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PREACHING OF THE TREES.
FPROM THEJGERNAYN OF ORDEX,

At midnight hour, when silence reigns
Thro' all the woodland spaces,

Begin the bushes. and the trees,

To wave and whisper in the breero,
All talking in their places

The Rosebud flames with look of joy,
And perfame breathes in glowing ;

“A Rose's life is quickly past !

Then let me, while Time shall last,
e richly, gaily blowing."

The Aspen whispers: “Sunny days!
Not I'EB thy iEn: deceivetl 'y =

Thy sunbeam is a deadly dart,

That quivereth in the Rose's hoart—
My shuddering soul it grioveth !

The slender Poplar speaks. and seems
To stretch her great hands higher;

“Up yonder Life’s pure river flows,

Eo sweetly murmurs, brightly glows,
To that I stiil aspire!”

The Willow looks to earth, and speaks :
=My arms to fold thee yt-amef}'l—-
I'l let Yy hair float down to thee ;
Entwine therein thy flowers for me,
As niother hor child adorneth !

Arnd next the wealthy Plum-tree sighs=:
**Alus! my tremasures erush me!
Thie lead with which my shoulders groan
Take offi—it is ot mine alone ;
By robbing, you refresh me !

The fir-free spea'ts in cheerful mood :
A blossom bore I never;

But stoadfastness is all my store ;

Ip summer’'s heat, and winter’s roar,
I keep my green forever!”

The proud and lofty Oak tree spoaks -
“God’s thunderbolt confounds me!

And yet no storm can bow me down,

Etrength ismy stem. and strength my crown;
Ye weak ones gauther round me'”

The Ivy vine kept close te him.
Her tendrils reund him flinging :
“lle who no strength has of bhis own,
Ur loves not well to stand alone,

May to a friend be clinging !’

Much else. now half forgot, they said :
And still to me came crecping.

Low whispered words, upun the air,

While by the grave alone stood there
Lhke Cypress mutely weeping

0! might they reach one human heart,
Theze tender aceents creeping !

What wonder if they do not reach !

The trees by star-light only preach,
When we must needs be sleeping !

—_——

THE ADVENTURES OF A NIGHT,
OEWHTJEDEDIAH BROWN BECAME ATEETOTALER.

It was cleven o’clock at night, and Jedediah
Brown had pot returned :

It was a circumsiance which raised in the
mind of Mrs. Jededial Brown mingled feelings
of indignation and surprise.

Among the mental qualities of the lady in
guestion were an abundance of those genera-
tive of termagancy, and shie was calenlated not
to allow any iniringement of her matrimonial
rights with impunity. That she really enter-
tained for her sterner half a deep affection,
to say the least, all whoare any ways acquaint-
ed with the domestic aflairs of the Brown fam-
iy ean truthfel'y attest. Still. it is a matter
of universal recognition that Mrs. Brown had
a very exalted idea of her own merits, and
was constantly endeavoring to inspirve her hus-
band with a due sense of the priceless treasure
Lie possessed in her.

In the language ol a celebrated Roman—
silghtly modified for the presentapplication:—

««Not that she loved Jededial icss, but her-
sell more.”

As previously stated, it was eleven o'cluck,
and the delinguent Brown had not made his
appearance.

Allowing the extreme view that Mrs. Brown
took in reganl to the course of conduct pur-
sied by Mr. Brown to be the true one, that in-
dividual was deserving of the greatest censure.
The impatient lady sat bofore the cheertul grate
in her little parlor, the sharp outlines of her
features fairly exposed by the ascending lames
deeply ruminating upon the subject of her
woes. Presently she arose, seized with malig-
nant grasp the unoffending poker and fiercely
sttacked the glowing coals. It wonld seem
that she stirred up at the same time the fire
of her anger, fur its flanes burst passionately
forth.

«[t’s too bad "7 she exelaimed alowd, «it’s
too bad—it’s really abominable, that Jedediah
shonld so far forget himseli—and me, as to act,
iu this atrocious manner.”

She glanced nervoosly at the clock, then
seating liersell, continued :—

«This is—let me sce—three, four times, as
I'm a living soul, that he has ontraged my feel-
fngs within a single month; and then he has
the audacity to excuse himselt on the grnfmd
of sspolitical excitement.” Now I should just
like to know what reasons there can be for a
man to make a beast of himself, because a new
Presidlent is to be elected a few weeks ahead.™

And asa supplement to the question, she
fixed upon the unconscions cat, who was sleqp-
ing on the corner of the hearth, such a sanguin-
ary look as must have thrilled that feline quad-
ru}:cd with teelings of the intensest horror,
had its reasoning faculties been of the human
order, and its eyes met the gaze of its mistress.

sBut I'm not going to allow this state of
things any longer. I'il teach him that the
wife of his bosom is entitled to a littic more
respect! It’sashame—a burning, everlasting
shame. that he should leave me to spend my
evenings neglected and alone, while bie is rev-
vling in scenes of wickedness and riot !*?

Again she started to ber feet.

«+]’1l pot wait for himn anether minute ; no,
not if his very life and futere happiness de-
pends upon it.  I’ll go to bed !

1t is due to the veracity of the lady tochron-
icle the fact that her assertion was not idly
made—

Mrs. Jedediah Brown went to bed.

It might bave been an hour, it might have
been somewhat more,when Mr. Jedediah Brown
approachied his residence. He did not, howev-
er, move up to the door, after turning the street
corner, with the dignified stateliness w!uc'h
usually characterized him, nor did he reach it
as quickly as might have been expected ; for,
like a vessel beating to windward, he tacked
several times,running flom curb-atone to curb-
stone, and more than once being seriously in
danger of wrecking himsell in the gutter-

At length he was happy enough to make
port and drop anchor upon his own door-step.
Truth compels us to admit, however reluct-
antly, that Jedediah Brown was drunk !
As he sat upon the lower step, his head sunk
ypon Lis bosom, his badly damaged hat crow-
~dad down over his brows, his neck-cloth askew,

with the knot in a position under his left ear,
rather suggestive of a murderer’s fate, and his
entire outward appearance indicative of an ut-
ter regardlessness to his personal aspect, or
anything clse pertaining to this terrestial
sphere, a moral reform lecturer would have
gone into ccstacies at the thought of posses-
sing such a subject to exhibit before an appre-
ciative audience as an unique specimen of to-
tal depravity.

Whether Mr. Jedediah Brown at that precise
moment, had a realizing sense of his true con-
dition, it is uncertain. The air was Ekeenly
c?ld, and it may have been that which moved
him. Certain ttis, that he appeared at length
to come to the conclusion that justice to his
own self demanded that he should find more
attractive guarters.

Aeccordingly, he assumed as erect an atti-
tude as possible, and, by a marvelous stroke of
good furtune, succeeded in reaching and grasp-
ing the dvorknob.

Then from his pocket he produced a lateh-
key, and set about effecting an entrance.

To form a determination to do a thing, and
to cilect the ‘consmmmation devoutly to be
wished,” are two distinet afluirs. So Jede-
diah Brown discovered on this oceasion.

The door was large, and the key-hole was
small; the night withal, was not one of the
lightest.

“This is a sing’lar thing,” muttered Jede-
dial, in a very thick tone of voice, and with
exceedingly long intervals between his words ;
“this is a dreadtul sing’lar thing; I think. 1
really do think, that on the whole, it's the
most sing’lar thing that I ever kuew, where
the key-hole has gone and hid itself. [ know
L left it here when I went away, I'm sure I
did—and know where it is !>

He ceased from his endeavors to find the
missing orifice for a few moments, as if the
last sentence he uttered had awakened weigh-
ty thoughts in Lis mind. Then he made anoth-
er futile attempt to discover it.

“It’s gone,” he said ; =the key-Lole ain’t
there. P’rhaps somebody stole it—it wasa
brass key-hole, and somebody may have took
it for gold, and stole it.  Or ¢lse.>” he mused.
as a faint idea of a wrong perpetrated against
biim on the part of his wife crossed his contused
mind, ¢or she’s took it inside with her to keep
me out; shouldn’t wonder at all.>?

Concluding to make one more effurt, he this
time succeeded in finding what he had scarch-
ed for so long,

“Well, well '™ he muttered, ¢this isa go;
the key-hole was there all the while. Jede-
diah Brown, if you wasn’t such a respectable
person as I know you to be, I should be tempt-
ed to say you were drunk 1™

He entered, and after stumbling over a hall
table and upsetting the hat stand, he managed
to grasp hold of the stair bannisters. Then
with a fresh exertion, he gained the parlor
door.

The fire was still burning brightly in the
grate, and Jedediah Brown thonght it flickered
up reproachfully as he advanced into the blaze,
and steadicd himself with a chair-back.

Happening to raise his eves, he wos aston-
ished to behold the fizure of a man at the fur-
ther extremity of the apartment. The thonght
of thieves at once entered his mind.

#“Who're you 7”7 be inquired, sternly.

The mysterious person preserved a profound
silence.

“Who're yon, I say ?*° cried Jedediah in a
londer key.

Still the importuned said not a word.

“Now, look here, vou vill’'noas thicving,
ugly looking scoundrel, if you don’t answer
my question, I'll sacrifice you I will. Do you
hear 7—What business have you in my house
this time o’ the night 7°?

As the last inguiry eheited no reply, Jede-
diah, moved by his rising passion, without
further expostulation, seized a foot-stool, and
emploving all his strength in the effort, threw
it at the head of the funcied burglar.

The tremendons crash of broken glass which
followedy awakened the deluded man, to the
important tact that be had shivered into frag-
ments his wife's costliest mirror, and that the
imaginary thicf was simply its reflection of
himself,

Before he had time, however, to make many
reflections upon the matter, he was started by
the ery of #Thieves! Murder! Police !’ and
a variety of other frantic screams in the shrill
voice of his wife, who, awakened by the noise,
had arvse and thrust hor head fromn the bed-
room window everhead.

«Police ! police! help!?

Ajrain it rang out upon the still night air.

«&\What is the muss 2 cried a vigilant gouar-
dian of the public safety, as he made his ap-
pear-.mm'.

«Burglars '*? screamed the lady in white,
hystericaily.

«Where 77

«Below, in the parlor—I hear them now—
help, quick 7”’ e

Another policeman at this moment arnving,
the door was forced open, and the two entered.

sslla, here he s !*? cried one of the officers,
triumphantly.

«sNab him !*? exclaimed the other.

«Why, blow me.if he ain’t drank.
been below among the wine.”

««Stand off I”? eried Brown, assuming what he
intended should be a dignified attitude. Stand
off! Do you take me for a thief 7

«\Well, now I shouldn’t wonder at all,” said
policeman, nnmber one, in an ironical tone,
«if we did ‘take® you for a thief—as fur as the
station house, at any rate.”

«What’s that 7 Arrest me in my own house
—drag me from the bosom of my family 7’

«[t won't do, old feller; you must come
along with us.”

«Never! I say never—no, never !”” .

«.Have you canght the monster 7 Where is
he 7 cried the trembling voice of Mrs. Brown,
as the conrageous female made her appearance
on the stairs, acd peered over the banisters
into the room.

«It's all right ma’am,” said the officer;
«he’s safe unougll now.’”

Just then her eyes fellupon her husband,
and from him they glanced around the room
till they rested upon the ruined mirror. She
comprehended at once what had occurred, and
the direst indignation against the unlucky
Jedediah aresc within her breast. \

She was about to vent her wrath against
him, whon a brilliant thought struck her.
She would not recognize him! The officers

THe's

undeceive them. It would be a glorious re-

venge. _ A
c«What a borrid looking man he is,’* she
said in a tone of apparent alarm. «sHold him
H "
ticht—don’t let him get away. .
g“lle is rather a hard ‘un that’s a fact,,” re-

| tion.
believe him to be a barglar, and she would not |

plied the officer ; «but don’t be frightened,
ma’am, he can’t escape.”
“What a blessed thing it was you came as

yon did, I wouldn’t have had him found me
for the world. What should I have done if
he bad **

Jedediah gazed at his wtfe with open amaze-
ment pictured upon his eountenance. He be-
came a little sobered by what had transpired,
and was sensible enough to wish himself well
out of the embarrassing position he was in.

“Why, Mrs. Brown,” he stammered, it's
me—Jedediah 17

“Why, the horried wretch, he knows my
name !*? screamed the lady.

“Know your name! Well, I rather think
I’d ought to know your name, seeing as how
I gave it to you.”

“0h, you wretched man.”

“Now, look a here, Mrs. Brown, don’t you
come it too strong; don’t pretend that you
don’t know who 1 am.”

“Jlow should I know! Thank goodness, I
don’t keep company with such as you,

“Ain’t I your husband 2**

“0h, take him away, do—the scandalous
creature.” ‘

#Cuome,’” said the officers, grasping him by
either arm, “you can remain here no longer;
come along.” .

The injured Brown resisted this appeal as
well as he wastable.

€0, of coursé we're wrong—of course we
are; but never you mind, and come along
with us. and it will be all right.”?

“But this is my house, I say, that is my
wife, and she knows it.”?

The officers, however, were not inclined to
credit bis wonds and insisted more strongly
than ever that he should aceompany them.
But only by carrying him bodily along could
he be removed.

“Tell ‘*em they’re mistaken in the man,”
implored Jedediah, appealing to his wile,
when he found that he conld not otherwise
convince them of the truth. “Tell em who
I am, and they’ll let me go.”?

But that guod lady ounly shrunk back and ut-
tered a small scream, as if shocked at what
she beard.

The rage of her husband was redoubled by
this act of perfidiousness.

“Woman ! he vociferated, turning a last
look upon the stairs, sbeware what you do!
Don’t trifle with « desperate man! Speak to
these men or your doovm is sealed. Youwon't?
Yery well; the consequence be upon your
own head. I’ll bave a divorce—I’ll seperate
from yon; yes, madam, and I'll take the
children! Do you hear that, Mrs. Brown ?
I°1l take all the children to myself, and leave
you a ruined, destitute, wretched, heart-bro-
ken female being !

It didn’t occur to the infuriated Brown just
then that he kad no children. Ile had ever
cherished strong hopes, however, of having
an infinite number of those useful household
ornaments, and his ideas were not as clear, by
any means, as usual.

Before he could utter more. he was upon
the side walk, and the door of the house was
closed and fastened. Mrs. Brown retired ex-
ultingly to her dreams, while Mr. Brown upon
liis arrival at the station house. was thrust ig-
nominiouly into one of the dark cells, and
left to meditate at his leisure upon his humil-
iaticg position.

When, the next morning, Mr. Jedediah
Brown made his appearance before the mag-
istrate, escorted by his captor of the might
previous, he presented an aspeet truly deplo-
rable. IHe was not the Jedediah Brown of
former tunes, and it would have puzzled his
nearest friends to recognize him. The work-
ings of his mind, and the liguor he had drank,
had left him in a miscrable plight.

The Justice, putting on his severest frown.
inquired into the particulars of the case.—
Turning to the prisener he said :

«So you were caught in the act, were you ?
—Well, burglary is a serious matter, as you'll
find out. What is your name ?*°

s¢Brown,”* replied Jedediah, «<but thereis a
mistake.”?

«:Brown,eh ?” interrupted the justice, *well
the name’s against you ; there have been four
burglaries, not to speak of other crimes, com-
mitted in this district by men of that name,
within the present month !

“But I'm an innoceut person; it was in my
own house they arrested me.”

uEvervbody is innocent that's bronght here
of course! But we’ll see how you stand.
Where is the complainant in the case *?

At this moment a lady entered.

«:There she is,”” said the polieceman.

¢What have you to say in regard to this
man, madam ?°* asked the judge.

Mrs. Brown did not immediately reply.
She looked fora moment into the face of her
husband, as if astonished and bewildered, and |
then she exclaimed :

«\Why, can it be possible? Is it then real-
ly you, Jedediah 1™

Then addressing the magistrate, she con-
tinued :

[ find that it is only my husband, and have |
no complaint to make. But it was so late
when he came home last night, and he was so
disguised that I was unable to recognize him.”

Jétdediah Brown said nota word. He knew
full well how the matter stood, and he felt not
a little shame for the ridiculons part he had
acted. Ile retired with his wife, very posi-
tively vowing in his own mind never to be
canght in a like scrape again.

And that is how he became a tee-totaler.

-

On the farm of Mrs. Susan A. Craven, in the
vicinity of Charlottesville, Va., there is still
standing, in a pretty good state of preserva-
tion, a frame dwelling house which Dr. Frank- |
lin had framed in Philadelphia, and shipped |
to his grandson, who then owned the farm,
now the property of Mrs. Craven. The an-

tique structure is still occupied as a dwelling,
and, althongh a little out of style, is yet very
comfortable. The place still bears its original |
name—sFranklin.”®> This farm is contiguous |
to ssPen Park,”” formerly owned by Dr. Gilmer |
the father-in-law of William Wirt, whq spent |
several years of his life at that gla'llgh!l'ui

rural retreat. Mr. Wirt was a practising law-

ver at the Albemarle bar, at the time he ,t,leard i
the sermon from the ¢«blind preacher,”” in a :
school house In Orange county, of which he

has left us so graphic and affecting a desorip-

««Boy what is your father doing to day 27—
«Well, I ’spose he is fail’n.
mother yesterday to go ‘round to the shops
and get trusted all she could, and do it right
off, too—for he’d got everything ready to fail,
*ceptin, that.”’

I heard him tell |

A PAPER ON TOBACCO-

We find a lively passage on tobacco in the
pleasant new book by Alphonse Karr. It must
be borne in mind that, in France, tobacco is a
monopoly—and a very productive one—in the
handsof government.

“There isa family of poisonous plants, a-
mong which we may notice the henbane, the
datura stramomium, and the tobacco plant.
The tobaceo plant is perhaps a little less poi-
sonous than the datara, but it is more so than
the henbane, which is a violent poison. Here
is a tobacco plant—as fine a plant as you can
wish to see. 1t grows to the height of six feet;
and from the centre of a tuft of leaves, of a
beautiful green, shoot out elegant and grace-
ful elusters of pink flowers.

“For a long while the tobacco plant grew
unknown and solitary in the wilds of America.
The savages to whom we had given brandy,
gave us in exchange tobacco, with the smoke
of which they used to intoxicate themsclves
on grand occasions. The intercourse between
the two worlds began with this interchange of
poisons.

“Those who first thought of putting tobacco
dust up their noses were first laughed at, and
then persecuted more or less. James I., of
England, wrote against snufi-takers a book en-
titled Misocapnos.” Some years later, Pope
Urban V11, excommunicated all persons who
took suuff in churches. The Empress Eliza-
beth thought it necessary to add something to
the penalty of excommunication pronounced
against those who used the black dust during
divine service, and authorized the beadles to
confiscate the snufl-boxes to their own use.
Amurath IV forbade the use of snuff, under
pain ol having the nose cut off.

¢No useful plant could have withstood such
attacks. If before this invention a man had
been found to say, ¢“Let us seek the means of
filling the coffers of the State by a voluntary
tax; let us set about selling something which
everybody will like to do without. In Ameri-
ca there isa plant essentially poisonous; if
from its leaves yon extract an empyreumatic
oil, a single drop of it will cause an animal to
die inliorrible convulsions. Suppose we offer
this plant for sale, chopped up or redoced toa
powder. We will sell it very dear, and tell the
people to stuff the powder up their noses.?

¢That is to say, | suppose, you will force
them to do so by law ?

#“Not a bit of it. I spoke of a voluntary
tax. As to the portion we chop up, we will
tell them to inhale it, and to swallow a lhittle
smoke [rom it besides.’

«But it will kill them.?

«No ; they will becume rather pale perhaps,
feel giddy, spit blood, and suffer from cholic,
or have pains in the chest—ithat’s all. Besides,
you know, althongh it has often been said that
habit is second nature, people are not yet a-
ware how completely man resembles the knife,
of which the blade first and then the handle
had been changed two or three times. Inman
there is no nature left—nothig but habit re-
mains. People will become like Mithridates,
who learned to live on poisons.’

«The first time that a man will smoke, he
will feel sickness, pauses, giddiness, and col-
ics; but that will go off by degrees, and in
time he will get so accustomed to it, that he
will only feel such symptoms now and then—
when he smokes tobacco that is bad or too
strong—or when he is not well, and in five or
six other cases. Those who take it in powder
will snecze, have a disagreeable smell, lose the
sense of smelling, and establish in their nose
a sort of perpetual blister.’

«Then, I suppose, it smells very nice.’

«Quite the reverse. It hasa very unpleasant
smell ; but, as 1 said, we’ll sell it very dear,
and reserve to ourselves the monopoly of it.’

<My good friend,”” one would have said to
any one absurd enough to hold similar lan-
guage, “nobody will envy you the privilege of
selling a weed that no one will care to buy.
You might as well open a shop and write on it
—Kicks sold here ; or, Such-a-one sells blows,
wholesale and retail. You will find as many
customers as for your poisonous weed.’

«Well! who would have believed that the
first speaker was right, and that the tobacco
speculation would answer perfeetly?  The
Kings of France have written no satiresagainst
snutf, have had no noses eut off, no snufi-boxes
confiscated. Far from it. They have sold to-
bacco, laid an impost on noses, and given snuff
boxes to poets, with their portraits on the lid,
and diamonds all round. This little trade has
brought them in I don’t know how many mil-
lions a year. The potato was far more cifficult
topopularize, and has still some adversaries.”

-
Kiss or Fight.

An exchange telis a story of a country party
thus:—A stalwart young rustic who was known
as a formidable operator in a sfree fight,”” had
Jjust married a blooming and beautiful country
girl, only sixteen years of age, and the twain
were at a party where a number of young folks
of both sexes were enjoying themselves in the
good (?) old fashioned pawn playing style.
Every girl in the room was called out and
kissed exeept Mrs. —,; the beautiful bride a-
foresaid, and although there was not a young-
ster preseut who was not dying to taste her
lips, they were restrained by the presence of
her herculean husband, who stood regarding
the party with a sullen look of dissatistaction.

They mistook the caunse of his anger, how-
ever, lor suddenly rolling up his sleeves he
stepped into the middle of the room, and in
a tone of voice that at once secured marked
attention, said :

«(zentlemen I have been noticing how things
have been working here for some time—and I
ain’t half satisfied. I don’t want to raise a
muss but—**

«What’s the matter John ?’* inquired half a
dozen voices. “What do you mean? Have
we done anything to hurt your feelings?”?

«“Yes, you have; all of you have hurt my
feelings—and I've just this to say about it:
Here’s every gal in the room been kissed nigh
a dozen times apiece, and there’s my wife,
who I consider as likely as any of ’em bhas not
had a single one to-night; and I just tell you
now, if she don’t get as many kisses the bal-
ance of the time as any gal in the room, the
man that slighls her has got to fight me—that’s
all. Now goahead with your plays!”?

If Mrs. B— was slighted during the rest of
the evening we did not know it. As for our-
selves, we know that John had vo fault to find
with us individually, for any neglect on our

part. LBy

Goop RErry.-~A line in one of Moor’s songs
reads thus : #Qur couch shall be roses bespan-
gled with dew.’” To which a sensible girl, ac-
cording to Landor, replied, «“Twould give me
rheumatiz and so would it you.”

The Habitual Use of Spirits.

We are all of us more or less aware of the
directly visible injurious effects produced by
the habitnal use of intoxicating drinks, in the
follics and vices, the absorption of all the gen-
erous feelings, all the tender humanities and
sweet charities of love, while the heart is held
under its sway ; but few of us know the full
extent of the change produced by it, both in
the mental and corporeal faculties. The Brit-
ish and Foreign Medico.-Chirurgical Review
shows that the habitual use of spirits arrests
that metamorphosis of tissue which is necessa-
ry for health, lcaving the effete tissue as a use.
less burden in the body. {o be converted into
that least vitalized of all the organic constitu-
ents, oil and fat, till finally, hfe itself is clog-
ged at the fountain-head. Thousands of men,
according to the Reriew, who have never been
inebriated, annually perish, having shortened
their lives by tippling a little every day. The
dram arrests the metamorphosis of tissue,
another dram is taken before this arrest ceases;
the reaction, thus postponed, becomes more
intense ; the depression is excessive; more
drams are taken; and so in the end, without
ever being intoxicated, the tippler sinks into
the grave, presenting’the strange anomaly of a
reasonable being periodically applying a poi-
son which is Sure to impair and eventually de-
stroy the vitality of the body, and divert the
nobler Impulses of the heart from that course
which consecrates it to a heaven born life.—
The eflect of drinking spirits is different from
that produced by wine, for wine is rarely used
except at meals, so that the eflects have time
to pass away before a second dose becomes
due, and hence no craving for an increased
quantity is experienced. Men are now living,
in consequence, in robust old age, who have
taken the same number of glasses of wine dai-
ly for half a century, without feeling it neces-
sary to increase the quantity .—Seienfific .dmer.

Wao Owxs Cuicaco 7—An intelligent cor-
respondent of the Cleveland Reriew, writing
from Chicago, says : «I should say that every
real estale man is mortgaged for five times
more than he can pay. As a general item ap-
on this point, I will state upon the anthority
of a {riend, who saw the records, that the as-
sessed valuation of the taxable property of
Chicago, last Spring, was about $36,000,000
while the amount recorded upon bond and
mortgage, which it is pledged to sccare, was o-
ver one hundred and uine millions of dollars !
Comment is unnecessary to explain the total
bankruptey of this inflated town. Among the
older inhabitants there are a few men of means;
but the city belongs to Eastern capitalists,who
hold it on bond and mortgage security, and
who could not, in the aggregate, realize thir-
ty cents on the dollar, it they sold out the
town to-morrow.**

Trovere oy Frazer Biver.—In the vicini-
ty of Fort Uolville on the Frazer river, where
the first discoveries of gold were made in 1856,
the savages are making hostile demonstrations,
and have driven in the settlers just as they
were engaged in harvesting their crops. As
this is right on the northern route from St.
Paul to the new gold diggings, it is thought it
will be necessary to establish a military post
there. Miners should not venture by this route
in parties of less than one hundred in number,
as the hostile tribes in the valley of the Co-
lumbia and Snake rivers have been striving to
excite the Flatheads and Nez Percez to join
them ; and although they were friendly at last
advices, there isno telling what the result
may be. This intelligence from Colville looks
badly.

A Goop Texr, srr yor or tHE Brove.—
That was a strikingly intelligent person, who
called npon a sign painter to have a Sunday
school procession banner painted, and said :—
«We're goin’ to have a tearin® time with our
Fourth o’ July Snnday school celebration, and
our folks wants a banner.” “Well,” naturally
enough responded the painter, <svou onght to
have one. Whatwill you have paionted on it 2?
««Wal, Idon’t know: we ort to hev a text ot
skripter painted onto it for aj motto, hadn’t
we 7?7 «Yes: that'sa very good idea; what
shall it be ?”? =Wal, I thought fkis would be
about as good =as any :—*Be sure you're right
then go ahead I*? It is fair to conclude that
he had not ‘searched the Scriptures® atten-
tively.

Distressixg rroM Cusa.—The news from
Cuba is distressing. The yellow fever is very
severe in all parts of the Island of Cuba the
present season. In thirty years the island has
not been so generally affected. There is not
a part throughout its entire extent that is en-
entirely free. At Muntanzas the sickness is
particulariy rife the American shipping sufier-
ing severely. Since June 14, five American
captains have died there, besides a considera-
bhle number of mates and seamen.

Since John Candlebox Calhoun retired from
Kansas affairs, the population of Cickapoo—
the marvelous and ever multiplying—has fal-
len off amazingly. At the election on the 2d
inst., when the people buried the English
bribe a thousand feet beyond daylight, Kicka-
poo returned but one hundred and forty-three
votes—fifty-three against and ninety for the
proposition. Kickapoo in the days of Le-
compton was good fora couple of thousand
votes any day.

A young woman was recently arrested in the
evening in the streets of New York, in a cos-
tume which the city authorities did not con-
sider exactly in the best of taste. She was
rigged somewhat after the so-called «“Georgia
style,” and her entire equipment consisted of
a leghorn hat and feathers, high-heeled boots,
and a sketeton skirt. That was decidedly a
combination of nsiure and art seldom wit-
nessed.

Youxe America.—During the old fashioned
thunder storm on Wednesday night two chil-
dren, a boy and girl, aged eight and ten years,
were at play. The little girl became very
much frightened, and hold of the boy,
who, seeing her timidity, exclaimed, “Don’t
be afraid, sis, I would not be afraid if I was
up there where they tuch it off.”

07 The Arabs have this laconic argument
against dueling, which they consider a silly
custom ; ¢If a man insult you,” say they,
“kill him on the spot; but do not give him
the opportunity to kill you as well as insult
you.”

0Z An Irishman, in speaking of a relative
who was hanged, says, «he died during a tight
rope performance.”
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CYRUS W. FIELD AND HIS FAMILY.
From the Springfield Republican, August 10.
Cyrus W. Field having achieved greatness

and renown through the success that hascrown-
ed his energy and perseverance in the

of the Atlantic Telegraph cable, the public is
interested to know what manner of man he
is,and to learn the chief incidents of his his-
tory. His family is one of the most honora-
ble in WesternMassachusetts,with membersdis-
tinguished in nearly every de of ac-
tive lite. Rev. D. D. Field, a native of East
Guilford, Conn., a graduate of Yale College
in 1802, first settled in Haddam,Conn. There,
probably, his chiidren were all born—seven
sons and two danghters. Of the former are,
David Dudley Field, one of the first lawyers
of New York city ; Jonathan E. Field.a mem-
ber of the Berkshire bar, and resident ot
Stockbridge ; Cyrus W. Field, whose name is
now a household word ; Matthew D. Field, of
Southwick, in this county, a civil engineer,
and coe of the Republican Senators from
Hanipden county in 1857 ; Stephen 1. Field,
a judge of the Supreme Court of Californiaj
and Rev. I1. M. Field, formerly pastor of the
Congregational Church in West Springfield,
and now one of the conductors of the New
York Evangelist. The seveuth, and oldest
son, Timothy, went to sea thirty or more years
ago, and has pever Lbeen heard from since.
One of the danghters married the brother ot
Mr. Cyrus Field’s wife, and died at Paris with-
inafew vears. The other daughter married
Rev. Josiah Brewer, and became with bhim a
missionary in Greece, whence they have re-
turned, ard now reside at the family home ia
Stoeckbridge, in this State.

In 1819, Rev. Dr. Field removed from Had-
dam to Stockbridge, when his children were
all young, and became pastor of the village
church there, a relation which he continued
till 1837, when it was dissevered, and he re-
turned to his old charge at Haddam for a few
years but he retired from the ministry some
ten years since, and came to Stockbridge
again, where among his old friends, and with
a portion of his children, he isliving outin
peace and honor the lew remaining days of a
long and usefu! life. Thus Stockbridge may
fairly claim to be the family home; here the
father passed most aclive and important years;
and here his sons were reared, and prepared
for the important lines of action into which
they have nearly all siuce fallen. David Duod-
ey Ficld and Rev. Hcaory II. are graduates of
Williams College in the same county.

Mr. Cyrus W. Field engaged early as a clerk
for his older brother, Matthew, who was &
paper manufacturer at Lee. About the peri-
od of his majority, perhaps before, he engag-
ed in the same business on his own sccount
in Westfield, in this county, but failed about
1837. He subsequently went to New York,
and established a paper commission house,
one of the first of the large modern establish-
ments of that description. 11l success over-
took him here again; but it did not conquer
its victim. Nerved to new labor, be continu-
cd the same business, commanded fortune,
paid off his old dcbts, and became a rich man,.
Liberal in dispensing the blessings of his
wealth, he was the patron of art, and surroun-
ded his father at Stockbridge, with all the
comforts and luxuries that old age covets.
Some five or six years ago, he seemed to have
conceived the purpose of constructing the
ocean telegraph, and at once threw into its
consummation all his native enthusiasm, all
his acquired kuowledge of men and things,
all his energy and perseverance, and all his
pecuniary means.

There seems to be no divided honor in this
enterprise—no possibility of question as to
the author of the great achievement of mod-
ern civilization. Hundreds may have dream-
ed and suggested the idea; but Mr. Field was
the first to set scriously at work for its reali-
zation, and the first to asccomplish it. Fortu-
nate is he in having completed his own work.
No Fulton can come into rob him of the
honor.

Mr. Field is about 43 years old, and looks
younger, if possible. Ile has a light, lithe
budy, all muscle and nerves, and no flesh, five
feet eight inches high, and weighs perhaps.
140 pounds. His features are chn;‘-p and prom-
inent, a nose that almost exhausts his face;
eyes small, sunken grey or blue, and ap
rently half closed ; & large forehead, and a
full head of auburn hair. There is ayouthful,
almost boyish appearance about him, thak
makes him seem younger than he really is.
There is little of the impressiveness of figure.
and manner about him, that distinguish his
brother Dudley of the New York bar.

We do not know that these facts in the-
history of the new Moral Hero of the Chris-
tian Civilization are exact to date.and letter;
but they trace the outline of hislife and char«
acter with correctness.

Masuoru CAve,—A recent writer says that
the avenues in the Mammoth Cave of Ky.,
thus far discovered, number two hundred. and
seventy five, and their aggregate length is es-
timated at two Tiundred miles. Mr. Holston,
who was in the cave when the iron lamp was
lost, still resides near its mouth. He is now
90 years of age. Stephens the old guide, died
last year. The temperature of the air of the
cave, the same writer remarks, is at fifty-nino
degrees Fahrenbeit, the air dry and salubrious.

Faume.—Its value, and the chances for it,
may be estimated in the case of C. W. Field.
Twice the telegraph cable failed,—and the
world set him down as an adventurer and a
schemer. Now that success has crowned his
efforts his name becomes famous, and probably
immortal, A wind or a wave only hung be-
tween the adventurer and the immortal.

An old bachelor, after his matrimonial fail-
ures, exclaims: “When 1 remember all tho
girls I buve met together, I feel like a rooster
in the fall, exposed to every kind of weather ;
I fecl like one who treads alone some barnyard
all deserted, whose oats are fied, whose hens
are dead, and off to the market started.”

«Papa, can’t I go to the ‘Tooms
to see the camomile fight the ry-no-sir-ee-
hoss 1" <«Sartin, my son, but don’t gel your
trousers torn.—Strange my dear, what a tasts
that boy has for nat’ral hist’ry. No longerago.
than yesterday he had 8 tom-cats hanging by
therr tails to the clothes-line.”

A New Orleans paper states that there is in
thal city, ahog with his ears so far back thas
he can’t hear himself squeal.

Humbug.—A kink of Choloroform. used to

extract money from the pocket without pain.
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