wEECNER'S OWN STORY.

An article has been made public
which was written by the late Rev.
Henry Ward Beecher and compiled by
his son, to be published by Webster
& Co. of New York., Mr. Beecher, in
bis own Inimitable way, tella thestory

of the great scandal in which himeell | The

and Mr. Tilton and wile wore the prin-
cipal actors. Mr, Beecher and the
mutual friend, Moulton, have crossed
the border into the unknown; Mr.
Tilton is & wanderer in a foreign land,
while his wife is living a quiet life in
Brookiyn. Bessie Turner la a wile
and & mother, and Victoria Woodhull
and Tennie C. OlafMlin are married to
wealthy Englishmen. Mr. Beecher
speaks of Tilton as one who, by
his infatuation with Victoria
Woodhull, had fallen from a
high position to become almost a
dependent on the charity of his
friends. Not until this time,according
to Mr. Beecher, did he brooch the
seandal which had been in his knowl-
for six months, and it was made
wn simply that he might extract
from Mr. Bowen, of the Independent,
$£7,000, the amount of a claim in dis-
pute, As soon as the check for the
above u.imnunt r?a in his }nmd. his
su itious efs were forgotten
uﬁp‘n nignodmt..he famous treaty of
. This, Mr, Beecher pays, wos
represented to him as necessary to re-
lieve him irom the imputation ot hav-
originated and circulated certain
old slanders about Mr. Beecher. In
speaking of Mr, Moulton Mr. Beecher
l‘{l: “My confidence in him was the
only thing that seemed secure in that
confusion of tormenting perplexities.
To him I wrete freely in that troub-
lous tlme‘o when 1 felt that secret
machinations were goiﬂ on around
and echoes of the vilest slander
concerning me were heard of in unex-
quarters. Mr. Tilton was
ret known to me as a reporter of my
sermons, When I became editor of
the Independent one of the induce-
ments held out to me was that Mr.
Tilton shonld be my assistant and re-
lieve me wholly from routine office
work. In this relation I became very
much attached to him. He frequent-
ly urged me to make his house my
home. He used to often speak in ex-
tray t terms of his wile's esteem
and affection for me. Alter 1 began
to visit his house he wought to make
it attractive. He nrged metobringmy
gpu'l down there and use his study
do my writing in, as it was not
leasant to write in the office of the
ndependent.

Mr. Beecher then goes on at length
to show how ke was beguiled by Til
ton after the latter had left. his posi.
tion upon the Independent and the
Brooklyn Union., Mr, Beecher says:

“After Mr. Tilton’s return from the
west in Decomber, 1870, a young girl
whom Mea. Tilton had taken into the
family, educated and treated like an
own child, was sent to me with an ur-

t requost that I would visit Mrs,

Iton at her mother's. She said that
Mrs, Tilton bad lelt ber home and
gone to her mother's in consequence
of ill-treatment o! ber husband,  8he
then gave an account of what she had
seen of eruelty mnd abuse on the part
of the husband that shocked me. I
immediately visited Mrs.Tilton at her
mother's and received an account of
her home lile and ol the despotism ol
her husband and of the management
of a woman whom he had made
housekeeper, which nseemed like a
nightmare The uesvion
was whether she should go back or

ate lorever from her husband. 1
ed permission to bring my wife Lo
see them, whose iud ment in all
domestic relations I thought better
than my own, and accordingly n
swcond visit was made.  The result of
theinterview was thntm wife wasex-
tremely indignant toward Mr, Tilton,
and decl that no consideration
on earth would induce her to remain
an hour with & man who had treated
ber with a hundredth part of such in-
sult and cruelty. I felt as strongly as
3he did, but hesitated, ns 1always do,
st giving advice in favor of & separa-
tion. It was agreed that my wife
ehould give her final advice at ancth-
er visit. The next day, when ready
to go, she wished a final word, but
there was company and the
children were rruont. and so I wrote
on a mmf of paper: ‘I decline to
ink that your view is right and that
separation and a settlement of sup-
port will be wisest, and that ia his
present desperate state her presence
near him is fur more iikel; to produce
hatied than her absence.
DEMANDING BEECHEK'S WITHNRAWAL.

“Mrs¢Tilton did not tell me that
m{.pﬂmm had mythinig to do with
this trouble, nor did she let me know
that on the July previous he had ex-
torted from her a confession of exces-
sive aflection for me,

“On the evening of Dec, 27, 1870,
Mr. Bowen, on his way homa, called at
my house and handed me a letter
from Mr, Tilton. It was, as nearly
as | can remember, in the following
terma:

“‘Henry Ward Beecher; For reasons
which you explicitly know, and which
1forbear to state, I demand that you
withdraw irom the pulpit and quit
Brooklyn as a residence.

Turopore TiLTox.'

“] read it over twice and turned to
Mr. Bowen and eaid: 'This man is
crazy; this is sheer insanity,’ and oth-
er llke words. Mr. Bowen professed
to be ignorant of the contents, and 1
handed him the letter toread. We at
once fell into a conversation about
Mr. Tilton. He gave me some acpount
of the reasons why he hud redu
him from the editorship of the Inde-
pendent to the suborninate position
of contributor—namely, that Mr. Til-
ton's religions and social views were
ruining the paper.

MES. TILTON'S IXCOKIMINATING STATE-
. MEST.

“lt now appears that on the 20th
of December, ?870. Mz, Tilton, baving
Jearned that I had replied to his
threatening letter by expressing such
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an opinion of him as toset Mr. Howen
finally against him and bring him lace
to Iace with immediate ruin, extorted
from his wilfe, theén saffering wnder a
savere lliness, A document incriminat-
ing me, and prepared an claborate at-

upon me.
“In my then morbid condition of
mind 1 thought that this charge, al-
though entirely untrue, might result
in great disaster, il not absoluse ruin.
grent interests which were en-
thﬂ dependent on me, the church
which I bhad built up, the book which
I was ﬂ‘igu. my own immediatefam-
ily, my brother’'s name, now
in the ministry, my sistern, the name
which [ had hoped might live after me
lfd::clu-:mﬂllghs ree & u;ug
of strength and encour
those who should mcoec?m and,
above all, the canse for which I had
devoted my life, seemed imperiled. It
seemed to me that my life work waa
to end abruptly und -in.disaster. . My
earnest desire to avoid a public ac-
ousation and the evils which must
necersarily flow from i, and which
now have resulted from it, has been
one of the leading motives that must
explain my action during these lour
years with reference to this matter,
THE WOODHULL CLIQUR,

During the whole of 1871 Mr. Beeth-
er was kept in a state of suspense and

doubt. he officers ol Plymouth
church sought to investigats Tilton's
religion views, but the tor assured

them he had hopes of his repentance
and restoration to the church.
“Meanwhile one wing of the female
suffrage party,” continues Mr. Beech-
er, “had got hold of his story in a dis-
torted and exageerated form, such as
had never been intimated to me
by Mr. Tilton or his friends, 1 did
not then suspect what I now know
that those atrociously false rumors
originated with Mr, Tilton himself.”
hen Mr. Tilton returned from his
lecturing tour in 1872 Mr, Beecher
made an inefectual effort to have him
cut loose from Woodhull and her as-
gociates, in order that he might re-
sume his proper place in soclety.

THE TRIPARTITE AGREEMENT,

In speaking ol the famous tripar
tite agreemant, Mr. Beecher calls at-
tention to the lact that at this time
the Golden Age, a paper started by
Tilton and his friends, was on the
verge of bankruptey, and the pecun-
iary obligations were ver ressmg.
"About this time,"” saye Mr. cher,
“Mr. Moulton, who was sick, sent lor
meé and showed me a galley proof of
an article prepared by Mr. Tilton for
the Golden Age, in which he embodied
a copy of a letter written by him to
Mr. Bowen, dated Jan. 1, 1871, in
which he charged Mr. Bowen with
making scandalous accusation against
my cbaracter. This was the first
time that I had ever seen these charg
es, and I had never heard of them ex-
cept by mnere rumor, Mr, Bowen never
having at any time said & word to
me on the subject. 1 was amazed at
the proposel publication. I did
not then understand the real
object of giving circulation to such
slanders. My first impression was
that Mr. Tilton designed, under cover
ol an attack Gpon me in the name of
another, to open the way for the pub-
lication of his own personal griev-
ances, I protestead against the publi-
cation in the strongest terms, but was
intormed that it was not mtended as
an act hostlle to mysell, but to Mr.

Bowen. Idid not any the less insist
upon my protest against this publ-
cation, Onits being shown to Mr.

Bowen be was thoroughly alarmed,
and upeadilr consented to appoint-
ment of arbitrators to hring about an
amicable settlement. The result of
this proceeding was that Mr. Bowen
paid Mr. Tilton over $7,000, and that
o written agreement was entered into
by Bowen, Tilton and mysell of am-
nesty, concord and future peace.
XOT A PENNY FOR BLACKM All.

“The full truth of this history ve-
quires that one more fact should be
told, especinlly as Mr. Tilton has
invited it. Money has been obtained
from me in the course of these aflairs
in considerable sums, Lut I did not at
first look upon the suggestions thut I
should contribute to Mr. Tilton's
pecuniary wants as savoring of biack-
mail.  Afterward 1 contributed at
one time 815,000, *%* Afer the
money had been paid over in $1,000
bills, to raise which I mortgaged the
house 1 live in, I felt very much dis-
satisfied with myselt about it. Final-
ly a square demand and a threat was
made to one ol my confidential frirnds
that if £5,000 more were not pald
Tilton's charges would be laid before
the puble. This | saw at once was
black mail in its boldest form, and 1
never paid a cent of it, but challenged
and requested the ‘ullest exposure,”

——— W —

Niagara's Power.
Modern Light and Hent.

It seems that there is a sclieme
again on foot to utilize over an area
ol 1,000 miles radius, by electrica
dirtribution, the power of Niagara
Falls. That this idea is very old, we
peed not remind any one; thatit is
at present looked upon by competent
electrical engineers as unfeasible, is
mrmll well known. Even she wealth
ol the Bothschilds has been unequul
to the task of transmitting large
amounts of electrical energy to any
great distance, for the experience of
Maurcel Deprez, vecently carried on in
Francs under their financial patron-
age, have resulted in entire failure, It
18 easy Lo raveabout electricity and its
slavery to man, and the giant forces
of nature ready to do his bidding; but
it must not be forgotten that to
transmit large amounts of energy
over an electrical conductor with any
regard to commercial figures means to
work at an electro-motive, with which
we are as yet familiar in dynamo clr-
cuite only on [:uper. and to harness
an army mule to a baby carriage
would be a harmless proceeling com-
pared with connpecting & motor in a
man's [actory with a circuit of the
thousands of volts we hear talked
about. Even if direct current trans.
formers are uged before the current is
brought into the factory the danger is
not entirely done away with. This is
only one of the difficulties. Their
name is legion,

Stingy to His Wife.
Small-minde@and stingy as men too
often are, they are never moreso than

when dealing with”' theivr own ‘wives,
Bome of them, whe pass abroad for
very respectable :1 well-to-do citi-
zens, seeming nevef to lack money to
spend upon themselves, ape s0 pov-
erty stricken and niggardly %at home
that their wives, who certaihly work
hard enough to earn something more
than their “board and clothes,” are
almost afraid to speak of needing an
t 2:.“ Ny :lh.:y ok for, it i""hi.‘?a"
ask for, it is' .
«lrlyorf.h #o reluctantly, and with so
many words, that it might almost as
well have been refused altogether,

A man of this kind was lately seen
in a store with his wile. Bhe was do-
ing some *shopping,”’ nalthough she
earried no purse,and had not so much
as & nickel tied up in the corner of her
conrse cotton handkerchiel,

Hclr h;tsblnd;dw‘l't-h a‘sad -and seri-
ous look, opened his pocket-book and
grudziugli paid for the things he was
allowing her the privilege of selecting.
Bhe had picked out a cheapserge dresy
pattern for hersell.

“I'il take ten yards,” she said to
the salesman,

“Shouldn’'t think you'd need wmo
much,"” said her husband; “it's pret-
ty wide goods."”

“Why, no, it’s rather narrow,”
said his wife.

“It's double width,” he insisted;
“and eight yards ought to baenough.
There's no use getting more to cat up
and waste."”

“It wouldn't be wasted if there was
a little left.'”

“Well, there's no use in buying
mor'n you need. It's going to cost a
lot anyhow. Cut off nine yards, mis-
ter.”

Bhe “gave in" with the meek, re
signed look of & woman who had
“given in"” to her husband's larger
wisdom some thousands of .times be-
fore. Then she eaid she wanted a
dozen and a haif of buttons.

“But how in the world are yon go-
ing to use that many buttons on one
dress? There's no sense in it. A
dorzen's plenty.”

“Well, maybe I can get along with
& dozen,’” she said, Then she bought
o yard of cheap ribbon, whereupon he
pave a contemptuous sniff, and when
she suggested getting five cents’ worth
ol eandy to take to the children, he
shut his purse with a snap, returned
it to his pocket, and said decisively:

“No; there's no sense in wasting
money that way. It's a good thing [
carry the purse, or we'd all be in the
poorhouse within a yeur!"
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The Truthful Ceorgia Land-
lord.

From the Atlanta Conatitution.

Not far from the City of Montgom-
ery, in the Btate of Alabama, on one
of the roads running from the city,
lives a jolly landlord by the name of
Ford. In fair weather orin foul, in
hard times or in soft, Ford would
have his joke whenever possible. One
bittev, stormy night, or rather morn
ing, about two hours vefore day

break, he was aroused from his slum-
ber by loud shouting and knocks at
his door, He turned out, but sorely
against his will, and demanded what
was the matter. It was dark rs tar,
and as be could see no one he cried
out:

“Who are you, there?"

“Three lawyers from Montgomery,”
was the answer. “We are benighted
and want to stay all night."”

“Very sorry I cannot accommodate
you so far, gentlemen, Do anything
to oblige you, but that's impossible,”

The lawyers, for they were three of
the smartest lawyers in the State,
and ready todrop with tatigue, held
# counsultation, and then, as they
could do no better and were too tired
to go another step, they asked;

“Wall, can't you stavle ofir horses
and give us chairs and a fire*till morn-
ing.' y

*0h yes; I can do that, gentlemen."”

Our learned and legal friends were
soon dryving their wet clothes by a
bright fire as they composed them-
selves to pass the few remunining hours
in their chairs, dozing and nodding,
and now and then swearing a word or
two of imputience as they waited for
daylight.

‘nelongest night has a morning,
and at last the sun came wlong, and
then in due time a vreakiast made its
appearance; but to the surprige of the
lawyers, who thought the house was
crowded with guests, none but them.
selves sat down to partake,

“Why, Ford, I thought your house
was so full you couldn’t give us a bed
last night?"’ said one of the travellers,

*“1didn't say so0," Ford replied.

“You didn’t? What in the name
of thunder then, did you say*"

“You asked me to let you stay here
all night and I said it would be im-
possibie, for the night was two-thirds
gone when youn came. li youn only
wanted beds why didn't you say so?"’

The lawyers had to give it up.
Three of them on one side, and the
landlord alone had beat them all,

The Deacon Outwitted.
New London Telegraph.

Deacon Isaac Denison of Mystic
had & bill of $4.50 about lour months
ago against a colored man for grocer:
ien which he could not collect, so he
seized the man's house as security,
with a limit of four months in which
the colored neighbor could pay up or
have the animal auctioned to pay the
debt, Tne limit expired and the
horse was trotted ont to be sold to
the highest bidder. There was an im-
mense ¢crowd assembled when the bids
were opened. The sympathy of the
people seemed to be with the colored
delinguent, and the bidding was live.
ly, raising one cent at & time. !t
kept right on until it reached $2.11
and at this sum the worse was knock-
el down to Rosewell Browu. Then
the crowd chipped in enough to pay
for the horse and to buy a bag of
meal, and they turned the horse and
meal over to the colored man a8 a
pift, and he now wears a smile clear
around to the bs ok of his neck.
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TRAMP ORCENTLEMAN?
An  Unfortunate Circumstance

That Prevented A Batisfactory An-

swar.

Atlanta Constitution,

Undoubtedly be was a tramp.

The solitary marshal, whose busi
nées it was to represent the majeaty
of the law in the little village of Blue
Rock, spotted the stranger as
goon a8 he entered the place.

The visitor was shabbily dressed.
*Hiscont was ragged, and histrousers
were patched. His bat was without
A brim, and his shoes let his feet
toueh the ground,

“T'll shadow him,” said the mar-
shal to himself,

The tramp slouched along down
the shady side of the street until he
reached the depot. Here be paused
and took a seat on the platform.

*Hello, there!" sail the marshal as
he came up, “You must move on."

The man thus rudely spoken to
turned & weary [ace towards the
officer.

It was not a very ciean face and it

bore traces of eare. But it was not a
bad face nor a very old tace. On the
contrary, it was rather frank and
youthtul,

All this the marshal took in, but he
had hisg orders and he hud to carry
them out. Blue Rock had passed an
ordinance subjecting all tramps to 30
days' imprisonment at hard Iabor.

“What are you doing here?"" nsked
the officer roughly.

“I am looking for work," was the re.

y.

“Who are you and where are you
from?"

*1 am a gentleman,"’said the tramp
wearily.

“A gentleman!" shouted the mar-
shal. “You look like one. What is
your name and where are fou from?"

The wayfarer put his hand to his
?ead and a puzeled look cameover his
ace.

“] would give anything to be able
to answer your questions,” he said,
“but I can't answer for I do not
know.”

At this astounding reply, the mar-
shal raised his baton.

*‘None of your chafl,’” he growled.
‘“Now, I'll give you one chance. You
must march out of town or I'll run
you in."”

The stranger evidently understood
the meaning of the threat. He leaped
from his seat witn a frightened look,
and without a word walked off down
the railroad track.

*"He's been arrested before,' gaid
the oflicer thoughtfully. “No doubt
he's been in & dozen jails. Well, so
he leaves here it is all right.””

Two hours later the guardian of the
peace lound his tramp occupying his
former seat on the depot platiorm,

*Now, you must come with me,"”
said the marshal, angrily.

He seized the lounger by one hand
and jerked him up.

The prisonsr made no resistance,
He looked reproachiully at his cap-
tor, and started off with him without
a word,

At Blue Rock justice was always
swilt, although perbaps it was a little
crude,

In less than an hour the tramp was
convicted and locked up in the stock-
ade, where he was set to work break-
ing rock.

Thne prisoner’s obstinacy in assert-
ing that he had forgotten hiz name
and former place of abode made the
pecly village officials very mad, and
the poor fellow was put to work at
harder tasks than usual

As the weeks rolled on it was no-
ticed that the prisoner dispinyed no
resentment ov impatience. He went
about his work cheerfully and with-
out a complairt, 5

When the prisoner's term was out
the first man he met after his release
wad the marshal.

“Giet ont ol the town right away,”
was the officer's advice. '

*Bat I want to stay here,” snid the
trlnm[]; “I want work, and I like the

HACe,
: “You are a blank fool to want to
stay in this town,”” replied the other,
“and it will be my duty to ariest you
ngnin if you doo't leave. Fo march!™

The unfortunate wretch made no
lurther appeal He limped off slowly,
and was soon out of sight.

Later in the day the marshal passed
by the depot and saw aspectacle that
made him open his eyes.

The tramp was on the platform,
and the superintendent was talking
te him.

“Come here,”’ salld the superintend-
ent to the marshal, “and take this
vagabond o'

There was nothing to do but to
make the arrest. A speady conviction
followed, and the luckless victim was
Again gent to the stockade for thirty
days.

At last the month came to an end
and the prisoner wag turned out.
This time the marshal marched him
bevond the town limits and Jeft him,

“He has too much sense 10 come
back,"” reported the marshal to the
Mayor.

“We may have been too hard on
him," respomled the Mayor, =1
gometimes think he is wrong in the
head."

“Well, it is too late to talk about
it." snid the other, and the conversa-
tion ended.

The tramp did not turn up again
that day nor the next,

The worthy marshal began to be
worried and the Mayor was a little
uneasy. Blue Rock was such a small
place that n sensation was always
welcome, and the unknown prizoner
had been the talk of the town for six-
ty days.

“He's hiding in the woods, and will
slip in here some night and burn the
town," said one,

This idea found great favor, and

' that night the villagers found it diffi-

cult to sleap.

On the following day there was a
railway excursion to & point of inter-
est lorty miles away, and everybody
of any consequence in the town went
along. The Mayor and Council, the

superintendent of the depot and even
the marshal joined the party.

The return trip was made after dark,
and the train sqgl along at & feariul
rate ol speed. The excursionists were
all in a jolly humor and were at the
height of their lestivitios when the
Irightlful shreking of the locomotive
whistle startled everybody. The train
came Lo a full stop, and among thoes
who rushed out were the Mayor and
Marshal of Blue Rock.

At the head of the train they found
the engineer and conductor talking
with & man who held one hand on his
gide, [rom which the blood was
streami

“Gireat God! It is our tramp!” ex-
claimed the Marshal.

“You are right,” said the Mayor.
".'Hl poor fellow, what 18 the matter?”

o t.umsfell in & fainting fit be-
fore he could answer the question.

“You see,”" raid the engineer, '‘this
man was tramping through the woods
when he came to the track and found
two train wreckers tampering with
the rails. Well, this tramp, or what
ever he is, jumped on the two scoun-
drals like o tiger. He dieabled one of
them, but the other stabbed him in
the side and ran away. 8o be built a
fire on the track, and assoonas I saw
it I stopped thetrain.”

Just then several passengers came
up with the wounded wrecker, whe
had been seriously injured by the
tramp.

The villain evidently thought that
he was mortally wounded, for he
made a full confession.

“1 think,” said the Dlue Rock May-
or, “that we owe & debt of gratitude
to our preserver. Many men in this
{ix would not have turned over a
hand to save us."”

The tramp opened
smiled faintly.

“Did you know we were on the
train?"” asked the marshal,

“0Oh, yes; 1 saw you when you went
up the road this morning, and I hung
anut here because I eaw those twc

his eyes and

chaps acting suspiciously on the
track."
“Come, now, who are you and

where 18 your home?'’ asked the mar-
shal,

“I am a gentleman. 1 have forgot-
ten my name and all abour things
that happend yearsago. Icantellyou
nothing more."”

“By George!"' said the Mayor, "I be.
lieve he tells the truth."

“We must take him to Blue Rock
and carefor him,”'said oneof the party.
“He shall have the freedom of the
town and the best there is in 1t."”

“Thank vou,” said the tramp, with
& emile, “1 am salisfied now."”

A spasm of pain contracted his [ea-
tuies.

A gasp, a fluttering of the breath and
the unknown was dead!

Tramp or gentleman? Who was he
and what lay vack ol his misfortunes?

These were the questions the Blue
Rock excursionists asked each other
on their way home.
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A Village Cirl's Success.

At one of the large Delmonico balls
in New York, the other night, a very
pretty little woman, whose gorgeous
custume of white velvet and pearls
was much talked of, was a continual
source ol interest to the philosophical
visitor. She represented the idea of
evolution. Six years ago sle lived ina
small village wherein is an old-fashion-
ed college. She was then sixteen years
old, extremely pretty in a doll-baby
fashion and quite a belle among the

college boys. One of them was the
son of one of the richest men in this
country. One warm epring day there
was # foot race in which thia boy ran-
He was sunstruck and the wise moth-
er of the pretty girt had him carried
to their honse, Within three hours'
time his father was wired that he was
dying, and before the father got thera
things had been 8o worked that the
boy had pressed for what he thought
a denth-bed marriage. Mademoiselle
was made a madame, On the arrival
of the father with two of the best
known doctors from New York, the
sunstroke pronounced so fatal by the
village physician was not only said to
be enrable by the New York doctors,
but also one that would see him all
right in ten days or two weeks, The
father positively refused to acknowi-
edge the marringe, believing that his
son had been entrapped,

Here they were husband and wife,
sixteen and nineteen. The boy had o
small sum of money that had been
left him by an uncle, so later in the
season they came down to New York
and went Lo a boarding house., The
sixteen-yvenr-old wife had the shrewd.
ness of a woman of fifty. The boy's
name was the same as his father's,
We will say that it was William Hor-
ace Black, but that he had always
been called Horry. Now, madam had
her cards engraved Mrs, William H.
G, Black, Jr., and never called her
hingband by anything but his first
name. The boy went on Wall street
and as the trouble in the lamily had
been kept quiet, men supposed that
he was beingbacked by his father, and
in a year's time he made enough mon-
€y to set up an establishment of his
own. 'T'he mocial world heard every-
where of his charming wife, called on
her, and in time her mother-in-law
was saluted wherever she went with
congratulations as to the charm of
the girl her son had married, and peo-
ple talked about what a pleasure she
must be to her, untul the situation
grew to be a very trying one, and in
his heart of hearts, chuckling over the
wit of the airl, the old gentleman rec-
ognized the prodigal =son, after he
made a fortune, and now everything
goes on swimmingly. Thereis a beau-
tiful country place, a lovely town-
house, & magnificent turn-out, the fin-
est gowus from Worth, and entree to
the most exclusive sets, and with it
all an air of having always been in
them belonging to this pretty little in.
trigunnte of & New England village.
Who is she? And why will people per-
sist 11 saying that all worldly knowl-
edge is conlined to the citiea?
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Bt. Patrick was duly celebrated by the
Irish of 8, Paul, Minncapolis and other
Inrge cities.
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The Yankee Girl's Cholce,
From the Portland Sunday Welcoms.

Residing on the Clackamas River,
in Clackamas county, Oregon, is a
zood old quaker couple, whose pretty
daughter, with her ‘thees” and
Uthous" and chaste style of dressing,
has been more thoroughly admired
than any one for miles around. The
fameof her beauty was not confined
to the immediate neighborhood of her
father's farm, but had reached the
ears of a stalwart young stonecutier
of this city, named Stafford, and also
the auriculars of a gay young rail
road engineer, nnmed%{nrgn n.

Both fell in love with the modest
girl at first sight, the parenta objecting
to Btaflord, whoisa Catholic,while the
daughter manifested a slight prefer
encefor him. To make along story
short, Staflord was so devoted in
his attentions that, unknown to the
parents, he succesded in engaging him-
self to the object of hix adoration,and
gave her £100 with which to purchnse
a few necessary articles of wearing
apparel. This reaching the inther's
enrs, he sent for Staflord and Morgan
—~the latter nmbmn ring upon the scene
accompanied by two friende—and
with his pretty daughter met them
all in hig hittle parlor.

The feelings of the rivals ean well
be imagined when the blunt old
Quaker announced to hiz daughter
that her two admirers were before
her, and that although he preferred
the engineer, he wonld leavethe choice
of her future husband entirely to her.
The ‘mor girl burst into tears, and it
could be plainly seen by the tumul-
tuous heaving of her bosom that a
great strugegle was going on between
filinl devotion on one side and love
for the choice of her young heart on
the other. Pending the decision
Stafford and Morgan hardly dared
raise their eyes from the carpet. At
last, with a wighty effort and a voice
full of tears, the young Quakeress
gobbed the name of Staflord, and
gently put her hand in his. Morgan
accepted the sitnation like a wensible
fellow, and, with his friends, left the
house sans ceremonie.

— - —  —

A Feature of the National
Capital that Surprises Euro-
pean Visitors.

“There is one thing that surprises
me about America and especially
about Washington,” said an Eoglish
gentleman, *‘and that is the leeling of
absolute salety which seems to per-
vade the atmosphere in all directions.
I refer more particularly to the condi-
tion of your treasury. By the cour-
tesy of the officials I was shown
through the vaults, where almost
countless millions of silver are stored,

and I was allowed the privilege even
ol entering the innermost recesses of
the strong rooms where your public
funds are stored, and there were no
guards but the clerks employed there,

“Then, too, [ noticed in passing the
treasury building one nicht that all
was a8 quiet as a grave., A few glim-
mering lights in some of the
windows showed me that there was
an nccasional watchman inside of the
building, but there was no sign on the
outside to show that any precaution
had “been taken to prevent a‘ whole-
sule robbery. The Bauk of England,
which is the ¢reat depository of rhe
civy of London. and is, perhaps, the
financial institution of the worid, is
conducted on far different principles.
Every night a visitor who happens to
be in the neighborhood of Thread-
needle street will find a squad of
soidiers from the barracks in the
West End filling down to take their
position as the nht watch, These
men are kept on duty trom the time
the bank closes until it reopsns on
the lollowing day. They are posted
at all sections, and pace the streets
surrounding the bank with a regulari-
ty of sentries around a camp. ldo
not know but that your system is lar
more attractive to a foreigner, al-
though the absence of everything mil-
itary here is extremely strange to one
familiar with what your politicians
term the effete monarchies of Europe.
—Washington Special to the Indian-
apolis Journal.
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A Canine Conscience.

“Tell you another dog story? Let
me #e¢;'" and the invalid doctor lifted
his lame leg into a chair and seratched
his head. *“I never told you about
old Pedro. He was the specinl friend
of all the children in the neighborhooed
and had & most remarkable memory.
He was a water spaniel, with a big
nead, long ears, and a kind face; was
fat, lazy, and perfectly harmless. The
children used him tor afoot stool,sat on
him, dressed him in gay calico, pinned
his shagey ears back with burdock
burs, amgd he seemed to like their ol
s immdasely. One summer an ord)-
nance wis pussed by the village trns-
wees requiring all dogs to hemuzzled,
Pedio was instead; fagtin=d with a
peeulinrly made clss
done service in a'suction pump. 1t
was not heavy, but one would pever
forzet the odd shape of its links, A
hole was cut through the side of a
workshop,and the chain was iastened
with a strong staple to a joist, which
was exposed when the hole was cut.
Pedro was a very unwilling prisoner
for n week, when one morning he was
fourd lylng on the doorstep—collur,
chain and staple gone, He had gnaw-
ed the staple out and had pulled the
collar over his head. None of his
lastenings could be found high or low,
Two yeunrs afierward the chain and
collar were dug out of & pile of ashes
in the far back end of the lot. The
diggers knew that Pedro bad buried
them. They whistled and he soon
came hounding to the spot, expecting
tun of some kind. The diggers pointed
to the chnin. Pedro looked down at
it, smelled of it, dropped his tail be.
tween his legs, cowered and whined
piteously for mercy, knowing his guilt
was found out at last,and expecting
no mercy. Did be get whipped? Not
much, i{a gat a big shank bone to
gnaw, and the children wanted to give
him & medal,

i, which hadl once
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