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The Coming of Gillian:

Ahmylrlshltomm

mmﬁﬂﬂ

“Even 80," he retorts, good-hu-
moredly, “though 1 am aware there
i a painful dlscrepancy between the

pretensions of my house and its
master’s lortunes.™

“1 beg your pardoti I am afraid I
have been very stapld and Inquisi-
tive,” Gillian falters, crimsoning and
koking down ; and she walks on in
sllence, her heart thrilling with an
Incomprehensivle and plea-
sure, and that bitter, bitter swell-
lng of envy and sadness at the dis-
covery she has just made,

She B0 glad to think that
Guorge Archer lives in Dar-

sh Castle—not that It can matter
her, but so glad vevertheless, It
‘me [Itting i some way that that
stately old nouse should be his—lis,
and one day Anne O'Neil's. They will
live there, Glilian thinks, gazing fap
ahead In her rapt fancies into the
coming years—George and his wile,
They will ive there, happy, so happy

In thelr loving married lives ; and ptr-
haps by and by, in those cuming
years, they wiil ask her to their

grand old castle home, and when she
has all her money; and when she
rich woman, no IOnger young or
pietty—they may kindly make them-
selves ‘her friends, and let her give
ihem some of her unused wealth, to
make thelr home beautiful. She will
glve It 8o freely, so gladliy !

“You seem not to be able to quite
el over your surprise at my laforma-
tlon,” George Archer says, looking
down at her with an amused smile,
“It 13 quite In keeping with things
Irish, Miss Deane. Penniless men have
lived In castles before now.”

Gilllan pauses soddenly, and locks
up at him with eyes of sweetest 8y m-
pathy, .

“But you are happy even If you are
—poeor,” she says, lmpulsively, catch-
lng at her breath, which almost fails
her, with her courage, at the dis
tance ghe Is venturing: “and you
have a beautiful old house, and per-
haps, some day, you may have muney
encugh to keep it as you wish.”

clie almost ventures to tell him
’ml. ghe will give him, or lend him,

t least, a sum of money sufficient
to make Darragh Castle a hand-
some resldence. When she is of age
her mother's marriage setilement
of twenty-live thousand pounds be-
coggn-s her own absolately.

t might give him great pleasure
iIf she can venture to tell him—it
may mean a near prospect of hap-
plucss for him, a near hope of his
marriage wilh Anne O'Neil—if she
can but summon courage to tell
him, and keep her lips from trem-
bling, and her heart from throb-
bing so desperately, and those ab-
surd tears [rom [illing her eyes,

=lie 18 very I[rightemed, lest he
deem her purse-proud or Intrasive,
oflering her money unsolicited, and
while she hastily tries to frame her
offer or suggestion in expiicit lan-
Fuage and modest phrases, she
looks up at him with starry eyes
Elittering through tears, and a
carmine flush burning on each pale
check. Bat the fever of her Quixotie,
El'l.i'l"t:l.l-:i impuises fades, and her

cart almost panses In dismay, as |

l

' L I finished my paper and sent it in | hour 7
H;E!'.h&::rnmm be in thie case,” he | two dayg ago. Ihave only been sit- | disapproval.
o P ¥, compressing his lips, | ting here thinking until I have got a | Damer know
1 with & nidkion fight. “There cout | Hrae i, [, 00w. e, that | vas wan
. Al Joe Roche is hanging about the | lanes at 7 o'clock In
ot by ¢, honest friendship be-| place agaln ? 'ma.tn‘ral w I8 cut | Miss Gilllan is rather

tween a man of slx-and-twenty and
a girl as young and lovely as you
are" '
The frightened look in Gillian's
eyes, the scared, changing color in
lll;::n Er:E:iI ﬂi:nl after one startled
@ tries to keep her face

averted, pﬂ.ull; rn mo-
ment. But he is too disturbed, ex-
ﬂ:;ﬁ ga& aADngry, tohcnru for even
Blressed blus d B [
frightened eyes. i o
"“So If you,” he
he walks on so swiftly that Gillian
can hardly keep pace with him—*if

Jou, Miss Deane, are young and
innocent enough to be houestly
Inistaken, I am at least old enough

Lo have no such exeuse. An acquain-
taunce with you I may have the honor
of elaiming, if You will permit me,
but your friendship is above me and
beyond my wishes!"

And he walks on agaln ewliltly im
silence, and Gilllan is panting and
breathless, her brain is in a whirl,
her breast in a tumault. When they
reach the white gate he pushes it
open, draws back as she passes in,
and ralses his hat without a word.

‘1 have never ihanked you yet for
resculng me from that man,” Gilliap
Bays in a low tone hardly ventur-
ing to look up at him. “Will You let
me thank you now—very gratefually?
And—il 1 offended you just now, I
did not do so willfully—please believe

me."
“Poor little tender-hearted, fool-
ieh ereature!” George mutters to

himself, with a rush of what lLe
thinks are feelings of generous ad-
miration, but which are really feel-
Ings of gratified masculine vanity.
“I believe Damer has been putting
Bome of his blessed nonsense into her
head—poor little romantie girl! Bhe
must be under some delusion or mis-
apprehension about me. She looks as
modest and pure as a white violet!”

“You have not offended me,”

bk |, B e g i .
i o { ot

o f_l

says, sharply, as’®

| HO S alouwd, and speak-
Ing a little awkwardly. “You did me
& very great honor, 1 know. And ]
hope you will think none the wnrnei
of me for only acting as sell-respect
and honest manlness comp:lled me
W act. 1 am sure you will, some
day, say that I behaved well, even
though I confess,” he says smiling,
and speaking a little hastily, “it has
been a great temptation.” He las
taken Gillian’s hand in his as he
Epeaks, and she, reading his words
according to the light of her own
understanding, presscs his fingers
ever so lightly in tokenm that she
comprehends that he I8 too proud
and independent of spirit to owe her
even a helping hand though it may
mean wife and home and prosperity. |

But George, feeling his pride and |
manliness rather out of place n'

| this snubbing ol a gentle girl's inno-

whe meets George Arther's cyes as |

he stands in  the dappled golden
light and leaf shadows, gazing
down al her.

Humor, compassion, disdain, and |
also astonishment are in the
plercing, steady regard of |
he blue eyes, and the sar-

eastic lips where the sunlight just
touchey the curl of the chestnut mus-
tache, aml reveals the edge of his

wiilte teth gleaming in that cold, |

dislainful smile,

“"Your suggestion, Miss Deane, s |

the least likely to come to pass
untii that good day comes when, as
they say, "the sky will fall, and we
shall eateh larks,” ™ he says, deliber-
ately, “Even when that happy event
oecurs, [ don't expect a fortun$ to
fall at my feet along with the larks.
And there 18 no other way in whieh I
can become the possessor of money
uniess | earn it. As a land agent,
ak a saliry of three hundred a year,
Lam not very likely to amass a few
thousanrla
l know of, riei or poor, to bequeath

not In

e a “crock o' goold,” as they say In
the Irish falry til 8 anll shall never
marry lor money 1™

‘o, no, of course not!™ Gilllan
mys. hurrl«dly and distinetly, she 1s
80 dlfcon eried at bis chinzed look
ARG manaer ; "only, you mi ht mapry
for love, and aw I bave, or shall have,
& rr deal of money one day, I
mesnt that—if youn liked—you ecuuld

“1 eould marry for love and have
the money too 2 Georre Archer asks.
In & centler tone, il eyes softening
ns | #res Lhe downe st Tace and the
ch r ¢ lor, and th* ittle nepvouw
hands ty tehine at em h other o
th't whit you mean?" he re-
Peite, pgazing at her pityingly,
an ! wonderinely, hnt withnl
torched In  splte of himself, *1
think T might I I let my=sell be 8o
dishionorable, #f I had not an ob-
Minate iunlity called wself-pespret,

LII!-.I-I T""'ﬂnf?‘.“

“I don't quite understand youn,™
Glllian says, tremulously; and glanec-
Ing up at him once mop~ she I8 &0
Elad to perecive that he = not
looking eold op disdainful. that sho
Emi ow -popsuasively, and exten lsone
ttle hand with & coaxinzg gesturs,
“l want to be your friend if yonu
wWill lct me, a thera i8 noth nes
dishonorable ¥n & friendishp Db
tween a | and geotleman, I=
there 7" she persists, in the andac-

of Innocence.

cent, trustful generosity, thinks he |
will try to make some little amends.

He raises his hat again, and, bare-
headed, stops and reverently kisses
her hand, and then walks away.

And Gillian looks at the place on
her black glove which his lips have
pressed, and looks at it a long time
—keepingin the shadow of the shrub-
bery.

“1 am a bad, selfish, jealous, wicked
girl” she mutters, with a burning
flush of shame. But she lifts her own
hand to her lips, and kisses it wildly
over and over again, and then hides
it from sight In the folds of her
dress as she hurries on to the house.

CHAPTER IX.

“Whew ! This I1s what you may
call a scorcher of a day !"" Mr. Damer
exclaimes, llinging himsell into an
ensy-chalir, throwing his hat and

stick aside, and roughly unbuttoning

| his coat with that disregard for ap-

[ have no relations, that

pearances in which a very stout gen-
tlemen is prone to indulpe.

It is early in the alfternoon of the
following day, and on the unshaded
road to Darragh village lying in the
shelter of the mountain-range, with
the July sun beating down on the
trecless village street, and the bare
lill on which “the castle” stands, the
temperature may be well belleved to
be as Mr. Damer has deserlbed it.

“But you are fine and cool in here,
George ! Mr. Damer continues, with
a sigh of rellel, glancing around the
lofty, shady room, with its high oak
walnscot and massive black mantel-
piece of Klikenny marble, its bare oak
floor, aml sparse, old-lfashioned fur-
niture.

“Yes,” George says, dryly, " the
casile generally Is cool—summer and
winter. What will you have, sir? —
claret, or whiskey amnd soda 7

“Well, upon my worl, George,” Mr.
Damer says, alter an anxious pause,
as if the fate of a nation trembles in
the balance—*I think I'd better stick
to the claret. | had a glass of whis-
key and soda alter lunch on, and I

eclare to goodness that it made me
hotter than ever. Il 1 had anoth'r
glass, 1 suppose 1I'd have my lady
mak ng her pleasant marks about
apoplexy. Jasit as if a4 man could keep
h msell as pale as a lily and as coul
as a trout such a day as this. Not
mt you ook as il you'd been sit-
t'n° on %he North Pole,” he adds,
with a swlden inguisitive stare at
th: youn: man scated b*hing a writ-
nr table near Th* window, with
bo ks and papers and writing ma-
torinls before him. “Anything wrong,

M'l Liniment EII';l Garget In
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. urges,
proud glimmer of satisfaction
“ You want a wife to
of you, that's what you
¥8 with a business-like nod
rledly lttup:;itrél but looking hur-

n e claret cup George

nds him. . u

A slight frown sweeps across the
{oﬂnng man's face, and he goes back
his chair.

“I want what I can't have then.”.

he says, very coolly and decldedly. ~1
wasn't writing or geologizing, elther. 1

was frightened

rge ™
*Can't say,
curtly ; “I tho
jJump down the

Deane to be

out for the hangman, or I'm mis- | suppose 7'”
taken. He's been to Swansea and has
come home again, been to America
and come home again, been to Liver-
pool and come home again, and he is
out of work now, he says, though he
s always about the public house !
He is a bad lot, and he comes of a
bad stock, and—I would be careful,
If Twere yon, sir ! i

"“ Careful ! Me 7" repeats Mr. Damer,
with an easy laugh. ** Lor’ bless you,
George! I don't belleve A man on
the estate would hurt a halr of my
head |" -

" Well, but Joe Roche Is not on
the estate, and he is just one of those
good-for-nothing scamps who have
no etake in the country, and nothing
to lose, and who are ready to
put others up to mischief if they are
not in it themselves, George re-
plies, earnestly. “And, besides, a fel-
low like that, hanging about in lanes
and woods, is not a nice person to
meet alone of a summer's evening
or morning, cep cially when there are
ladies in one's houschold——"

“Bless my soul} Was it Joe Roche
that Gillian met? She saw—she said,
at least, she saw—a tramp who ask-
ed her for meney when she was out
Yesterday,” Mr. Damer says, begin-
ning his speech with such eager ex-
citement, and ending it 8o lamely,
with sueh an assumption of careless

great hurry.
not tell.”

secret of it 7
castically. “Most
the herolne

own, Idare say,”
impatiently,

**Oh |

ing yourself,” Mr,

d.rlﬂ !‘!1

indifference, that George stares, | temples,
surprised.
“Oh, you heard that story!" he

Bays, with a slight smile, getting up
to pull the blind down a little lower,
and then to raise it again. *“ Miss
Deane told you all the adventure at
breakfast, T suppose I"

“No, not exactly,” Mr. Damer re-
plies very carefully, drinking more
claret-cup, and fanning himself,
“that is, she never sald a word about
it. 8he's a queer, shy little girl—
doesn’t seem to take to them much,
George. It was from Anpe 1 heard
Eomething of the story; the little
lady and Anne seem to be great
Iriends entirely. I found her down in
Anne's room, you know it used to be
A servants’ room, and that girl has

sedf
womanly prudence

lor—I call it—in the whole blessed
house. Anne's aclever girl, and a
good girl, George, a good,patient crea-
ture, obliging and good-natured too,
I've always found her. Lor' bless us !
ghe must be made of India-rubber to
stand what she does.” And Mr. Damer
wipes his brow with emphasis after
testimony to Anne's
Anne sewing away-I never did see | cOvers.
that poor girl for two minutes with
her arms felded.”

“ Nor anybody else,” George says
briefly. * Anne earns her bread if
anybody ever did.”

“You may say that!" Mr. Damer
eays, regretfully, “and it's mighty
dry bread she gets. Hard worked and
pald worse than any servant in the
house ! Well, I eannot help it, George;
it's my lady's own aflair, and Anne
is her poor relation, though she won't
own It, and Anne won't own it, either
—queer enough ! But as I was saying,
there she was sewlng away on some
ruffles or furbelows, and the little
one, Gilllan, sitting on the carpet by
her side, with her arms around Anne's
walst, and the two talking away like
glsters—'pon my word, they made a
pleture I -

‘I don’t doubt it,” George
very dryly; “they are quite
trasts. One dark and the other falr;
one ~lch and the other poor; one all
prosperous and the other lonely and
almost friendless! I dare say Miss
Deane was pleased at finding such a
foll to herself.” .

“I don't know what you're talking
about,” Mr. Damer retorts, shortly.
“I believe that little girl is as good
as gold ™

“I am sure she Is—as good as a hun-
dred thomsand sovereigns,” George
Bayse, cynically.

“Yes—ah—well |- Never mind that!™
Mr. Damer says, loftily. “Iam speak-
ing of her heart and her nature. I
believe, for one thing, that Anne
O'Neil has found a good friend In her.
She said as mueh to ma when Gillian.
left the room. We had gnite a long
chat, that is, I stopped a couple of
minutes to chat to the poor girl,"
Mr. Damer says again, contradiot-
ing himself oddly. “And Anne sald
that she thonght Miss Deane was &
most generous, warm-hearted girl"

“Indeed |" George says, rather
vaguely, with a vivid recollection of
that scene in the lane, and Gilllan's
innocent, blushing face, and dilating,
earnest eyes,

“And that is a good deal for ko re-
served o person as Anne O'Nell," Mr,
Damer, says, trinmphantly. * So, as
I eay, I am delighted the poor girl
has met so good a [riend. 1 shonld
not wonder if she didn't take Anne
away with her whan she goes back
to London. I shouldn't wonder, I tell
you," Mr. Damer says, with a flours
ish of his handkerchisf, and a sort
of linal shake of his h»ad, “il, with a
generous, wealthy young girl sur-
ronnd2d with all th: advantages of
wealth, if Apne's fortume wasn'é ' g

| . " G 1y, but L

s 80, enrge says, coo 1y, :

'“hh:pe snrcastic emlle in
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with eool ridicule. *“Nobody
mix you up with Miss Deane's affairs
—Mise Denne herselt leagt of all—be-

ted, Indulged young ereature
has never known what it is to re-
press a wish or have a whim unsatis-
fled ; If she, In her giriish, romantic
folly, hus [avored him as rashly as
she has, even to the length of offer-
ing him her wealth and her fair young
il she has erred so far from
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her
he

I'mh:mia." George says,

nk as Jcame near
Miss Deane. What business had Miss
out by berself at that
George continues, with cold
“ Pray, sir, does Lady

that her young guest

eaw a figure

through the dewy

the morning ?
romantie, I

“ Lor’ bless your soul! She doesn't
know a breathing about it, and, for
goodness’ sake, don't let the cat out
of the bag!" Mr. Damer says, in a
“The poor little girl
only told Anne ; she knew Anne would

“1 wonder why she made such a
George says, very sar-
romantle young
Iadies ask nothing better than to be
of an adventure.”
* Well, she has some reason of her
Mr. Damer says,
“and ehe didn't tell any
one but Anne. Not a soul knows atout
it but Anne, and me, and you."
I thought you were
to leave me out of it,” Georgre
dryly, and feeling rather bewil
and unreasonably vexed,
want to be mixed up in Miss Deane's
romantic adentures.”

“My dear fellow, don't be frighten-

retorts,
wante to

Damer

George’s biue Irish eyes light up
with a daring glitter, and his cheek
f[lushes. *That's all you know, sir !
he says, with a sarcastic smille, and
he has not uttered the words when
his heart smites him, and his falr,
pun-tanned face reddens up to

Il the foolish, impulsive girl, hall-
child, half~-woman as she is, the p[it-
who

and decorum,

through Ignorant innocence, through
impulse, and passlonate generosity—
it was when he told her he was poor
that she spoke, he remembers—Iif she
has been foolish, he has been false !
False to honor and manhood, which
should havé shielded her from even a
disrespectful thought,

Mr. Damer eyes him sharply, with a
quick, eager glance, for & moment.

* Throth, maybe s0,” Lie says, very
briefly and dryly, and pulls his hat
well over his brows as he and George
g0 out of the house together,
down the Castle Hill in silence,

A few desultory remarks are made |
on both sides as they walk on by the
shady side of the street,
village behind, and go up the narrow
road along the hillside toward the

and

leave the

But George grows quite silent, or
ANEWErs
panses at the entrance of the wood,

"It was Just here, |
rascal waylald Miss Deane,” he says,
in the tone of a person affording un-
interesting information, .

* Indeed 7" Mr. Damer says, care- |4 paving
lessly, with another keen glance at
George under his hat,

“8he was very much frightened,”
George adds, as If stating a dry fact,
“very much ; indeed, only for her en-

nntil he

believe, the

be left, and all

BOYE,
nnd unsteadiness
volce, recollecting those passionate
appeals of childlike dread, and the
passlonate clasp of the little hands
on his arm, and the flood of ehildlike
tears, I could have caught the scoun-
drel easlly and given him a thrash-

with a little
in his

'.A.g. I suppose so; got hysterical

and had to be

eoothed and quleted. Girls always go
on like that!™ Mr. Damer says, in
an off-hand tone, and looking Into

“Yes,"” says George. ralher reluec-
tantly, and Mr. Damer's shoulders
a curious manner, while
the underwood and
amongst the ferns.
walk on, however, In silence
again, until they come to the mid-
wilere the ferns
grow and the golden sunlight falls,
at 'the very spot Glllian had stood
yesterday, and told him with those
modest, rose-red blushes, those pu
true eyes. of the wealth that she

re,

“Now, simy I think I'll turn back,”
George says., pausing, though—with | Mothing worse than a frw klcks and
a conscious duplicity of which hels |cwffs. But a small squad resisted. Of
ashamed—=he
what he really intends to do §s to
watch Mr. Damer out of s'ght, and
then lie down under the trees and
think of yesterday morniog and of |
the girl who had stood beside him

knows that

“No, you won't now,” Mr. Damer
crossly. "'T've
several things to talk to you about,
and I want you to come up to the
house with me. My lady's gone cat,
back until 8 or 9
o'clock; gone to a garden partyat
the Butlers'; so you won't see her,
If that's what youjre thinking of.”

“And where is Miss Deane or Bing-
ham Laey " questions George, hesi-

ot

“How the dickens should I know!"
Mr. Damer says, sharply. “He's read-
ing poetry to Miss Deane,
Deane 18 reading poetry to him, may-

or Miss

¥ they speat all

, this morning, anyhow I*
“Oh,” George says,
m

briefly, and

hie blue eyes. *“I didn't know Miss
M%F'“ 4 W Lq Minard's
“Well, not for a few monthe, [ sup-

ria.
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fellow rac away.

Was It Joe Roche, do you think,

going
BAYS,
dered
“I don't

hls

too; we'll be quile a snug iitlle tea-
party In Aone's parlor."”

“Ay, we can ¥ like the mice,”
George says, with a slight, malici-
cus grin, and Mr. Damer returns
the grin, with the usual faithless-
ness of a husband when the author-
Ity of an imperious spouse is Lo be

“Anne's parlor” Is a emall, square
room, rather eell-like in appear-
ance, as it is very lofty in pro-
portion to ite size in other respects,
and is lighted only by cne window
with dinmnnd{.'?nnad narrow sashes
set high in e wail on ona side.

HALL & RUCKLL. Xew Yark,

But it is a delightful room of a
hot, drowsy alternoon, for all that.

There gre waving sprays ol dali-
cate green, and clusters of pale,
fragraut clematis blossoms looking
in at the open lattices and their
short embroidered cuortains of
fiowy muslin, which impart a
slightly foreign aspect to the room
which, though very plainly (fur-
nished, is exquisitely neat and
honre-like,

There is blossoming mignonette
and verbena growing in quaint jar-
dinlere pots on the high window-
Eill; there are roses and verbena in
the glase lily vase on the table,
which is draped with a dainty em-
broidered cloth, and laid with a tea
mu of exquisite old Chelsea

na. -

(To ,b>» Continued.)
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Saturday, July 11th 1863,
New York daily papers announced
that drafting would begin that day

city. Both on Baturday and Mon-
day the papers announced ihat all
would be quiet, but before the fol-
lowing Friday noon the eity had
lost $2,000,000 by fire and robbery,
while some 200 of its citizens had
been slaughtered,

Provost Marshal Charles E. Jenk-
ing gave notice that the draft would
be made in this manner: The name
of each enrolled man, with his resi-
dence and color, to be written on a
Blip of paper six inches long and

one inch wide, each slip to b» rolled
closely and a rubber band placed
around it, these to b2 placed in a
cy¥linder hung on an axis to be
whirled around before each drawing,
and at the eall of each numbar a
6lip would b2 drawn by a blindfolded
man. And thus the drafting began
at his office, 667 Third avenue, on
Saturday morning, July 11th,
in the presence of about 130 persons,
besides the enrolling officers, clerks
and a corps of reporters. ‘There
were general hilarity and good hu-
mor,"” enys ithe reports. It was look-
ed on oy a matter of course.”" There
were 1,000 names to be drawn from
that district, and 1,230 were
drawn that day.

The next night, Sunday, the emis-
saries of evil were busy In all the
dark holes of that tangled wilderness
of narrow streets and allevs which
covers so large a portion of the east
gide of the city. The eclause in the
conecription act allowing exemp-
tion on payment of §.00 was especi-
ally denounced as in interest of the
rich.

Monday at 10.30 a.m. the drawing
was resumed at the same place, with

the same officials and an immense
crowd in tho etreets. 8une seventy
. mes had been drawn when a

pistol was fired in the street, and
the officials rose.
pause, and then a shower of brickbats

stone came erashing

the room was filled with a howling
mob. Two
and escapad with it to an upper
ftory. Bome of the officinls were
knocked down and foreed into the
#treet. The rest escaped by a back
door. In a few mioutes the whole
viclnity was in control of the mob.
A man poured a can of turpentine
over the room and applied a match,
In ten minutes the bullding was blaz-
ing to the roof, .
The firemen cam=, but the m-b
would not allow them to work til]
the building was destroyed. Deputy
Provoet Marehall Vand orpoel was
captured and braten to insensibil ty,
Police SBuperintendent John A. Ken-
nedy appeared in citizen's clothes,
wae kpnock«d down, stampad and
beaten to an almoet shapeless mass,
He survived, but bnever recovered,
dylag a few yoars after of chest tron-

e® coused by the stampine. In the
meantime the escapad officials had
reached the park barracks, and a
small eompany of mon from the In-
valid eorps who woara there were hup-
rlzd to the svoene. Thele eaptaln or-
dered them to fire blank cartrilges.
The mob heard the order, joered,
rushed on the *“old eripples,” as the
| invalld veterans were eulled, wrenc-
¢d the guns from thelr hinds and

:Ili;."[h'.lll naturedly dismiss+d them wit)

these one was beaten to death, an-
| Other thrown down a declivity, an
several others badly hurt. A small
detachm>nt of police next arrived
and fought mogol len ly §nfl:.ln-
| fearful wound+ on the rioters. La-
were [loally defeated,

Down to this time the rit had
| been loca'lzed ncar the ruins of the
provost mareinl’s office, lat the
moY now m ved northward vn ! rat-
ward among the =hops and ware-
houses. They drank Ireely at a'l
the saloons, pnylig noth'ng, and
th i numb . r we v s n sy meniel
by the laborers in the shops and
mills, who ceassd work. Thea the
ery was rold, “Down with the rieh
men—the $.00 exempls ™ And
while one part of the m» fe!l on
every well dressed man whom en |}
oity drew to the seene the other

attacked the elegant houses on
Lexington avenue and that vl
cinity.

Every negro In vight waschagd,
beaten and rom ilmes kil <. A wol
ored boy 10 years 11 was b2aten Lo
Lenibl'y. \ n man wish ng-
ed and bhls )ezs shed with knivea

hewas struggling in the ngon-

18643, |

in the Twenty-second Ward of the '
| tiful bullding on
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le of death. Still another was hang-
lﬂd and his clothes set on fire as
he was dying. Just before nignt oc-
carred the attack on the colored
orphan asylum, a spaclious and beau-
Filth avenue at
Forty-sixth street, In which 200
colored orphans were cared for.
Giving the inmates barely time tg

escape, the rioters destroyed or
carried off all the furniture, injur-
Ing several of thelr own party in

| thelr haste. A little girl was killed

by a heavy chair thrown from an
upper window. The building was then
fired and burned,

By a sort of unanimous instinct
the rioters then moved toward the
Tribune building, pausing on their
way to destroy ancther enrolling of-

fl>e at Broadway and Twenty-ninth
street and plunder all the Jewelry
stores near it. About dark the nd-
vonce of the mob reached the Trl-
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 boiling water,

bune ofiizs, forced an entrance, made
a heap of papers on the
room flloor and set them on
fire, but a brave police captain led
ir his squad and drove out the riot.
erd, laying many of their bodies stiff
on the pavement. Horace Grecley
stralghtway put his office on a war
footing. The tanks were kept full of
with hose arranged
Lo turn it on an attacking mob ; the
employees were well armed, and a

| supply of hand grenades was secaored

There was a briel |

through the windows, and instantly |

clerks peized the wheel |

[rom the navy yard The mob came
on subsequent days, but could not
bring thelr courage to the attack.
ing polnt.

Tuesday morning brought a shower
of proclamations, one from Mayor
George Opdyke commanding all good
citizens to enroll as epecind  police-
men. another by Major-General John
E. Wood, asking all soldiers to enlist
for order. But the soldiers did not
rally. All the militia were absent but
one regiment. There wepre few Uni.
ted SBtates troops on Governor's Ie
land. and so, except as the police
could oppose, the rioters were un-
checked for another day.

Besldes the usual outrages and
murders of colored people, the great
event of Tuesday was the Inluman
murder of Colunel H. T. O'Brien, of
the Eleventh New York Suvate Lroops.
After serving against the mob, he
rashly returned to lls house alone
in the disturbed district. Encounter.
ing there a small but not véry tur-
bw.ent mob, he upbraided them o a
most pronounced manner. They mov.
ed toward him. He drew lis revolver
and fired, striking o woman in the
knee. She fell, and his fate was seal-

 ed Everyone In the mob was fraptio

to strike or kick him. He lay for hours
on the pavement aflter they had
dragged him in the gutter and rolled
him in the mud, and every time bhe
moved enough to show that life was
in him, he was again stamped on op
beaten. In vain did Father Clowrey
beg for leave to take the Caolonel
home and bestow the last rites of
the dying.

“You have killed him. Let me give
him the rites,” said the priest,
_""You ean give the rites here If you
like,” replied the mob. “You can't
tnke him away, .

Bo the priest knelt in the muddy
Blreel  aud administered extrems
unction. He remainel by the colonel
untll dark, when death oecurre l,

Tuesday night an awfu calw pre-
valled. but the glow of burninr build-
liyze showed wherg the rioters had
done thelr latgst work. Wednesday
worning showed that the foroes of
lew and order woers orgnnized, and
Lhe desperate cliosing strugele be-
g, From Governors s and, the
Brooklyn barrncks nnd navy yard,
with the old soldiers, Invalid Ccorps
And one regimbat of miltia, which
wne stuppel Just ng It was ready to
lake the cars [op I*r-mll-i_'.h'nnizl,,
enongh sodiers whyre gathered to
Fuirl all the arseanls and piblle
buil “Inge and loave a few hundped to

buck the poice in clubbing the riot-
ri. And the elubbing was dove to
tha meg 1’ taete In one hrief Caom-
bat th rtv rioters were ki le 1 or mor-
Fally woundedl. Tn another a h wit-

Eer was fired Into a mob, ki'llng 22
STT the mob hang on and grew 10O
flendlsh,

Thursday morning dawned on a
elty in which gencril brelness was
e:mpletely susppided.  The worst
WA over. but on that day and pntil
mitdzht thers wore 'oeal  distarbe
nrees attenpd with fearfo! slongh-
ter of the rioters. Thirty ware ghot
Al bg meted In ove eneonnter,
Taree il 112 reclmentis arrivel from
'msyvivanin that day and LG5 ]
oioared most of the streets, Friday
moralng all the ftrast evrvs and om-
nibuses were runlyr agein. and the
riot was offlcls Iy declared at an end,
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