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00— Honse on (Henwood park. |

$3.500—Howse on Rowe st.
3, '900—Howse on Second st.
,, ‘.%ﬂ_—%@e on Yourth st.
3900 Howse on Broezel park.
300—THowse on Rowe st.
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: §6i)0-—-ﬁotzse on Aveaue C.
- ?%Dmﬁouse on QOriole st.
. Jas. H, WriLsok,
‘%li “Ellmngﬁel & Barry Bmldmg

" .B hh*emade arrangements with
o ~of Dowadve’s Maca-
o £hat £he CargoLic JOURNAL
‘“'azi‘me wﬂl be f\)rmshed

o e < haens M,\,‘,,muw
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mmrm  tre Troe sual ook, ghs %
| Ia hoaven elr hundred. yssrs have taken flight

* | And now that heaveailat part of aath whereos

mnnesm thelr thadow-as once thelr pressno

To hu' bears wittvens ot 1 salos, 88 he
For hers bare W&MMMNW
o shave, nolem(osm Por grilel; da
From shore to monntah amd to e
~Algeinon Chartes Bwladnme Athanﬁn

THE CATACOMBS.

The 8th of November, 1878, must for

*Wmm:ﬁxmmmm fecrd of

my life. It was the Imst day on which
g'bora wereﬁpermitbed to descend into
catacombs of Pards, and. Lhad with-
mm%mapmmmm
#he chief engineer for a small , Con-
dating of three pentlexryon an thres 1a-
dies (a1 Englisn), & profemsional gaide
and myself to make ilie mubterranaan
pllgrimage. To my ocornparions I have

¥_m~_wfnyd £or wond wb_'n_t 1 amn abomt

| pative is

It , 1o vorily those por
tions of whiﬂh"ﬂmy w0 cognizant by
alidavit or othervise.

D'shalk now proceed to relato what hap-

mmth@ut attempting sy embel- !
't, letting the phin facts sped:
lbrthamlm And, first, it 18 neces-

il for-onemyomémt.on.» litkle
i‘nszdmt ‘whichhas an important bear
ng, as will be seen bereadtor.

ha‘nge mys Gf the Magazme
AOES WAGAZINE continues to
h }_ggne}g of Amenmn pur

a&}mp« nessof its price. Tt hes in every |
M&t Chundred pages of originaland se-

3131: X{.006ts only two dollars,

' am,‘itmcasiumuy embell-
pa: h-imely -itlustrations.
wehcmn egﬁtor, Patrick Donahoe.!
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| Tuileriss garden, She Lroke up a loaf |
| treud, hrew the cirambs into the air, |

d the timid things caught them fly-

tame theywould eat out of the good

31mn-‘s%ma& -$She was very ‘poor, !

"workel at some place far away to the |

meﬂhm e nt
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#wmym

|
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A fow . !&n
duysbe%orel had seemn IFifle old wo-f
| romn festing the Bnglish

w-they do_inmeots. They wene §0 |

l

er of the *“Boston Pilot,” gives the | porth of the Tuileries, and lodges far to .

Fhat'1¥ds perlodice]! is making |

«‘m de “berause of its pro-
exm with him in

w—:iqila-ﬁrysw Spestacles.

IUCE Betteridge, . - -

m MT -m\d Optmiun,

S e T
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! the south; yet she nover fails to visit the the bone
an-dans.and spare a loaf of herdaily ey

L

|'bread to ‘her feathersd pots.

Now Fhad plannsd & visst to the gar-
dens on Wov. 8 to try my hand at the
I'birds, and had provided wmyself with -
twosmall loaves of broad, for 'which I
—fgevottn contimes. 1 calondated that 1
whould have time enomghto do this be- ]
forathecamxges oama to drive us to
. 2 55 8 :‘.‘-:a‘
mr,dehyed me,and Ihndwgiveup

the Dread in ﬁe}ncksb of my overcoaf,
mning—te—besm&mﬂnggwﬁ

' ‘f.’, Fetead-of “the-sparrows. -
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o d. B. JUDSON,
NSTALLUMENT HOUSE,
.- iSilwerwazre, Jaamps, Clocks. Books,
t\mbmms,fsgmng Beds, Rugs, Lace {oods.

~,mmcu CONTRA CTORS.

“Bdectric Bells, Flectric Gas Lighting,
“¥deetric Anmancistors,. Electric Burglar

s, Weatchreaen's Tlocks, etc.
tes farmisheed on all cln,sns of slectrical |

S mphwesrs.  OVTT0IL BL., Rochester,
Krownand Beidgs ‘Wuxk a Sptcialty.

- DENTIST -

5 Brate Bueet, I’umhesw N. Y.
M. P. WALSH, D. D. &.

MISS S C. MINGES,
_shadies’ Hair “Dressing, Shampooing
S GUTTENG AND CURLING BANGS
L jAnaRd WHOLE Wlas MADE TC GRLER.

S - &2- Oshearn Howe Block.
' '@ﬁuﬁﬁiﬂ& .5t Pav’

hotel, and drove rapidliy to {he Barriere
d'Bnfer -and alighted in & courtyxrd,
I'where we found two ox fhree hundred
persons ‘waiting for the opening of the
3ow browed door whichgives access to
i the -catmoombs -in thas qmarter of the
city. Thereare about sevemty different
' |'staircases for the same purpose acattered
| through Paris. Here esch person was
| provided with a candle fixed in the end

,mfa'pme smck,w:ith amxll mrcle of

fﬂmémpe of grease Emhgmde fdmxed
| his party into -single fle, and -enjoined
| the members to keep togetlzer, and to be
|vexy carefnl of their fooking as they
{ went down into the daxrk depths below.
Now here occnrred the first strange
lmeidsnt of this memorsble day. A man
Joined onr party' wearing the dress of
the Underfakers’ comxpany—~that is, a
jeocked hat like the fwst Mapoleon’s, a
i black eonat trimmed with silver lace,
* | high boots and a black ovexcost with a
;hrge cape. He was very Thin, and his
j elothes hung about hixn like a shrond on
i askeleton.
.1 shall never ferget his face as he
| turned and looked &t xne.  “The skin was
| like parchment, the claeeks hollow and
| the eyes lnminous and deep set in cavern-
yons orbits. The look ke gaweme thrilled
(1o the yery amarxow of my bones, and

1when be maw the effect it produced he

gﬁmﬁﬁd Aiscloging aset of yellow teeth,
| with an expression so alnister, so weird.

Take Emva*m 180 fatal, and yet 80 sad., that I could not

hﬂl saying to myself, *Thisis Death?”
was g0 ovarcome that I could not
mﬁenge pasuined rightt of joining
gm iIn a woxd, Ze had com-
 ple mag:aenzed and paralyzed me.
gWhat was strange, from fizme to time a
dady-of our perty twaned and -chatted
1+ wWith me, apparently nnonscions of  the
¢ black ﬁgw:e and tarible £ace intriaded

A&«gﬁ ,gga&n. wham $he gznde som;pd
us aioud he valled out five—ihe number
4;! ow original party. He, too, was
ﬂwn as uncsmous of the presepce of
‘é‘abesh‘m a8 the lady to ; m:uihava

alluded. Wmslmﬂ? In his pertyr
Jataiaéﬂf nind 1 begun o Asstont of 4
patacorabs,

i
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ventea our yiﬁmg Atid ‘we nid
to grope our oasway. Buddenlyan
foy whisper, walted on a poiwnoun
breath entered my ear Hke a poniard.

Jos i

eatwombs sir, The dead resent intru-
sion on the 1ast resting place given them
after the world has violafed thefr flwst
sanctuary. Sometimes they insist on
the living sharing their hard bed with
them. Bome men who have ¢ome down
here have ever soen the pleasant Hght
of ﬁa n."»

“I ove, sir,” 1 replied, in an tndif-
ferent a tone as I could assums, ‘‘that
owing to the precauntions of the aathor-
fties no such accidents have occurred of
late years,™
“I am glad you think so,” was the re-

ply, followed by a sneering, Mephisto-
jan laugh—what the French eall ri-|

canement.

A dead silence fell upon ourparty. We |-

ToersWalking steadily onward, some-
times walking on loose planks our

wweights sending up jets of water, but
generally on & dry and solid stone path-.

w?iyt.:e guide held up his flaring tarch to
the low ceiling. -
“(Ohearve,™he akid, “that broad, hlank

With Hiere and thtre » pointed m
row. That is the clew to the catacombs.
B0 long as welollow that we are safe,”
We moon came upon the rellos of the
dead. The galleriea throngh which we
passed, about nine feet in height, were
walled on either stde with human bones,

piled wp as regnlarly as bales in & whole-
Peale-draper's; -and arranged with- -that ar- |

they
The walls of bones were surmounhbed
» by o ghasily cornice of grinning skuiis, |
i The mortal remains of millions of hu-
! man beings were here gathered froin the

|

m&oﬂammuwﬂi‘m T MY

“party would s me, 16 14 true, Al s
muatsh would be made for me; but & teg-
fament of men might seck for dmys ln

- s@trange things have happetied bnthe | -this. h ¥ e gallerion with-

out success. I must tryand help my-
self, | remembersd that I had inmy

pocket two boxes of wased wmatches,
each ote of which would burn ten ot
twenty seconds. I lighted one, and by
ita feeblo light ascertained whete 1 was.
X waa in one of the galleries of the quar-
ries, and just beside me yawned a black
abyss of unknown depth, into which s
single unwary step might have precip-
ftatod me.

By keeping close to the walll could
avold this and gimilar pitfalls.

Bo I groped my way along. The pes- |’

sage wowid and turned. - The horvor of
" darkness was 8o great that I sacrificed
another match; but it would not do to
_be %o Invish. .. To.deseribe my-sensations |
would be utterly impoasible. My brain
recled, and I was on the very vétrge of
madness, if not past it, when I realized
the fact that I was lost in the Cat-
acombs,

But a few hours since I was in thefull
enjoyment of health and life, sharing the
‘gayeties of Paris, anticipmug no evil,
and now to die of starvation in this hor-

Tribla cavern! I thought of home and its

dear ones, my comfortable house in Bed-

ford square, my peaceful ocoupation

there, my books, my easel, my photo-
ic apparatus.

Why did the spirit of adventure tempt

| me away from all the bleseings that

Providence vouchsafed to me, to wander
Hn-foreign-lands? - Then -my whole life

passed in review before me, with ita

many vicissitudes, its sins of omission
and commission, and the faces of the
Toved and lost came to me with the smiles
and tears of the olden time.

After hours of fruitless wandering 1

' 0ld cometeries of Paris when necessity | mat down exhausted and hopeless. I wan
-compelled-the-dead-to -give -way-to--the ~almost surprised-to-find-ryself -hangry--1-

living.

|

Then I remembered the bread I had pro-

The Cemetery of the Innoocents, that: vided for the little binds in the Tuileriea
of St. Medaro, of St. Laurent and oth- garden. I took one of thesmall lcaves

; ors hxve

contributed their quota. Here: amd swallowed a few mouthfuls. The
of prelate and prince, duke and ; resder will be surprised to learn that aftey
lny side by side with these of pess-. Ehis T felt sleepy,

I was astonished my-

antandprolemrian thief and ragpiek- wol! tofind that I was nodding, 8o 1

.er. Bquality and {raternity!

Thess | spread my thick cloak on the floor, and

words ware Fully realistd in thisgloomy wiapping myself upin it wassoon fast

msusoisom.
All the gkulls and bones are of ad&rk

- mahogany -oolor, - for years-and yearsi

!

|

aaleep.
I cannot tell how long my stamber
Jasted. I woke, however, 4o Ttnew my

svepasaed sinoe they wereclothed with struggles at escape. I Hi match aftex

flesh.

At intervals there are marble Sablets, |wolne was atber
! with . inscriptions in  Latin, meh, ; st -hm%eenb

mttoh mdMﬂdh%ﬂ{

mimed, and 4 searolr

Greek, Norse and other languages, mll:imﬁt-bs on for ne? Alsal almal no
ered-from—ihe—works of I

of preachers and ' gne regpon

poehMmg -of the vanity of human b
o ot woalth. m‘tl;yﬁowne&oe& fhrough thosa

the osytainty of death, the hope of im-

l

to my call. No foots

Bntnowanewa-avmgauuled mo-

mortality. At one point of our pilgrim: | ' €himt, more croel than b

age we came o & chapel, with the aloar.

surrounded by the ilent but eloguent’ gy o)

memorials of humanity. Miles

dead! How emphatic the lesson thisg

ed.a-dittle behind my pxn'ty

mtn.nnmhe inscription, the man. in |

black keeping close to my side. He!
seemed to have talken me nnder his pro-

Ling gnidas know nothing about,” he|

said, ““for 1 alone know the secrets of the
Catacombs.”

He lifted one of the chains which
crossed the mouth of a side gallery from
the staples,-and moving down the pass-
age turned and said, “Follow me?”

I have gaid that this mysterious bein
bhad magnetized me. 1 was certain of 1t
now, for though I wasanxiously desirous
of following my perty I could not resist
his command.

He led me-away down the passage., and
thence into other side passages, winding
and turping. I lifted my torch to the
celling, and saw to mydismay that there

the Hving grave. M

N

|

|
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were no black limes, no guiding arrows |

on the roof. In this crisls my will began
1o reassert iteedf.
“Take me hack to my party instantly.”
Justead of doing so the iﬁmuger

mhehed my c&ndle ﬁom my hand, ex-
oarried !’

no light h&maelfmd flung me from him |
ﬁh ‘such violence that I stumbled and
As 1 rose 1o my feat I heard his voige
in the distance ¢alling out, “B
things l;mre happened in the Catacombs,

sir. Find your way outof thewm if yon wgun

v. *Ip *
! Bave pae, W’

oan. Gwd night.”
“Stayl" 1 e&&ﬁmﬁ ia

not leavs mo heroto

ifyouhme@ahw’t f 8 pan
e § never -

!”

mh ai

g&y@r ar appem ”‘

trange fﬁme;wh

kills quicker than ottood I

thought of esomping from my
[y only cry was :for wsber

+weaterd- Bui this wan

The sacrifice of a few more matc
vededtomeahtt}eatream

never in the heat of summmer had &
let of iced champagne heen more
cions to my palstst

How long a time I passed in mwy dis-
mnl;rmcm house it is imposeible to say.

nights—who can measure them

mgmchcimnmhnou??maﬂylhnd
axhsusted my last erumb, and starva~
hmmredms in my face. How could
I now sustain 1ife? Oddly enongh Tjust | gorace
then remembered the legend of the Beau-
Manoir Arms.

Beaumanoir was s gallant Frenoh
character of the olden time, ‘who,

ADE | handed, contended with & score of

&lish kmights. Covered with wounds, h.
asked his squive for water, but -water
was not to be had. “Drink thy blood
Besnmmanoir!” was the reply of the
squire, and “Boire ton ssug, Beawna-
noir,” became safterward the motto of
1 the family. Before Idied I could open
& vein with my knife. and imitate the
expmple of the gallsnt Palpdin,

‘Butfirst T wonld 1oske & desporeste at-
tenpt 1o Snd #u outlet,
had now been

zny 0 At luat 1 thg Ietwom;p
& m FE
W, 2" B ne

gjecting from & Qtsthm& geve

g‘? Wio 18
oiee person iha

gﬂsy?’t whm

“gu h; i‘:iddt?wd‘ 'I a;;du
&¢ ‘&t ”e

‘iflacape? What dp you mean by
caping? You rode liome in the

with me and the ladies.” ;}
“But that undertaker who thﬂ_m;
self into outr party? ;
“‘There was no undertaker,

You must have been dreaming,**

*Not ot all, anless 1 was d
wide awake.”

. ‘Peop};i (llsometimbsg do tslm.;:.t " i
““You not observe anything
about me in the Catacombs®” qw
- ¢Not at a.ll I thought ¥ou wore ﬁg.
wsually live IX and wide awake,*” .
Then I told him my story a8 I hmw
la.ﬁed it.

On.tucombs, he said 4o qnota
words of yrmr mysterious friemnd, 1
losopher and Tﬁdﬁ But T worldn's a&u
vise you to let your fancles rtan sy
with you, for there is a place near Pagy
called Charenton—a madhoume— sl
when a fellow gets too queet if1 his up.~‘
pet story his friends feel obligsd 3) X
bim in o straitjacket, and sen h{m
down there formedical treatment. Doy
impose the unpleasant task on me, Aﬁd‘«
nNow come an breakfast with us st ths
Cafs Anglais.”

This is the way in which the dtrin
occurrences of life are treated: by -.
matter-of-fact friends. For my part
shall always insist that my visit to thy
Oatacombs was.one of .the “Mysteriead
Paris,” whatever others may say ibuotf
my laborlng under an halluoinaticm.;.
New York World

Writing wlth Both Hands,
Owing to the popularity of
ers penmanship is becoming a
complishment among business txyet; bﬁ
ohe Fentlenmn of this vity writes lotta
with both hands at once. He i E. i
Cockey, of the Western Union bnﬂ&jng,
and he consented to show a reporter ho
to make a manifold machine of himsslt
ssAftor endless practios,” he said, '
at last found that I was capable of wri
ing with beth hands at once, and i 4
way I have done considerable vrritlng 0
a business nature. Of late yeaxs, how
ever, all my writing has been done b
dictation to. a stenographet
Mr. Cockey drew o pad from a (h‘a
er in his desk, and taking a lea.dpén
in oach hand he wrote the repirts
name toward the left with the left haid
and - boward the- right with the. 453&
hand. E
*This is one way of writing it," ..
My, Cockey, “but perhaps you w
likoto see-it- written this wuy,”mﬁ
wrote the name upside down writh bl
hands. Finally he wmote a.long mse
tenice gimultanedusly with both handn.
New York World.

_ _The (}hamplon Onjon Eater.

" George Thompson, of New York,
very fond of onions, and would rs
hsve an onion any time than an ors 1
He recently ate thirty large onionsig
half an hour. He ate neither sslt ng
pepper with them, nor did heshed a teg
over them. Mr. Thompoon thinks the
his capacity for onions would be abosg
sixty.—New York Journal. i

One of Horace Greeley’s nephews il |
barber in a liftle town in Warren counigt
Pa. In ce he is o
hnilkohh 10 He 1o, , :

migx al-o have become » giwg
baxber if he had not got switohedoﬂv ,
another direction when he was yous
and immature.
Grass in Maine Streets.

] wish,” said & patron of the ho!
railroad this morn:ing.
would do some
from Perryville to { :
istaumm&nyplmandwhen it's i
the people who stand on the side pli:
forms -of the car gat wet, and whau N
dry and dusty they get an uncomforsil:
dose of dust. The grass onght o ba
moved. ”mbgwmn Jomrnal,

The - first steamer eyer ¢

vk
ot a¢
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o WOk caxyy produce from New York m

tralls was eng
the Prodane and was chartered b
kell & Danglm will bel :

&bﬁ latter part of M mor tb
ﬁ; uce hae heen ppﬁd
Australia ip » 55@15.
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