moment in vain, Presently
he suceeeded.

“ I saw you there, Harker.”

No answer but a gulping movement
of the throat, which the half-drowned
man watched eagerly.

“ You thought it was im—Suaftern?”

A motionless pause, and thenafright-
ened glance downward into the horri-
ble, purple, cadaverous face turned up-
ward, and_ after that another wait—a
time secized by Dawley to read, to doubt,
and be reassured of the temper of his
scowling savior. He raised his dreneh-
ed arms out of their pools of water, and
rested them acrosy his breast for an in-
stant.  Suddenly he raised them, drip-
ping, and threw them about Harker's
neck, and drew him down with all his
weight, und pressed his cold lips to his
ear,

“Would ye do the like for him
again 2’

He released him and sank back upon
the deck, as if his question hada recoil.
Had hisown spirit put the interrogation,
Harker's lips would have whispered a
savage “ Yes,' but now they muttered a
scared “No, no, no! notthat way, Daw-
]e)..ﬂ

And lie stooped and seized him in his
arms, and carried him to his eabin,
where he Iaid him in his bunk, and,
kneeling beside him, told him of the
events of the day.

Ii was afterward that Dawley put
himself the question, concerning this
moment, whether Harker was aeting
the part of a subtle coward, or thatof an
overburdened man who sought to lessen
his load by imparting all he knew and
felt to another. As hie remembered his
own unbounded fury, the strengthen-
ing of hisframe with the infusion of new
draughts of jealousy and envy, the de-
fined and inflagging wish and intent
which were born of that news, he was
ready to believe that Harker told it him
tostimulate and egg him on ; but, when
he recalled the sight of the bowed head
the broken voice, the tears, he was ready
to think it but the overflowing of the
cup, the awkward, but innocent search
for sympathy. Possessed of the intent
by these and infuriating causes, he
dreamed of it, or rather tossed and
groaned under it, as a nightmare, and
then, haggard, alert and unrelenting, he
arose with it in the morning., His first
thoughts concerned it, his first move-
ment lay toward it, his first wish for its
consummation. Caleulating and dog-

ged, he subordinated his men, their la-
bor, his previous plans, to its working.
It was while in the very act of giving
his strange directions to his astonished
helpers that Suffern crossed his deck
smiling, happy, and in earnest. He

ave him a nod, which Dawley was too

onest or too absorbed to return, and
passed on to Harker’s craft.

As the early hours wore away, and;the
time for work was at hand, the pile-
driver warped into its position close by

arow of half-submerged timbers, and
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securely anchored. Suffern lent his

his employer. He often nodded and
smiled toward a happy, brown eye that
looked proudly upon him, though it
would sadden and fill at times as the
woman overrode the lighter thoughtsof
the girl, and she behel§ the sacrifice.

Full of his intent, careful and cool,
Dawley worked his engine into the
place which he had chosen with con-
summate skill.
culated an angle, a curve, a force, a mo-
tion, and a distance. With his own
hands he belayed the lines. Helooked
aloft at his far-reaching yard, with its
festoons of slippery, blackened chains,
its yawning, monster dredge, pending,
and gaping for its feast of river mud;
from thence to the clear deck of hix
neighbor, thirty feet distant, and so near
that his chief assistant comes respect-
fulty and says he hopes that there’ll be
no dunger of the dredge swinging out of
their control, for it might do damage,
meaning to give & warning; but Daw-
ley tells him to mind his business,
and orders work to begin., It does,
and Dawley pretends to find employ-
ment in the roar and bustle which en-
sue. He fumes and domineers more
than usual, to show them that his mind
has no other occupation than in filling
the tloats from the river-bed. His heart
seems to be in the rattle and noise, the
surging and boiling of the muddied
water, the clanking of his engine, the
cries and halloos of his men, butitis all
and wholly on one sweeting, brave-
hearted lad, who is toiling for love's
sake thirty yards away. His evil eye
watehes his slightest movement, his
coming and returning, and especially
greeds upon the gay gesture which is
made now and then toward a blithe-
some figure aft., His hate of him has
reached a point so low that it can go
no further; it settles as it were into o
pool, stooth and calm, but deep, very
deep.

His intent, now defined, changes its
place, and a chance is now what he
waits for.  He looks aloft and then at
his enemy. Suflern comes aft oceasion-
ally, and Dawley breaths thickly to see
himso near, buthereturns immediately,
and is again out of reach. The morn-
ing passes and the chance has not
yet come. At regular intervals
the huge arm, streteching far over
the wafer, swings away to the left,
plunges the great box into the seething
riveruntil the slacking chain shows that
it has touched the mud. The little en-
gine then groans and slowly sways the
bolted arm to the right, umethc dredger
drags its way and fillsitself,is raised and
emptied while in the midst of its midair
light aroundacircleaboutits mast,andis
caughtand held by atetherof windiassed
rope. Should the windlass give or the
rope part, the dredger would fly round
and round until theengine could be mude
to whip it up to the beam, and the force
spend itsell. No one knows this better
than Dawley. He waits patiently for
his chance. At tivein the afternoon, as
the shadows lengthen and creep over
the waters, it comes.  Sulfern comesaft,
tired, weary, but as much in carnest as
ever, and stands by a buge cleat, talking
and laughing with the girl, who seems
happy but anxious. She looks at his
hot tace, and flicks the dust from his
clothing, allowing her hand to rest an
instant, in spite of the daylight. Daw-
Iey sees it, he needs no pretext; for he is
filled with hate, from his dry lips to his
wethands, and, like lightning, he meas-
ures with his eye; he sees everything;
he vanishes for a moment, and then re-
appears, a furnace within, an ieeberyg

without.

The enormous dredge swings to the
left. The two still stand. Dawley ix
calm and carries his hands in his pock-
ets, He conjures the visionsof the dim
figures of the women on the wharvex
which he and Harker saw two nights
ago, and then the face of Aggy. e
sees the dredge move to the right, plow-
ing and straining. Tt scems to have
twice its force.  He can not help a gasp
as he sees it rise. The two are still si-
lent, Upitcomes. Itsways,iseaught,
i3 emptied. but does not stop; it flics
away bustling through the air, the wind-
lass shifts the tether, and the men shout.
A swift-moving shadow falls athwart
the deck. A scream rings out wild
and piereing. Thirty men fling down
their tools and stare with pale faces.—
Dawley turns.  The girl is unhurt, but
in agony, and a body falls plashing into
the water bleeding and heavy, fifty feet
away, Dawley, with his fierce heart
and fiereer face, makes o pretense of
moving, and steps away alittle. It was
a splendid aim!  Suddenly a din of
voices arises,  All of them about glare
at him and motion wildly with their
arms, and screanm.  He docs not under-
stand, He trembles. A something
comes between him and the sun. He
turns. e shrieks. He cannot cven
step or fall. Thedredge! The gaping,
horrid, yawning dredge ! A halfglance
at the world about him and it is upon
him. It ingulfs and batters him down,
and all is over.

In a sunny, breezy room of the hospi-
tal they lie together. Painhaslong sinee
fled, and both are mending—one in
body, and one in soul. One draws in
the grateful gir, the sight of flowers, the
sweetnesses of sympathy, as a thankful
man only can do. The other, crushed
and broKen, is looking beyond all men
and things of men, and on thisday sces
further and deeper than before. They
aather solemuly and slowly about him,
at his left, leaving the side toward Suf-
fern free and open. There are ghastly
traces of deformity distinguishable even
through the white linen, and those
about him shrinkingly look upward to
the face where there are none, und they
find instead, in the set of the thin lips,
the wavering smile, the instant’s glance,
a purity and beauty which attracts from
all that lies below. 'The purity be-
comes purer, and the beauty more
beautiful, as the sunlight grows richer
and redder with the passing moments.
They hold their breaths, and glance
covertly at one another. As his lips
move, they stooF to listen, but catch
nothing in sound; but the frightened
rirl at his side, kneeling close to him,
looks up quickly and eatchesher father's
eve, who nods. She then raises her
hand warningly above her head toward
Suaffern.  He turns abontand she whis-
pers sobbingly in the man's ear, and
touches his cheek with her hand; a
smile overspreads his face, and he turns
about slowly, with his eyes still closed.
They watell him with beating hearts.—
Aninstant passes, fraught only with the
singing of birds and hun of the insects
among the flowers arranged on the win-
dow sill.  His eyes slowly open upon
other eyes cager and soft with tears.
Hig thin, weak hand lifts a little, while
she smiles again, and it clings longer
about his lips as the othier whispers,
“(ood-by, Dawley, God bLless you, God
bless you.”

They watch for the face to turn back,
but it never does. It rests there, and
the work begun a month before is
finished. They draw the linen shect
up higher, and, in doing so, they cover
all, and, without its face, the mishappen
pile loses all semblance to a man.

Then they pass by and go tothe other,
Crippled, maimed, helpless, he hopes
to be nothing but a burden. The fond,
trusting girl prays to him to let her
work for Loth; he half yields, but a
rlance downward at his horrid bandages
orces him to shake his head firmly.
She weeps, she implores, and buries her
head in his bosom. It is useless. The
resolution which made him seck her,
also bids her turn her face away and
save herself from misery. Iull of ago-
ny she obeys, but haunts the place.

One day they discover that he may
mend and walk again. She looks upon
the operation they perform dauntlessly,
for through it and in it is her true life.
The strength of her presence, the cheer
of her eye, and the food which he finds
in her touch and smile, make him pow-
erful, and bring him through his subse-
quent strait. They set him upon his
feet, he gropes, he totters, he hobbles,
and as days pass by, he walks again—
other days come, and finally that upon
which they cheerfully say he may go.—
He looks about for the last time, gladly
at one cot and mournfully at poor Daw-
ley's. He then takes her arm and they
pass out together, and Harker meets
them cheerily at the gates.

The Wine.

The New York Commercial finds a bad
account for wine-bibbers in the confliet in
Lurope. Patriots and not peasants, says
the editor, now promise to gather the grapes
of tho Rhine districts, and the German and
French vintage will be quaffed from tin
canteens and not silver goblets. The ad-
vancein drinks in Now York indicates that
importers and restaurant keepers are alive
“to the above fact, and propose to husband
their stock on hand. Itistearfultocontem-
glat_e the amount of dilution which will now

o indulged in, and the varieties of stuff

which will be palmed off as imported wines

hand bravely, despite the novelty of the '
work, and the scowling, heavy face of!

In doing so, he had cal- |

A Visit to Boll Ron.

O

The Battle Ficld as it Stands,
A correspondent of the Chieago 7'ri-
“Dune, lately visiting Bull Run, writes as
i follows:
! This is the ninth anniversary of the
I battle of the first Bull Run, July 21st,
and I write these opening lines at the
l Robinson House, where the hottest bat-
tle was concentrated. How time flies!
It is a beautiful day, not quite 8o warm
as the day of the battle, and we
tare all looking at maps and eating soft
* botled egs under Robinson's shed, with
lold Mr. Robinson looking down at us
P benevolently.

“Mrs. Robinson,"” saysone of the la-
dies, **were you frightened when you
saw they were going to tight a battle
round your house?"’

“ Dear, dear, houey, says Mrs. Robin-
son, I was so frightened that I can’t
tell you nothingabout it. * Penred like
I had done so many sins, they sent
all their armies after me a purpose that
blessed Sabbath day. I jist got in the
cellar and prayed, and the ole man he
got under a bridge, and I "spect he pray-
od too. Thank the Lord for these bright
stitl Sundays now-a-days.”’

We paid twenty-five dollars fora fine,
<howy, solid team and two horses and
left Washington with four persons, one
of us acting as driver, on Saturday af-
ternoon at 4 o’clock. Country roads of
a fair sort led us by Ball’s Cross Roads,
Upton Hill, Falls Church, and across
the shallow branches of the Accotink
to Fairfax Court House—fully eighteen
miles—where we put up for the night at
the clean and not expensive tavern of
Major Tyler, a cousin of the deceased
President, John Tyler, and formerly
commandant of marines at Washing-
ton Barracks.

Centreville is one of the most ruined
of all hamlets.  There were origiually
about thirty houses in it, & majority of
which are now mere chimneysstanding
erect among weeds, and several of the
liouses which remain have been pateh-
ed up with logs and planks, so that what
stands s, if possible, more forbidding
than what is destroyed. At present the
ouly signs of life about Centreville scem
to be one store, one shop, one new
church, and one Methodist Sunday
School. There is no tavern in the place
and there seems to be no wells of water
in the vicinity, and all the water is
pulled from the braneh, a half-dry arm
of Bull Run. "The site of Centreville I3
one of the noblest in Virginia, standing
upon the tall spine of a long, crescent-
shaped ridge, which bristles with dry
forts along its whole profile, and makes
against the sky a Lattlemented horizon,
which might almost give suggestions to
an architect. Sevendifterent roads meet
at Centreville, and in revived times it
ought to be a busy place,

Oue naturally expects as he approach-
ex a celebrated field soon after the event
which commemorates it that he will ob-
serve many  vestiges of the action,—
There are but two battle-fields T have
seen which bear out this character—
Waterloo, where the loop-holed brick
walls of the orehard remain as they
were on the day of the tight, as well as
the blackened ruins of the Chateau of
Hougonmont; the other battle-field is
Bull Run, which is full of ruin, and the
signs of ruin begin from the time you
quit Fairfax Court House, following the
path of the Northern army. In the
tirst place, there is Fairfax itself, partly
pulled down; the court house, which
was loop-holed during three-fourths of
the war, still showing the fresh bricks
in it; the jail, also loop-holed, and just
on the outskirts of Fairfax a few bricks
are lying upon each other to tell where
existed the hamlet of Germantown,
About a mile past Fairfax the good
turnpike runs off'to Chantilly, the scene
ot Pope's final defeat, where Stevens
and Kearney gave up their lives. Leav-
ing this turnpike our earringe descended
into whut is, above all other highways
known to man, & road of ruin—the road
to Centreville, A forbidding and a
lonesome look marks this wide road
from n far distance. Like all the old
turnpikes of Virginia, it had been built
ina staunch manner, with a hard, high,
limestone pavement in the middle of it;
some of the stones white and soine red,
Lut all large, hard, and set up endways;
und, formerly, this rmmpart of rock was
covered with clay, sun(i and gravel, so
that it made the broad area of the road
level and like a parade.  Now the ma-
terial part of the road in the centre has
been washed free of all the gravel and
the clay, so that it looks like the naked
skeleton of a blasted highway, the bones
of a road once merry with life and
tinkling with tenms. The only way to
travel it at all was to take the side-paths,
orwhatarecalled herethesummer roads,
which sometimes run pleasantly for
little skips, and then suddenly come to
littie promonotaries of trup rock and out-
cropping limestone, at which we could
see the ladies looking alarmed from a
distance, and nervousiy holding tight
their seats.  This lonely, this desolate,
this battle-zccursed road runs from Fair-
fax almost due west for 13 miles, passing
through Centreville, and ashort distance
from Stonebridge it is barred across its
whole length by rail, for Stonebridge is
still a ruin after five years of peace, and
all wagons have to take to the fields,
muaking a long detour, and fording Bull
Run at a point where the long, aged,
roots of the oaky, elms and hemlocks
form a danteseque bank aguinst the ford
while the other is a dark, succulent and
suaky copse, with swamp, grape vines
and wild mixtures of dogwood, willow
and Virginia ereepers. Through this de-
tile,worthy of the pencilof Salvator Rosa,
our city made carriage moved like a
London shop hunting in & Bengalee
jungle, and directly we plunged to the
hubs into Bull Run, a pretty stream of
reddish gray color, inclined to be mud-
dy, with swampy banks, aud crops of
corn growing closely up to the margin.
Below and above, the stream made an
aisle of black light under the arch of the
trees, and in the current grew bunches
of duck-weeds, blue stalked flags, and
other aquatic leaves, the appearance of
which indicated snakes beneathh them.
We made another long detour on the
other side, and came to a pair of bars,
which again admitted us to the turn-
k)ike, and here we made inquiries at the

“an Pelt House, and then retraced,
over the truck taken by Tyler’s divi-
vision to the celebrated stone bridge.
The turnpike was grown up into long
green grass, and before we got to the
bridge we saw a snake wriggle oft be-
fore the horse's hoofd. Close by the
bridge we took the horses out of their
harness, decended beneath the abut-
ments of the bridge, and proceeded our-
selves to cross the stream by certain
stones and tish boxes which span it.
We had nosooner putour feet on the first
stone than three black water snakes
dropped noiselessly into the water and
swam away. A black boy coming
by, told us that the stone bridge had be-
come a spot where you are always sure
to see snakes, and that sometimes they
lie up on the tail red abutments, and
throw themselves with a lifeless splash
into the water.

I sat by the gingle arch of red lime-
stone-—broken, grass-covered, the para-
{_)ets of the approaches overgrown-—and
1eard the dark waters sing and curdle
along under the natural ledges of rock,
and saw the turnpike barred by worm-
fences and deep with grass, where once,
in times of peace, the young men rode
courting, the buggies rolled ‘to church,
the runaway negroes slipped northward
by night, the cattle and sheep limped in
dusty groves to slaughter, and finally,
where great guns rumbled and the
troops stacked arms to rest and thought
of death close by. All these images were
faint by the light of this highway ot
desolation, and these appealing abut-
ments stretching toward each otherand
seeking to span the river. What a little
stream to be known round the world—
fordable every few rods, not above sixty
feet wide, yet withal astreamof dignity
and austerity ! The timber that grew
along the half morasses here and there
uponitsborderswashighand branching;
thie morasses themselves were full of
rank grass, and the movement of the
water wag sullen and dull, as if it loved
to tarry inthedark pools and draw back
from the light. To left and right the
woods closed in upon the visitor, and
over these tree tops careened the tall
hills, with but one house in sight, and
avaguesuggestion besides of Robinson’s
shanty in some huddling frult trees,
which earried a human intimation.—
Looking back toward Centreville from
the bridge, a group of negro quarters and
a small house stood os one side in an
out field, and a new negro hut, solitary
in a corn field, on the other, both backed
by wood. Down this road the half will-
ing troops of Tyler had moved at day-
light, blocking up the way, delaying

unter’s men, and these last had finall
reappeared across the bridge, their ad-
vance measured by the clouds of dust

|
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cannon’s smoke,

front.

divisions behind the stone bridge.

transferred to the other side of the turn-
pike, where one long, oval hill, the H\rn-
monotory of a high plateau, stretehed
from the turnpike to the Ludley road,
and on this exalted cape the first armies
of civil war fought what was the real
battle of Bull Run, on a space of ground
not above two humdred acres in area.—
The shape of this hill is detined by two
rivulets tributary to Bull Run, that in
front called Young's Braneh, which
erossess the turnpike, once at the cross-
ronds and again near Bull Run, crossed
in the Iatter case by a small wooden
bridge. The back side of the hill is
covered with small wild timber, oak
and pine, which leaves the summit and
the slopes toward the roads nearly bare,
Upon the bare parts the tiercest battle
raged for three hours around two small
common farm houses— Robinson's near-

Ludley road.
strongest along the latter half-sunken
country road, and they formed a line of
battle flike a carpenter's square, while
the rebels made a lige like a creseent
in the edge of the low woods, which
half covered their battalions.  The
length of the line of battle was about
half a mile or less, and the Confederate
batteries were massed on their right,
and the Federal batteries on their own
right,‘respectively. Upon this ovalsum-
mit a fight ‘as desperate as any of the
war took place, flercest around the
shanty called the Henry House, confin-
ed almost to the musketry aud artillery
and the hotest contests  were for the
batteries, whose horses had been uick-
Iy killed,
At present this hill is marked with a
few gulleys, where the raing have wash-
ed, and by many excavated pits where
the dead “have been disinterred. The
country for many miles hereabout is
plainly revealed, the monument at
Groveton on the second battle tield of
Bull Run, showing distinctly, and
Manassas Junction, a tine white village,
five miles away, is seenthrough a fissure
in the timber.

HOUSES ON TIE FIELD,
I ascertained these facts about the
persons who occupied the dwellings on
the battle field of the tirst Bull Run: -
The first house on the Warrenton turn-
pike, to the right hand, after passing the
stone bridge, is oceupied by Mr. Dona-
hue, wholives in the house of the widow
Van Pelt. This house isapleasant frame
dwelling, surrounded by tall and uni-
bragecus trees, and it was the only
house in sight from the stone Lridge on
the day of the battle. Al the buildings
stand,” though the barn was shelled
through and through, but on this par-
ticular farm no fighting was done, yet
across it hundreds of troops retreated to
recross Bull Run.
The second house to the right is that
of Gus Van Pelt, in which Bob Payne
now lives; this house shows marks of
the fight, and the farm was well' fought
over on the morning of the action.
The third house on the right of the
turnpike is a very peculiar one, and no
man who figured in that action can well
forget it. It isalarge, oblong, red lime-
stone house, built of large blocks, andit
stands nearly at the junction of Ludley
road. Itisowned by Mr. Starbuck,who
was a sutler in the Federal army, and

there now.  This house was wellriddled
in the battle with shell and ball, and
was set on fire some time during the day,
but the neighbors, in a very neigliborly
manner, overcame their fears so far as
ta rush in and put the fire out. Al ac-
counts, even the most moderate, agree
that the Northern treops, put the high-
est construction on the erime of treason
on theday of the battle of Bull Run, und

hget fire to whatever would burn.

““Turning to the left of the turnpike,
the first place beyond the stone Lridge
is the celebrated Jim Robinson'’s farm,
which was one of the centres of the
elliptieal battle of the afternoon—the
other centre being o farm of the widow
Henry, just to the right of it abouta
quarter of & mile,

I walked to the widow Heury's over a
part of the fiehl where most terrific
fighting happened, passing the spot
where the two rebel generals, Bee and
Bartow, were struck (Lfeml. A bLloek of
muarble was set up to Bee's memory after
the first battle of Bull run, but when
Joe Johnson deserted Manussas, in the
spring of 1862, northern soldiers cracked
the stone to pieces and carried ofl the
chips for relies.  Bee wusan able ofticer,
raised by the United States, and it was
he who gave the name of “‘Stonewall”
to Thomas Jonathan Jackson, as the
latter came to his support in the action.
“Therestands Jackson,’” hesaid, “like
a stone wall.”

As we approached the Henry House,
we saw a woman, dressed in black, pick-
ing flowers in the field. She was a
daughter of the widow Henry, who suf-
fered a cruel death in her own house.
She was aged and an invalid, and when
the full hurricane of the action burst
right round this old shauty, the unfor-
tunate woman was cut all to pieces with
shell, ball and bullets, and the house
itself was torn to flinders; they could
scarcely recognize her body after the
fury of the fight was over.

The Henry House is now replaced by
small frame dwelling painted blue,
with end chimneys outside, and in the
yard of this dwelling stands, in the open
sun, a small monument made of red
limestone, from the banks of the Bull
Run, two miles away; the mounument
is sbout sixteen feethigh, and is capped
with a large ritled projectile, while
round the corners of the base four other
cones of stone and exploded shell are
raigsed, the whole edifice standing upon
& mound of sod which hasgiven way, o
that itis probable the whole thing will
tumble down within a few years. A
white stone says, in crudely earved let-
ters, ‘‘ Honor to the Patriot Dead!’”
But round the monument are neat little
wooden signs on each of the four sides,
which tell the story of the surround.
ings. One says that near that spot were
cuf)Lurcd partsof Griftin’s, Rickett’s and
other batteries. Another signsays that
Bee, Bartow and other good officers of
both sides were killed here. Another
sign says that Stonewall Jackson was
wounded hard by, and that here he got
his historic appellation. The fourth
gign says that twenty-four Federal sol-
diers lic beneath.,

The monument is leaning, from de-
fective foundations, and will soon tumn-
ble down.

The number of people Tost in the bat-
tleof Bull Run attests, and by its equality
as well, that it was a well maintained
conflict. Therebel killed and wounded
numbered 1,857, one-fifth of them slain.
The Federal killed and wounded were
1,492, one-third slain. These official fi-
gures are probably too low on both sides.
About one thousand persons gave up the
ghost on this field. The Federal loss in
all was ten cannons captured, besidey
seventeen others abandoned, and four
thousand musketsthrownaway. Nearly
one-third of the men afterwsrd promi-
nent in both armies fought in the first
battle of Bull Run as subordinate of-
ficers.”

Why Grant Hnankers After Salt Fish,

When President Grant wus in Connecti-
cut he had a taste of salted shad, and it had
such an effect upon his palato that he ordor-
ed o barrel for consumption at the White
House. We mention this fact so that all
the aspirants for office nay know what sort
of fish to lay in. Shad salt passably well,
but it 19 far inferior to mackerel or salmon.
The shad is a fish of such a delicato fibre
t a large quantity of salt is necessary to
chre it. Consequently it requires so much
freshoning to fit it for the table that there is
not mnch flavor left. Perhaps, however,
Geon. Grant intends to use the fish as a pro-
vocative, after the fashion of an honest cit
izen who desired todrink more than he had
a natural relish for, and so resorted to salt
fish to produce an artificial appetite. 1o
was a naval officer, in command of the old
steamer Fulton, and he invited an acquaint-
ance to make a trip with him. 7The first
day out he had soused fish for breakfast

and it was cooked without being freshenc
atall. A piece of rock salt, powdered with
Liverpool blown, would have been quite
as palatable. The friend tried in vain to
swallow it. * Why Jim,” said he ‘' how
can you eat such horrible staff?’ ‘Sir,”
replied the captain, “I have a design in
it. By eating my fish in that condition, I
got a thirst on

Lrain fever.

which were denser and higher than the !

Wefollowed up this turnpike to where
the Ludley Ford road crossed it at right
angles, down which, marching south-
ward, the flanking divisions of Hunter
came, and by the white cabin of Mat-! ¢y prin proceeded up the bay, flying the
t:}e‘tvshl't ‘":‘lomed rrmt“ ('"1:_”““),‘1’*’ hl“:i i stars and stripes at her fore and attended
stretehing three-quarters of a mile, and ' by numerous tugs
staking nofringe of skirmishers to the | various (l(‘m-ri]»timl;, and camo to anchor
All the forenoon the contest was | off’ Stapleton,
to carry the turnpike, and release the four,
By
beating Evans and Bee this much was
accomplished, and then the battle was

| Lorillard,

71 miles, July 24, tackoed

just clearing tho foot.

y twelvo o’clock that I
would not take ten dollars for.” —N. Y, Sun.,

A little boy in Iowsa has committed

The Ocenn Yacht Rnce.

. NEw Yorg,July 27.—Theannouncement
"of the Cambria's arrival created groat ex-
! citement in this city, thocolors ottho yacht
i being promptly displayed from thoe eity
{hall and her victory announced by the
Liring of cannon in City Hali Park. Lhe

yaehts and eratt of
stateu Island, at half-past

Her progress up the harbor was greeted
with demonstrations of welvomo from all
| passing and necompanying vessols which
! the Cambria ackuowledged by her colors.
{'The Canarder, Seotiaand Cuba, ol the same
"line, justentering poct, tired salutes asthey
Cpasséd the Cambria. - Tho Lowg Branch
i steamer, Plymouth Hoek, however, muude
!no recognifion of the winning yaehto .\
! number of tugs and vaehts, gaily decorated,
I went down to the Cambria from the city,
i and hearty and cordial congratulations ox -
i changed with the victors, ‘
| Tho sailing master of the Cambria says
| that the yacht never sighted the Dauntless
lafter tho night of the start.  She reachoed
Cape Race in efghteen days, had heavy s,
{ and saw miany leeberes, The groatest ran
Pinany ono day was 208 miles, She passed
i Sandy Hook Tightship one hour and thirty
Uminutes albicad of the Dauntles The sail-
} ing master also says the Cambria paassed
pilot boat last night, amed the Dauntless
passed tho sanwe vessel, which remained
about stationary twelve hours afterward.
who was u passonger in the
Danntless, reports that sho lost two en

est Bull Run,' ‘m“l‘llm“'.v‘” near by | vorbonrd, and spent two hours il s halt
I'he Federal troopsavere Ly vain effort to pick them up,  The Cam-

bria proceeds to the navy yard lo-morrow
1o be overhauled. It is understood she wild
2o to the West Indies after the regattain

* this harbor,

The Cambria passed Sandy Hook at 3
and the Dauntless at 455 PoM.

Tho log of the Cambria states that the
vachts lost sieht of cach other at eight 1%
M. July 4, when the Cambriz made out the
Dauntless two miles an the lee bow July
5, at 130 AL M., the Cambria tacked, lny 3
her course N. W. by N, jat noon tifty-sivx
miles southwest of Cape Clear; at eight P,
M., rectod mainsail ; very hea sea run- .
ning, and ship behaving nobly; ti—-weather
moderating, ‘nu( thick, cloudy and rain;
distance run, 179 milos: July T—weather
improved; clear at four 1ML distancee
run 162 miles. Jaly Soo Beealmed ;oat
2300 P M, forctopsall backstays gave
way, causing  foretopnitst oo over
the side, wrrying away  foretopsail
and jibtopsail; all hands “employed in
clearing wreek and getting sail aboard, -
July 9—Signalled Anchor Line steamer;
distance sailed, 220 miles; Juty 10 -storm
apparently approd ul foretopmast
wus housed ; distanee led, 47 miles;
July Tt--heavy s hipping great quanti-
tios of wator; at times main and foresails
dottble reefed; maintopmast oused and
everything snug; yacht belinved nobly g
distancee sailed, miles; July I3 —weather
unchanged ; distancosailed, Homiles;
I3—weather moderate; distance saile
miles; July 1 - atnoon tacked ship; 1
a2, lom, 42, 26 distanee sailed, 171 miles,
July 15, weather thick ; distanced sailed,
214 miles.  July 16, distanced sailed, 02
wiles, July 17, wenther extremely cold;
pussed sevoral icehorgs; distance saited Gl
iles, July 18, sighted St John light; at
AL M., tacked ship ;s ato PUML, sighted Cape
Race; ¢ wiee sailed, IS0 miles. July 14,
thick fogs; distanee railed, 109 mijes; at
6 D, AL, foretopmast went over side, car-
rying away foretopsail and  jiblopsail
July 20—Light and ¢lear.  Carpenter em-
ployved in seraping remaing of two top-
masts remdy to he prepared  for an-
other break’; distance satled 15 miles;
July 21, sent second maintopsail aloft; dis-
tanco sailed, 1689 miles.  July 22, distancee
sailed, 155 niies, distanco sailed,
hip; distanee
sailed, 108 miles,  July 25, at 7:50 p, b1,
pilot came on hoard: Nantucket Hghtship
25 miles miles N. W. by N.at 10:805 dis-
tance sailed, 85 miles. July 26, distance
sailed, 82 miles. July 27, at 11 a.m., hend

July 23,

St breezo, which brought us to Sandy

Hook at 3:30 p.m.

The log of the Dauntless shows--Tuly

Sthy, run 100 wiles, fresh westerly wind,

hazy ; 6th—80 mites, varinblo winds, hewvy

heud sw Joudy ; Tth—Idmiles, heavy
Al-

. ( R
who keeps & house of entertainment | imjes, 8, W tost Chiarles Seott and

hert Demar overhoard, while furling fy-
ing jib: hove to 2 hours; ot out haatj re-
luetantly compelled to give them upg sth
210 miles ; fresh gales and rough sea,which
maoderated te moderate hreezes; smoothsen;

sea; wplit forestaysail; b
hovo tooveran hour ; Hth =155
—&1 miles; Ioth—-130 miles; Tith—130
miles; 15th—1458 miles; 16th~150 miles;
17th—70 miles; 1sth— miles; 1tth--140
miles; squally ; 20th 5 miles; pleasant
weather; 21st =110 miles; 22d—191 miles;
25d—-52 miles; ealm and fogry
miles; varinble weather; 2oth- 7 H
forgy at 3 0 M. sounded in 0 fathoms
26th—05 miles ; passing Sandy Hook light
ship at 1:47 P M,

————-———— —

The Ames-Butler Wedding.

The New York paporsare making almost
as great asensation on the marriago of Miss
Blanchoe Butler to tGeneral Adelbert Ames,
in Massachusetts, as they didof the famous
Oviedo * dinmond wadding' i New York
some years ugo. Under tho tern of the
s bride's trossean,’’ the reporters and eor-
respondents have piven in minute detail
the number and quality of every articlo of
the bride's clothing, atl of which is repre-
sented to bo of the finest texture and Paris
make, Passing over tho greater part ot
the catatogrue, we give the following sketeh
of the lady's traveling costumo for the
bridal tour:
Among the most markedly striking is
the traveling suit of Chinnsitk of the now
tea rose shado ecru,  Thoe lower skirt is
trimmmed with deep ruflles and putly, and
in length just touches tho tloor and the
back, and reaches to the instep in front,
The overskirt is
rather long and quite bougunt, trimmed
with ruflles of the same and a Cluny lace,
an inch and a halfin width, exactly the
shado of the dress.  ‘The jacket is a grace-
ful, halt-fitting attuir, with lonse steoves,
trimmed to correspond with tho upper
skirt. A fall of valenciennes laee iy fast.
ened into the sleeve and drops over the
hand.
The hat is a jannty little soft-crowned
thing, made of the samo mnterial as the
dress, of a nondescript shape, utterly un-
liko anything yct seen in Ameriea, and i
trimmed with green ribbon, plaited quite
full around the crown, umf completely
covering the very narrow brin, A rosetto
is placed at the left side, and that consti-
tutes the whole trimming, It iy very sim-
ple and girlish, and exceeldingly hecoming
to tho faco of the wearer,
The boots, too, are like the dress, with
square, rather broad toes and high heels,
nearly in the middle of the foot, "The bout
ix lower than those that have been worn
for two or three years past, Leing only
about seven inches in height, They are
buttoned with tiny giit buttons,
Tho parasol i3 quito a new idea, and is
what young Indies call ** porfeetly stun-
ning.”” The handle, which i3 quite heavy,
and covered with green Russia leather,
formsawalking stick, Tho head isahorse-
shoo of French gilt, which surrounds a
tiny looking-glass, The shado is of cere
China silk, lined with green, and orna-
mented with heavy ecern cord and tassel.
The fan is of sandal woed and eore silk,
with the monogram B. B, painted on it in
green,

—_— - —————— ——

Quceer Law Suit,

During the hotly contested eanvass fur
the Republican Senatorial nominations in
Crawford county, E. Montague, of Con-
neautville, offered 8 to 8. D. Neal, of tho
same place, to voto for Delamater.  Neal
took the money, in tho presenco of wit-
nesses, one of whom was the Postmaster,
but, becoming dissatisfied because some of
his neighbors had received better pay, ho
violated his pledge, and on the day of the
primary clection both worked and voted
for Anderson. Montague was, of course,
very mad, and, as only an angry or silly
man would do, he broughtsuit tor thesum
at Meadville, Neal was prepared for the
fray, and, in defence, brought a bill against
Montague, us “agent,” for three day’s elec-
tioneering, at §10 per day, muking in all
230, On this he allowed the & reccived ay
credit, leaving the amount due §25. Inor-
der to sustain his claim, Neal proposed to
introduce witnesses, showing tho standard
qum paid in the scction for electioneering
services during the canvass, but Montague
found that he had ** caught a Tartar,” and
Q:\id the costs and withdrew the complaint.
Neal is not satistied, however, and, by last
reports, intends to bring suit against Mon-
tague for tho recovery of tho balance claim-
ed.  Both men are pre-eminently “loyal,”
and chief among tho sachems of that hot-
bed of “great moral ideas. —Eric Obscrrver

Texnve

It is estimated that over 100,000 emipgrants
have entered Texas within the last twelve
months, and during Jast December over
1500 parsons came daily into theState. The
crops this summer, it is believed, will be
double those of last year. The hilly
regions of the western part of the State aro
very healthy, but the persnns who settle
on tho low, tiat lands, and use tho water of
the streams, are linble to chills and fevers,
and tho inhabitants of the coast cities are
subject to yellow fever, Labor is ingreat
demand in the agricultural districts, and
farm hands receive fromn &15to §20 a month,
and their board. During cotton-picking
season they are paid fromi $2.50 to &3 a day,
and board, In the cities journeymon mec-
chanics are paid from §3.50 to §5 a day.

A Murderer Shot and Captured.

LeaveNwortH, July 27.—Malone, tho
murderer of Col. Buell, was pursued and
captured yosterday. e was driven from
his hiding place when he ran to the river,
umped in a skiff and pushed across, On
reaching the Missouri shore he was stop-
ped by two men, who fired their revolvers
and wounded him. At the last accounts

1400 Bible verses to memory and died of

he was still alive in the guard house, but
was not expected to survivo, e

I




