A PATHETIO TALE.
s These bundreds of miiles of marsh  and
mrud are tropicul grasses; thedesolation and
= Lgoiitude of the scene réemind° me of a singf-
 flarly good story told me by somenegroes in
G i the eypress swamp, back from the river and

U gulf up 4 bayou, where I had gons to live

§ alone with the biacks and get at the bottom

§ of their modo of life. And of all this, the

\A-¢oon bunts and so on, I shall write about
later, But the story I refer to here'is about
the white man only. I never heard of it be-
fore. I do not know that any one else ever
heard of it. I asked some white peopleabout

it in the city, but it was new to them. And
yet we must remember that many thinzs
transpired during the war, many tragic and
touching incidents that have no historian.
And these people down here, the Mexicau
people, ignorant, too, at that time, as com-
pared to the people of the Eastern States,
never showed any like disposition to pre-
serve their traditions and stories of the war.
Maybe this was because they were so hope-
lessly and entirely vanquished. Certain it
is, they would have cherisherd many stories
of valor and daring that are now forgotien
ifs they had found favor with the God of
war, |

But this, in brief, is the black men’sstory: |

In a pretty little village, since destroyed,
on & bayou back from the river, a great
number of very old men had been lets by |
their sons and grandsons, in thispl
comfort and security, while they went to the |
war, = And these old men here, many of them |
veterans of former wars, formed themselves |
into a reginment, made for themselves uni- |
foring, picked up old flint-lock guns, even
mounted a rusty old cannon, and so pre-
parad to go to battle if ever the war came
within their reach.

Toward the elose of the war some gun-
boats camie down the river, shelling the
shore. The 6ld men far back on the bayou
heard the sound of canpen, and, gathering
together, they set out with their old muskets
anii rusty old cannon to try and reach the
river over the oid and abandoued corduroy
road through the cypress swamp.

The black men say they marched out right

.merrily that bot day, shouting and banter-

ing%o encourage each other, the dim fires

L of their old eyes burning with desire of bat-

tle, although noteone of them was young

3 enough or strong ‘enough to stand erect.
And they never came back any miore.

Now, understand distinetlv: I do not know
whether there is a word of truth mn this story
or not. I giveit just as I got it of the ne-
groes. I tried to verify the story. 1 had
them row me to the spot where the drowuned-

jout village once stood. They even pointed
| me out the dim outline of the road through !
i | the eypress woods.  But they refused to land
{_ aud lead me over it. I hand thess old veter- |

ans down to bistory as— !
| THE LAST REGIMENT.
| The dying land cried; they heard her death ecallj
i Gray, toothless old aen stopped, listened in-
oot tent,
& Thea rusty
Heia wall;

Old squirrel guns zleamed in that regiment;

© Gray grandsirés marched. old muskets iu hand;
The last men left in that whole sea land.
These gray grandsires, they were seen to-reel,

Tueir rusty old mus. ets a wearisome load;
They marched. searce rall as the caunon’s wheel,
v NMarched mervily on up the corduroy road;
{ ‘The gray old boys, all broken and bent,
i, Marched out, the gallant last regiment.

e

old mugkets came down from the

{
| Bt oh that march, and the memorises,
|- When zest and excitement had died away!
Chag dsgolaie mareh throuzh the cypreass trees,
Arrayed in their desolate robes of gray;
‘lie gray grandsires so broken and bent;
7The gray moss maniling that regiment.
The gray, bent men and the mogses gray!
The dull, dead gray of the'uniform!
P The dull, dead skies like to lead that day,
Dull, dead, heavy, and so deathly warn!
L, whatineant more than the cypress meant,
S——— Witk it Teaching moss, to that regiment?
Thae-cearly march through the marshes deep!
That sultry day and the deeds in vain!
The tyving down by the way to sleep!
Thesleeping never to rise againl
! The rusi on the guns! rust and the rent!
That dying, desolare regiment!
1t,’1'11_e'5 muskets left leaning against the trees!
e caynon wheels clogged from the moss o’er-
i head |
[The ey press trees kneeling on obgtinate knees
As kneeled gray raen by the gray men‘dt’adi
A lone bird ni, long-le d gray,
Blow rising and rising and dr ng away!
dank{ dead I vels gave back no sound,
he drus lay silent as the  drummers theres
The sultry stilluess it 80 profound el
You might have heard un unutiered prayer, |
And everand ever and for away
Kept deitiing that desolate bird in gray.,
The long gray vails of thav ¢y press wood,
) WLike vells that sweep  where the gray nuns
30 WeHp— i
That cypress maoss o'er the darkness deep;
| /Why, “the c¢ypress roots they were running
3 blond: %

Sl And to right and to left lay a soldier dead-—
1 A mourmng ¢y press set foot and hedd,

A 'Twasthman hunting man in the wilderness
i (VT

1. "Twas man hunting man and hunting to slays

i But nothing was fouxd there but death that

i day.
S| And po sibly God, in that poisonous air;

And possibly God—and that bird i gray
Slow vising and risitig and drifting away.

. \And pever amwvord was uvsheathed-thas day,

U o Nay, ‘never a sword was unsheathed at all,

. Bunsilent and patient men passed away

All uncomplaining as the leaflets fall,
T And never a shot or shell  was spent
By the lasty last, gallant cld regiment,

T ¥ * W * ®

I
N "N.qw down In the swamp where the gray men fell

. The fire-flies volley and volley atnigh:

?Aml black men belated are heard to tgll'
Ofotth: gholmstm 1_;1':'{}' in .’ll mimic ght—

- Of sie phosts of the gallunt old men in g
Wha silently died in the swamp that d;,’_r.ay‘
s duzey
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WHEN THE COWS COME HOME,
[By Mrs. Agnes E. Mitchell.]
‘With klingle, klangle, klingle,
Way down the dusty dingle,
The cows are coming home;
Now sweet and clear, and faint and low
The airy tinklings come and go.
Like chimings from some far-off tower, A
Or patterings of an April shower
y Tnat makes the daisies grow;
Ko-kling; ka-klang, koklinglelingle,
Way down the darkening dingle
The cows come slowly home;
And old-time friends, and twilight plays,
And starrr nights, and sunny days,
Coine trooping up the roisty ways
When the cows come home,

With jingle, jangle, jingle,
Soft sounds that sweetly mingle,
The cows are coming home;
Malvine, and Pearl, and Florimel, =
De Kamp, Red Rose, and Gretchen Schell,
Queen Bess, and Sylph, and Spangle Sue— 1
Across the fields I hear her loo-co,
And clang her silver bell;
Go:-ling, zo-lang, golinglelingle;
With faint, far sounds that mingle,
The cows come slowly home;
And mother-songs of long gone years,
And baby joys and childish tears,
‘And youthful hopes, and youthful fears,
When tite cows come home.

With the ringle, rangle, ringle,
By twos and threes and single,
The cows are coming home;

Through the violet air we see the town,
And the summer suu a-slipping down;
The maple in the hazel glade ]
Throws down the path alonger shads,

‘And the hues are growing brown:
to-rang, toringleringle,
threes and foursand single
The cows come slowly home;
The same sweet sound of wordless psalid
The same sweat June-day rest and calm,
The same sweet scent of bud and balm,

When the ¢cows come home,

With a tinkle, tankle, tinkle,
Through fern and perriwinkle,
The cows are comning home;
A-loitering in the checkered stream,
Where the sunrays glance and gleam,
Slarine, Peachbloom and Phoebe Phylls
Stand knee-deep in the creamy lilies
L5 S In a drowsy dream;
To-link, to-link, tolinklelinkle,
©'érbanks with buttercups a-twinkle
The cows come slowly home;
And up through memory’s deéep ravine
Come the brook's old song angd its old-time sheen
And the crescent of the silver queen,
W,hen the cows home.

“With a klingle, klangle. klingle,
With a loo-o0, and moo-00, and jingle,
The cows are coming home;
And over there on Merlin bill, -

Hear the plaintive cry of the whip-poor-will;
The dew-drops lie on the tangled vines,
And over the poplars Venus shines.

And over the silent mill;
Ko-ling, ko-lang, kolingleingle,
‘With ting-a-ling, and jingle
The cows come siowly home;
Let down the bars; lef in the train
Of long-gone songs and flowers and rain,
For dear old times come back again,
‘When the cows come home.
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GUILTY, OR NOT GUILTY?

She stood at the bar of justice,

A creature wan and wild;
In form too small for a woman,

In features too old for a child,
For a look 8o worn and pathetic

Was stamped on her pale young face,
It seemed long years of suffering

Must have left that silent trace.

*“Your name,’’ said the Judge, as he eyed her
With kindly look, yet keen; o
“‘Is Mary McGuire, if you please, sir.”’
‘‘And your age?’) *‘I am turned fifteen.’”
Well, Mary,’’ and then from a paper
He slowly and gravely read,
“You are charged here—I’m sorry to say it—
With stealing three loaves of bread.

**You look not like an offender,
And I lrope that you can show
The charge to be false. Now, tell me,
Are you guilty of this, or no?*’
\ A passionate burst of weeping
‘Was at first her sole reply,
But she dried her eyes in a moment
And looked in the Judge’s eye.

¢I will tell you just how it was, sir,
My father and mother are dead,
And ray little brother and sisters
‘Were hungry and asked me for bread.
At first I earned it for them
By working hard all day,
But somehow fimes were bad, sir,
And the work all fell away.

S “‘I could get no more employment:

The weather was bitter cold,

The dear ones cried and shivered—
Little Johuny's but four years old—

So, what was 1 to do, sir?
T am guilty, but do not condemn,

I took—oh, was it stealing ?—
The bread to give to them.’’

Every man in the count-room—
Gray-beard and thoughtless youth—

Knew, as he looked upon her,
That the prisoner spake the truth.

Out from their pockets came kerchiefs,
Out from their eyes sprang tears,

And out from old, faded wallets,
Treasures hoarded for years.

The Judge’s face was a study—"
The stroagest you ever saw,

As he cleared his throat and murmured
Something about the law.

For one so learned in such matters,
So wise in dealing with men,

He seemed, on a simple question,
Sorely puzzled just then.

But no one blamed him or wondered,
When at last these words they heard:

*“The sentence of this young prisoner
Is, for the preseunt. deferred.’’

‘And no.one blarned him or wondered,
When he went to her and smiled,

And tenderly led from the court-room
Himself the ‘‘guilty’’ child.

MOCK DIAMONDS. . <

Yes, Alfred, the wild blush roses &
Have bloomed in-my cheelk I know, g ; J
Whenever his name was whispered—
But; thes, it-was long age.
And now, there is a seatbetween us,
All haunted with mists and moan;
Oh! the darkness is darkness forever
On'the shore where he stands—alone)

And under the shadowy vailing
Ofthe brown curls on his brow,
He. liabfdstened a ghastly sorrow—

Ifyen willlisten I'1l tell you how.

T wag climbing the golden stairway
Of my girl-time’s goldenest:day,
Towards a night of summery purple

And I met him on the way.

And we went on that night together,
And I crossed its threshold dim,
‘Where a beautiful sleep.was holding

A beautiful dream of him. |

At morning we went from the seaside
To the wilds not far away, {
‘Where the winds were strung with bird-songs, - i
And the trees hung tull of May. A 3

And he twined the spray of some mosses
With cliff-buds, crimson and white,

And kissed them and whispered: ‘*Wear them
For the sake of my love to-night.”’

‘We were back by the crowded seaside,
And the lamps were all aglare,

And the band played in the ball-room,
And I saw a stranger there,

Then I heard his mother whisper—
**You must know her-—she came to-day;
She’s an heiress—the men are crazy,
You were foolish to be away.”’ &

‘Well, he joined the dance with the heiress,
I remember as night.declined,

And I passed and he could not see me,
Tor her diamonds had flashed him blind.

I tore them away from by bosom—
The blossoms so wild and sweet—
I flung down his kisses in them,
And crushed them under my fﬁ'et.
* *® *® * *

We met once more by the sea-side,
Twas under the dim night skies—
But I saw by the pallid moonlight,
‘The glamour had dropped from his eyes.

He could see me and think of the blossoms,
He kissed in the days of old—

Of the sweetness he made 8o bitter—
Of the summer he made so cold,

For he clinched my-arm like a madman,
And laughed as he saw me shrink,

And muttered, *‘She wore mock diamonds'’—
Well, so doses the world, I think,

ABOUT WOMIEN,

The Educated Miss,
[Life. | .
She’s a dainty little maiden
. With artistic graces laden, =
Quite aware of her attractions’ and rejolcing in
her teens;
She parades with ostentation
.. All ber Vassar education,
With a {;emmiscem flavoring of culture and of
818,

With suggestions by the legion
= S’:ﬁ c;m scale&?he airy region
ere the transcendental fantasies i -
order float; By
With a languor rare and queenly
= S}}x’e c:]:.Ju v%yage mOost serenely
ugh the hazy sublimation of
and remote. il

She can read the rocky pages

Wh Oti the ge]ologic ages

en the mighty megatherium wa i i

V his Taie: 8 sleeping in
With features bright and smiling

it &hedl.s often most beguiling

i A s

m?ailre;?’l narratives of knight and *‘ladye i

She is often entertaining

When most learnedly explaining
How the philosophic sysiems in a measure digs |
agree. !
She is posted in quadraties !
i And t];?e higlfler nﬁathematics, S |
canask you for the butter in tho |
of “‘Paree.”’ o Auguegs 1

She’s an edueated daisy, l
- -Aud could run a fellow erazy ‘
With a stock of information too enormous to re-
hearse;
Bhe brought away from collega
Such immeasurable know edge
Of the cvoer;ela.ted members of the whizzing uni-
8.

8till, T hope this gentle maide
With sueh erudition laden -
And sc.c gg;menuy fiitted with philosophers to
Yet may manage to discover
_Bomething worthy in a lover
All mtegg al;)pou the making of a merchantable

: NEVER, MY LOVED ONL, NEVIER.,

{ A Song.
|
|

[New Orleans xmes-Democra‘t.[
1.
Never, my loved one, never!
Never my head shall lie
At'peace, at rest
On thy sweet breasu;
Sorrowtul life have I.

: 1.
Never, my loved one, never!
My heart shall cease to sigh;

Vain is my prayer
As the empty air;
Sorrowful heart have I

Ilf.
Never, my loved one, never! o
Never my soui's sad cry
Thy dream shall break,
And my eyelids wake
To find theée asleep near by.
1V
Never! my loved one, never! i
Closed are the gates on high: ¥ i
No hope, no sign, 3
And the cold stars shine
In the mocking midnight sky.
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