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THE END OF THE ROAD,

" BY EMMA LYNDON.

1}
)

N

-

He came into the composing-room
one afternoon, nearly exhauvsted from
& 'ong walk of twenty-five miles since
morning, and wet and cold with the
dismal rain and sleet that was falling
outeide.

He did not present an attractive ap-
pearance—a face that neeeded both
shaving and wadhing, browned by
constant exposure—and & pair of
great eyes that looked bungrily
around the strange roomsas il in
search of sumething he never found; a
coat that might once have graced the
form of a gentleman of leisure—prob.
ably contributed by some ‘‘dude
primter in a philanthropic mood, but
which had long since lost thelnst trace
of respectability—an old slouch hat,
battered by wind and wheather, and
bard usage, ke its owner.

No one could have told, or even
guessed with any degrea of accuracy,
the man'e age. He may have been fif
ty or thirty-five years old. No mat.
ter—-no one cared sufficiently to in.
guire or wonder. He walked slowly
across the room, stopping at last to
watch dreamily the dett fingers of one
of the printers who was distributing
his case for the mght's work.

The worker glanced over his shoul-
der at another man who sat behind
him, saving indiffierently:

“*Here you are, slug reven."

Blug seven, who had evidently been
longing for a ‘sub,” threw himsell
carelussly off his stool, depositing a
dozen lines of type on the stone,
and turning to the siranger, said:

“Want to work? Jumpon to that
case.”

The tramp hesitated—only a second

—murmuring something about being
tired; then wearily took off his shabby
coat, exposing to view a shirt which
had no original color, and vest
ec‘uslly grimy and dilapidated. But
when once at work, sending the type
hither and thither in the process of
distribution, the weary look on his
face grew n trifle less perccptible, and
an occasional smile lurked in the cor-
ner of his mouth at the jokes that
went around the room,

Outside, the November sleet beat
against windows, and the streets were
almosty deserted. Within the com-

sing-room all was life and fun and
aughter; merry talk mixed with the
click, click of type from a hundred
fingers.

Thoughtless, light-hearted workers,
earniug their money deftly and swift-
Iy, and managing to be “dead broke"
each week as payday came around.

“Where did you work last?’ asked
£ young fellow who stood beside the
tramp.

“In Philadelphia,” he answered,
stopping his work for a moment.
“But that was two weeksago, haven't
had any work sinpe:¥- ¢ o

“That's hard luck,” carelessly.

“We fellows are used to that,” with
& littlle bitter langh.

“Pretty tired, aren't yon?" said
“slug seven,’ walking up and noticing
the weary look In his *sub's' {ace.

“Yeg; and I have a pain between
my shoulders that cut like a knife. |
must work to-night, though,"” turning
away to pick up u handful of type.

A tall, heavy-built man stalked in-
to the room at this juncture. He
glanced sharply at the new man, tak-
ing in his general ountside appezrance
in one swift look, from the brown, un-
shaven face to the shabby shues that
scarcely concealed his feet. A sudden
hush fell npon the noisy crowd. The
business manager of the toncern was
not inclined to encourage levity. He
walked over to the foreman's table,
whispered something in his ear and re-
ceived the answer,

“He's ail right: a little rough-look-
ing, but & printer isa printer we're
three framnce short tonight,"”

The business manager walked out,
alt#® which the jokes and general free-
dom of speech were resumed,

8ix o'clock sounded from the differ.
ent city shop-bells, the whistles blew,
the old composing-room clock clanged

~out six sharp notes. The office was
nearly deserted. The tramp lingered,
looking with A& tr e compositor's
pride at the heaped-up case out of
which he might “pull & good string”
il he were not so tired, and that old
pain in his shoulders were not guite
#o ehiarp, though almost taking his
breath at times,

*1t looks as if | would have to wait
till lunch-time for my supper, but it's
& long time till 12 o'clock to-night,"
he smid to himself, as he walked over
to the s:nk to wash up. No one had
weemed to notice that he must need
lood—that he would be obliged to
bunk under his  case—in  the
waste-box, or press-rooni—anywhere
jor want of & lLttle money
to procura a lodging outside. None
of the smart young printers who held
regiiar  cases  on that enterprising
shret could Le expected to take to
thelr respectable boarding places a
man so dirty and ancouth-looking ns
this tramp. Even if their hearta
prompted any stch acticn, the fear of
being snubbed by their landladies for
the wenerons deed overruled all
thought ia that direction.

At hall past-six oneuf the men com-
ing into the room lonund the *“sub”
sented on n stoo!, 1esting one arm
on hiscase, his hand covering his eyes.
Aw he ilid not look up the man spoke
with pleasant indiflerence.

*Heen out to supper?"

“No." in a choked wvoize,
dead broke."

“You must have some sapper,” said
hia questioner, “you will not be able
to work to-night., You are nearly tir-
od out now, | imagine."

“Oh, no, I can work—1 must work
to-night.”

Tae man made no answer, but |eav-
ing the room, returned presently with
a lanch from & bakery,

*Here, my man, this will set yonup

“l am

till lunch-time, when the boys will give
you a bite, no donbt.”

“Thank youn," he answered, the
tears coming into his eyes—immedi-
ately looking s little ashamed of it,

“What a fool ] am,"” be said, as he
was again left alone, with only the
tick of the great clock and the gliding
cockroaches for comp&n{.

At meven o'clock the foree were on
hand ready for work. No jokea now,
but each man buckled down Lo the
tek before him, anxious todo his
best, The usual amount of “working
the hook” was indulged in; no one
hesitated to “soldier” a little, for a
fat take of editorial or a eut which
would measure ewght hundred, All
but the tramp—his ambition seemed
to be on the decline, as the hours
rolled by. Once his partner who
stood next to him said in an under-
tone, as he walked to his place with a
dash rule take,

“Pull out, the next is a head and
twelve leads."

But the “sub"” could not “pull out."”
The letters refused to come to his
hand with their customary readiness.
Twice in snccession he “pied” & line,
and once he struggled fall fifteen min-
utes in the process of “making even.”

“Yon must be rattled,” his neighbor
said, langhing at him guietly.

“A little nervous, 1 gue«s,"" he an-
swered, saying nothing of the dreadful
wenkness and wearinesa that was
stealing over him, while the old, sharp
pain never relax ed i t stendy,distress.
ing hold.

At lunch time he could eat nothing,
although the boys were profuse in
their offers to share with him. I am
naot hupgry,” he gaid. The very words
choked him; the food would have
done the same,

Work was resumed, but the tramp
wine not with the rest. He would go
out for a breath ol Iresh air, he said,
but he did not return.

“1 guess slug seven's ‘eub’ has jump-
ed his cases,” remarked one of the
men to the foreman; he went out at
lunch time for a breath of fresh air he
said.”

“Or & 1rink,”" remarked another,

“No mattir, thirty is on the hook.”

Click, click, went the type in the
sticks, The sleepy gulley boy was
roused for his last task that night;
the last form went rattling down the
elevator to the press-room, and still
the “sub" did not return.

“Gone to look for lodgings, per-
haps,” langhed one, as the gang stood
aronnd the sink, each waiting his turn
at the soap and water and mourning
towel.

“He'll find them in the city haM; he
looks like a rough customer,"” said an-
other.

“A very quiet sort of [ellow, 1
thought,' said them an who had work-
ed beside him. *“He was sick and
tired; all he wants isa good night's
rest.”

“And a clean shirt.”

YAnd a shave,”

“0Oh, come now, boys; you may be
on the road yvourselves, yet, and look
as rough as this man."”

**Not while 1 can stand off the bar-
Ler and the tailor,”” was theanswer.

L - - - - -

But the tramp where was he? A
little bewildered lt:y the change from
the hzhts of the composing-room to
the dimly-hghted street, he stood for
a moment, scarcely knowing where he
was,

The fire of fever was in his eves, the
flush of tever in his rough cheeks; his
head felt heavy and his heart bound-
ed against his side tumuituounsly,

He walked slowly down the street,
farther and farther, turning here and
there, heedlessly—going he knew not

ere—in any direction to escape

st ringing in his ears, and the terri-

ble pain that clutched at every
breath.

The city lights grew farther apart—
the brick blocks taded away into
guiet conntry roads. Btill he walked
on until, hall unconscious he sank be-
gids the way, and could go no farther,

The shabby bat fell back from his
head, revealing a forehead broad and
high; the great, =ad eyes gazed up in
an unseeing way at the moon that
drifted overhead, and looked down at
him pityingly from its fight through
heavy clouds,

Then bet ween his face and the night
sky there crept a picture. A long, low,
vine-covered house—a porch in front
where & woman sto.d, one hand on
the head of a boy—aslender, pale-faced
lad, with, great, sad eves. Bhe kissed
his lips, and beld his hand and mur-
mured blessings on her child as he left
her standing alone beneath the vines
and climbing roses.

Then another scene drifted through
the dulled and weary brain, A place
where mirth and wine and revalry ran
high, and one there—the payest oi the
gay—a man with a pa'e face and sad
ey+#s, belying bis own nature by the
words be uttered. A messenger at the
door—a telegram thrust into his
hands—*"Your mother is dead" —then
foliowed u blank,

The moon wadel throuzh an inter-
vening wlond, and by its light the dy-
ing man saw still another picture.
Wrapped in the robes that angels
wear, descending to his side in the
track of a quivering ray of moonlight,
she cavme—his mother., She lifred his
head to her bieast, the weary hend
that had missed carvessing so long; she
L«n-x-w-l her lips t. his, and the
(iss went hi%e new wine to his very
heart, she toupched with her solt
fingers hie tired eves. nnd they closed
i o long and undisturbed sleep,
never to open azain till the last
trump sounds through the startled
skiss,

No more weary miles; no more days
hungerand loneliness and cold., Hest,
P,erfe(‘t rest, for feet and hand and
weart and beain,

-l

Rotation of crops baflles, in a
measure, the root-enemies, both in
sect and fungus, that prey upon tham.
Each plant has its own peculinr
enemics, and changing of plants re
moves them to fields unoccupied by
such enemies, This is troe of the en-
emies of the above.ground growth of
plants to an important degree.
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E, N. Thomas, an employe in the posts
offiee at Wushington, has been arrested
lor uppropristing money to lus owo use.

Few Actresses Are Pretty in
Private

There 1= Lotta, says a writer in the
New York York [Preas, fascinating as
a white kitten on the stage, who
would recognize her in the red-headed,
freckled-face little woman black-berry-
ing in a calico dress, tin pail in hand,
that you meet in the woods abont
Lake George! Ellen Terry? One
would know her anywhere, to be surs.
8till, & tall figure with a boundingstep
might brush by on Oxford street or
Piccadilly before you realized that the
rough Newmarket and somewhat bat-
tered hat was worn by & woman
whose beauty people forget to ques-
tion and who leaves her paint pots in
the theater dressing-room.

Wea owa Miss Terry a good deal. Bhe
is the only actrese of lame who does
not insist on telling, through public
advertisements, what make of powder
ghe prefers and whose parfume goes on
her handkerchief. Neither does she
lend her face to the soap maker or
tobacconist, nor her characteristic
autograph to anybody's balm or lo-
tion. We, too, have been spared a
catalogue of her body-linen. To this
day an adnsiring public is ignorant as
to whether ite pet’ actrese wears silk
or woolen next her akin. Neither has
she conjured us in the magic name of
Worth or Pingat. Yet who conld wish
her to dress her part-differently,

The stars wno. in the detective ligit
of the sun, are handsome are exceed.
ingly rare. 'T'he two most noted exs
amples are Mary Anderson and Mrs.
Langtry. The latter is fast lesing her
line lines and freshness, but her ex-
quisite dressing does something to
denden the sense of loss. At lsast it
distracts, the eve.

Mary Anderson is always a hand-
some woman, and this islargely dae Lo
the fact that she has a complexion
more English than American in its
bloom. She is carelul almost to pre.
cision in her toilet, and if seen in a
neglige 1t is certain to ve both elegant
and becoming.
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The Worship of Wonderful
Springs,
Popular Science Monthly lor March.
From the most remote time the
beneficent springs that jet from the
interior of the earth have excited the
gratitude and admiration of men
Like the sen and rivers they have baen
deified by the peoples of the Indo-
European family, aud the worship
that has been given to them, and the
fables with which superstition has in-
vested them, express the degree to
which popular imagination has been
struck by their mysterious origin, their
inexhaustible flow and their secrat

properties. The Greeks attributed to
the lountain of Dodona, in Epirus,the
faculty of discovering hidden truths
and uttering oracles. The fountain
of Egeria was supposed to possess the
same power, and was entrosted to
the guardianship of the Vestal Vir-
gins. The fountuins o1 Castalia, on
the flank of Parnassus, of Hippo-
crene, near Helicon, were helievmi to
communicate the poetic spirit.

The Gauls had special vencration
for the eprings to which they went in
gearch of health. The old romances of
chivalry in their fancies of & fountain
of youth, where spent forces and lost
charms could be recovered.were only
ra,Jroducing a myth of old Greece.

T'he perennial nature of springs,
which was for n long time regarded as
a sacred mystery, wns also their most
striking characterist'c to those who
songht to expiain it without reference
to religion and poetry. According to
Aristotle's idea, which was adopted
by Beneca and prevailed till the six-
teenth century, *the interior of the
earth contains deep cavities and much
air, which must necessarily be cooled
there. Motionless aud stagnant it is
not long n being converted into wa-
ter by a metamorphosis like that
which, in the atmosphere, produces
rain drops. That thick shadow, that
eternal cold, that condensation which
i# disturbed by no movement, are the
always subsisting and incessantly act-
ing causes of the transmutgtion of air.

Women in Russia.
From s Moscow Letter.

I'he women in Russin do two-thirds
of the work in the coantry. There
are immense whent, oat and hay
ficlds everywhere, and in Angust there
18 great activity in the gountry. The
large majority ol persons av work are
women. ‘They wear short dresses,
plain and straight, and a long piece of
cloth over thuir heads like Aralii.
The wheat is sown broadeast, and ik
nnl.'c'uﬂ'fy the women with sickley, s
harvested with the old-dashicaed

acythe, which is a twe-pound snenc
anl a broad, short bladr. From the
snead up to the handle thereis n

wooden bow, something like in ap- |

pearance, the half of the heavy bar.
vel hoop, This bow keeps the when-,

ete., from falling vack over the seythe |

handle and scattering. | have never
YEL seen the man who would deim
to gather up, bind and stack the

whent or oats when once it was felled.
The women must do this while the
men lo the “ventlemanly’ work, al-
though T have seen many women eat
ting grain with the scythe. “The nelgh-
bors club togetheér in barvest anid
heip one another. A Russian harvest.
ing rendezvous is quite lively and is
the scene of & motley crowd. The
old men and young, boys and girls,
with their mothers, grandmothers
and aged women assemble at day-
break. There are a nnmber o! horses
on which are carvied waler, food and
extra implements. The horses the
boys and wien ride, while the old wom-
en walk, They always carry the
scvthes, forks and rakes back and
forth every day and work ns long as
there is daylight, and since it is day-
break at 3 w. m. and not dark until
haH past nine p. m., the hours of la-
bor are long ones,

HOW JOHN PROPOSED.

"“Dear me, 1 know he is  jost veady
to eay it, andl 1 can't see why he
doesn't eay it."” And pretty Mary
Brahwook puckerad up her lips into
the eweetest of all pouts, and plied
her peedle more rapidly than ever
“It does seem to me very strange,”’
she added after a brie! panse, “that &
great big man should be go timid
about saying he loved a girl. Dear
mae, it's enough to aguravite a girl in-
to taking advantage of —-""

And Miss Mary blushed rosily and
finished the sentence with & hysterical
laugh.

Mary Branwood was just at this
moment thinking of John Walker
whofor the past two years had been
her escort upon every possible occn
gion. For along time each had look-
ed upon the other with etpressive
eyes, and, though the gossips of that
part of Harlem looked upon the end
ing of their courtship as a settled
matter, John had not asked the all-
important question. Mary's woman.
ly intuition prompted the thought

that he had been trying to voies the
love he so often displayed, but his
natural bashtilness sesmed an insur-
mountable barrier,

S0 Miss Mary sat that February
alternoon in her chair, briskly rock-
ing to and fro. The alternoon was
hearly gone and the girl was impa-
tiently waiting for 8 v'clock, when the
bashful John would arrive to take her
to the class in vocal music at the
church. Her heart beat faster ns the
moments dgped. Her rosy cvheeks
flushed more deeply as her mind dwelt
upon the possible form of a question
that she felt must soon be asked. She
knew there would be nothing roman-
tic about John's asking her, for she
was sure ne would do 8o in a blun-
dering way. The thing that troubled
her most was vhat after e really did
muster up sullicient conrage, her long
knowledge of his purpose wounld pre-
vent her showing a proper amount of
snrprise  and embarrassment. She
knew she would blush, but she hoped
it would be so deep a blush that John
could not fail to see it.

Ehe started suddenly and her [face
flushed with a feeling that thers was n
tinge of immodesty and hypocrisy in
her train of tthlgfltﬂ. SBhe felt guilty
of beiug immodest in thinking of pro-

sing herself and of hypocrisy in hop-
ing she would blush as though she had
not expected the question. Her
thoughts annoyed her, and failing to
drive tnem away a8 she sat sewing,
slie laid down her work and busied
hersell cleaning np the room.

When both hands of theclock reach-
ed 8 the light ring of the door bell told
her of John's arrival. As he entered
it could be seen that though his youth-
ful face was suffused with biushes there
was an unmistakable air of manliness
about him. When his brown eyes
looked into Mary's she felt so strong
and contident that her half-uttered
thoughts during the afternoon of tak-
ing advantage of the season to render
a little arsistance came to her, and a
moment later she was oppressed with
the thought if he had asked her then
gne reaily would not bhave blushed,
Then she tried to drive away the
thought with a mighty eflfort as
ker old feeling of immodesty and hy-
procrisy came to her, and the erimson
lush covered her [nce px she saw that
John was trying to say something,

A few minutes Iater the two were
carefully walking along the icy side-
walk in the direction of the church.
They discussged the weather and every.
thing in eonnection with the singing
schoo! until they renched the church
snd then they both joined heartily in
the exercises, Mary sang exceedingly
well. John was equally suceessful un-
til they =ang the atrain:

“We khare our mulual woes,
Our mutunl burd :os bear.™

Then it suddenly dawned upon him
how easy it would be to say, “Mary,
let us share our mutual woes,'” and
he couldn't dismiss it from his mind
all the evening, Every now and then,
to his great cmbarrassment, he got
out of tune. To make matters worse
the professor noticed it each time,
&nd, in a kindly tone, offered a =ug-
gestion which increased John's con-
fusion. There was no one in the class
gladder than John when 9:30 came
and he and Mary stepped ont into
the moonlight to go home, They
picked their way along the sidewalk
slowly, cautiously, and in silence.
John did not kpeak for two remsons.
He was oppressed with the thought
that he had been particularly stupid
davipg the whole evening, and he was
repeating the sentence, “Mary, let us
share our mutual woes' so that
when' they stood beneath the light in
the parlor he could put his arm
around her and say it without blun-
dering, Mary was silent with expecta-
tion,

How brief a sentence would nave
made them supremely happy!

John's absent mindedness served
to distract hig attention from the ey
| walk more than he shoull bave
| allowed, and no less than a hall a
dozen times Mary's feet slipped, but
| each timeshe found herselt borne up
| by her sturdy lover. Each slip was

accompanied with a little h!m.nL. nnd
when she was again safe her soft laugh
was muszie to him,

A group o! boys ‘!milin;.- a sled turn
ed the corner ahead and dashed past
them, Mary turned her heoad to
glance after them. Her foot slipped,
a little shriek, and she was Jown.
But she wasn't alone. In ialling she
had managed to knock Johin's feet
from under him, and he had lallen to.
Each scrambled to rise quickly and
their heads came together with a
sound bump.

John was in the throes of mortilica-
tion upon his awkardness, when
Maxy said naively as be helped her to
her leel

“We seem to be sharing our mutual
woes, '

He was amazed, The very sentence
he had been raving for under the gas-
light! Belore he could take advan:
I tage of bis present opportunity, how

ever, Mary seemed to realize that she
had been immodest, and she walked
on, as if determined that be should
reap no advaniage from her rgmark,
John made several efforts to recall
the opportunity, but was bafltled
every time. Then he determined to
wait nntil they stood benenth thegas-
Iight,but when they reached the parlor
the light sesined to burn more bright-
Ity than ever before, and hin courage
departed. Once he made an effory,
but the first word that paseed his lips
was “woes,” and the comsciousness
that he was blundering cansed him to
blush and pause belore trying again.
But a sweet “What were you going to
say?' completed hin embarrasament,
and he answered “Nothing,"” and in
despair prepared to go,

A moment later, as they stood at
the parlor door exchanging the last
words, and as John's hand wason the
knob, Mary turned her blue eyes to
him and said with a lavgh:

“You'll besure to get home without
falling, for ;ou‘ll have no one to drag
you down."

John's face crimeoned. He was
about to protest she hadn't dragged
him down, when he thought of hLis
loat opportunity after they had fall-
en. He bad a feeling that the wsen:
tence he had been trying to say all
evening would be singularly importa-
nate now, but he was determined not
to lose another chance. Despite that
feeling and in sheer desperation he
gru\nnl:

“Mary, let ua
shares always."

Mary looked puzeled. For a mo-
ment she dida't graap the purport of
the miequoted sentence. When it
dawned upon her a tlood ol crimson
prssed over he fnce, her eyes foll, and
whe whispered, *Yes"

And John, with his newly acquired
courage, put his arms around her and
drew her to his Lreast. Then John
was nt peace, and .\lm-{- was perfectly
happy. The question had been ask-
ed and answered, and ghe had fitting
ly blushed, besides waiving the privie
lege of leap vear.

| — . —

Mrs. Surratt’s Prosecutors and
Defenders,
Phifladelphin Times,

I see that a sensation has been
created relative to Mrs. Burratt at
this late day by the announcement
that a monument will be erected over
Lier remaing, and that Brick Pomeroy,
who believes that she was murdered,
in engineering the movement., “Pom-
eroy points to the fact that all the
members of the military commission
that condemmned Mres, Bnrratt to deawth
are dead except Holt, and that he, re-
giding in the suburbs of Washington,
is almiost erazed, and that the majori-
ty of those who are dead committed
#tcide, n proof, he clnims, that t.lu'y
saw the injustice of the sentence.”
The aminble Pomeroy is entirely mis-
tuken, and his etatements are not
only wild buot untroe. Maj-Gen.
David M. Hunter wis the president
of thatcommission; Gen, Lew Wallace,
our late Minister to Turkey, was an-
other. Bo was General Augustus V.
Kantz, the noted cavalry leader,
Gen, James A. Ekin, of the Quarter
master’'s Departiment of the Army, Al
bion PP, Howe, Robert 8, Foster and
Thomas M. Harris, and Cols, Chas, H.
Thompkios snd D. R, Clendenin were
members, These men composed the
vommission that tried and condemmned
Mre, Burratt to death along with the
other conspirators. A majority of
them are still in the land of the living,
and are noted men.  Those who have
pussed over to the other shore did not
die Ly theirown hands, Ex-President
Jolinson passed away “like one who
wraps the drapery of his couch about
him and lies down to pleasant dreams."
Judge Advocnte-General Holt, who
conducted the prosecution, lives in
Waghington city, a few doors from the
Capitol building, He is haleand hearty,
vigorous in intellect, and good for many
veurs to come, though I should judge
that he had passed lLis three score
veurs and ten. Hon. John A. Bing-
wm, assistant Judge Advocate-Gen-
ernl, whoni Ben. Butler use to twit go
unmereifnlly on the floor of the House
of Representatives for “hanging an in-
nocent woman,'" is on his return from
Jupan, where he has been the Asneri
can minister for npwards of ten years
1 do not know of the whereabouts of
the other assistant, Col. H. L. Bur
nett of Indiana.

Lot us see unbout some of the other
noted characters . that famous State
trinl of twenty years ago. HReverdy
Johnson, of Mmrvland, ex-attorney-
genern! and senator, and afterward
niinister to Engiand, lent his elogquent
volce in behalf of M, Burratt, assist-
@l by Col. Fred, A, Aiken and John L
Clampitt, The latter is the only one
living of that famous trio, Johnson
died full of honors, Aiken becanwe &
noted journalist in  Wasuington,
He died suddenly a few  years
ago, and was lnid away in beantiful
Oak Hill cewetery by his  breth
ren of the press on New Year's day.
Gen, Tom Ewing, of Kansas and Ohilo,
the consin of James G, Blaine, was
counsel for Arnold and O'Laughling
who were sent to the Dry Tortugas.
Walter 8, Cox assisted him, Hewmsnow
a judge on the bench of the Bupreme
Court of the District ot Columbia, and
the grinning assussin of another presi-
dent war tried and condemned to
degath in his court, Fred Stone, of
Marviand, o bitter pecessionist lnwyer,
defended Harold and Mudd, Hesaved
the neck of thelatter, Mudd returned
from Dry Tortugas to his home in
Bouthern Maryland amnd became,
strange Lo say, a Republican in politics,
He died a few vears ago. Doster, a
Philadelphia lawyer, tried to keep the
rope away from the necks of Payne
and Ateerodt. Gen. Hancock was mas-
ter of reremonies on that tragic ocon-
sion, assisted by Gen, Hartrawft, They
are still living, and are not crazsd, and.
I presume loge no gleep in thinking of
the aflnir. Like good soldiers, they
ubeyed orders.

——  ——

The prince and princess ol Wales have
celebirated their allver wedding. The guetn
ul England, the king o! Belgiom, the king
and queen of Denmark, the duke of Cam-
bridge and Lord Halisbury were among the
many notables preseut.

woes our mutual

WHAT WILL YOUHAVE?
Tippling »at the -t‘::lhl ~Watster and
Clay's Tipple,
Correapondence  Claveland

Lowder.
Many of these committes rooms at
the Capitol contain during & session &
cholce article of spirits, and the pres-

st Minister to Berlin, Mr, Pendleton,
was not averse to treating bis frisnds
of the Sennte now and then. It used
to Le that there was a regular bar in
the Capitol. bar was kiown
vulgarly as '“The Hole in the Wall."'
It was situated between the Houseand
the Benate, and st it Olay and Webster
often drank. In deferencs to the tem-

rance sentiment this bar has been
ong since abolished, but liguor issold
nt the Capitol ax much as ever, and
you can get whisky straight in either
the House or Benate restaurant by
merely asking for “cold tea."”

It is snid that drinking is decrensing
at Washington. I do not beliove this
to be so, Fewer peofile drink at the
sanloons, perhaps, but it has cowe to
be that every public man has his cel-
lars stocked with wines and brandies,
and liquors are #old by the quantity
instend of by the glass. All olthegro-
cery stores at Washington keep
stovks of liguors, from Mumm's extra
dry champagne down to a very cheap
article of whigky, and you will find wine
stores in nearly every block. In no
vity of the United States, except, per.
bhaps, New Orlenns, is there so much
wine deank in proportion to thepopu-
lation, Many familie= never sit down
to n meal n‘idmut having wine on the
table, and at a Washington hotel, where
publie men stop, it is the rule to take
a bottle of wine with your dinner
Within the last few years ptnch has
become very popular at Washiog
ton, and you will now find
& big punch  bowl at almost
every t:l"‘li(!l"l!llt’ gathering, It is
guite an art to make a fine Washing-
ton punch, and it takes very little of
the regular article to caure the kneess
to quiver and the head to swim, One
recipe contalns the ingredients, whisky,
romy; clavet, champagoe, sugar and
lemons. A little water added to this,
and you have n drink that will put an
old toper under the table alter half
his usual allowance. Still this stuff is
given to young men and maidens, Is
it any wonder that some of them get
too much, and we have such scenes
as that of Btewart Castle last winter,
what Congressmen Holman's son in-
gulted a young lady, and the half of
the party were affected by theie tip-
ping? It was such pundh as this that
wtarted young Mahone on a spree in
which lie attempted to shoot one of
1}.& waiters at Welcker's, and it 18
this punch that will undoubtedly
create a scandal or two the voming
BEABON.

A great denl of beer is drunk in
Washington, and many of those who
drink wine regnlavly at their meals

yrefer o light article, such as claret,
ll‘lm man who drinks such as béer and
claret seldom becomes a drunkard, and
in those countries where cheap lzhs
wines are staple, as Italy and France
for instance, vou will find mach less
drunkenness than in America or Eng-
land. There is a - good deal of differ-
ence in the United States as to drink-
ing. Men from the North and East
and from California sirink wineavhile
those from the West and Sputh take
“li;.‘\..h:" or beer, Kentiwkians h)."a;f..'::j'
take whisky straight, and Wisconsins
are fond of their own Milwankee luger,
Benators Frye and Blair aresaid tobe
ithe only Senators who are teetotal-
lere, Attorney General Garland likes

Waoskington

a good article of Bourbon. President
Clevelpnd drinks beer SOIme-
times, and of the members of

the Lower House, few of them are
averse to a dram ou the sly. The
Epeaker himself ix a good judge of li-
quors, and he often takes a bottle of
wine with his lunch. Both Cox and
Dorsheimer like good wine, and ex-di-
plomates, such as Hitt, of Illinois,
seldom eat without n bottle of wine at
theirmeals. Ben LeFevre drinks beer,
and there are o number of menfbers
who are addicted to drinking hot wa-
ter. There was u Congressman ndmbd
Jadwin in the Forty-sevanth Oongress
who never sat down toamaeal without
having a teacup of hot water placed
berore him. gh- seasoned it with
erenm and sugar and drank it aa
other people do coflee. Congressman
Hately, of Missouri, is also a hot wa
ter drinker, and Breckenridge, of A
kansas, takes it with every meal
These hot water drinkers advocate
the practice as a cure for dyspepsia
and indigestion, and they say they be
come us fond of the drink as of tea,
coflee or whiskey.

Whatis a “'Strike?”

In an injunction case in Nabraska,
in which it was sought to compel cer-
tain engineers to work in opposition
to their wishes Judge Dundy said there
was no law to compel the men to
work when they desired to quit, and
that aione seemed to be the object ol
the bill.

“1f that be the sole object,’” said the
court, ‘‘then this case Las no business
here. 1shall vever order & man to
work against his will by injonctifa.
Euch action would be inequitable, for
the reason that another remedy exists
—sult for breach ol contract, whan-
ever the terms of the contruct as pre-
scribed are not carried out.”

This word “strike’” isx of modern
origin. ‘T'he question i= regarding 1ts
legul definition, and on that the case
may turn. I it means, nnd can be
shown that its meanmg in this case,
s a projct 1o create & distursance,
deradl cars, and diteh trains, then the
coort can order a writ of injunction
to restrain the ' eontemplated (njury
and the charge of conspirncy s wel
taken. If. on the other hand, th
waord in this case is synonomois wis
an intention of Quitting work ane
guietly walking out. [ don't sew hov
Lhis court is going to restramn thia ac
tion. That's all there i=in the cas
A% It stands at present that | can see,
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Richard MeCarthy, of Ratland, @ T,
wos killed at Havana, 100 mitlos wost of
that place, on the St Paul, Minnsapale &
Manitobs eailway. Whide witeinpiing to
board the train wifilein motiu his leg was
cut off ut the knee nud skull lroken, He
leaves n wile nod voe child.




