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FASHION ABLE STR B I DSW WEEPKRS. 

Splashing through the gutters, 

Trailing through the mire, 

Mud up to the anoles, 

And a little higher; 

Little boys uproarions 

Cansge you show your feets’ 

Bloss mo! this is glorious, 

Bweeping down the stroeta' 
% 

Bonnet on the shoulders, 

Noso up to the sky; 

Both hands full of flounces, 

Raised a la Shang-high; 

Underskirts bespaitered, 

Look amazing neat; 

All your silks get “watered,” 

Bwoeping down the streot. 

Btreet-swoep at the erossing, 

Says you'll spoil her trade; 

.Guesses you're the patent 

“Btrect-swoep, ready made; 

Gives you a slight jostle 

While sho joins your suite; 

Gracious ! what a bustle, 

Sweeping down the stroet. 

Heaps of dirt and debris 

Close bekind you trailing; 

Joker says, ‘“ wet dry-gooda 

‘Make first-rate retailing;” 

Straws, cigar-stumps “catch it,” 

And augment the flect; 

(Goodness! what a freshet, 

Sailing down the street ! 
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If men admire such fashions, 

T wish to heaven they'd try 'om ? 

If they'll agree to wear "em, 

We'll agree to buy “em. 

They flout our understanding, 

They fetter fast cur feet, 

Till we're not left a hand, en 

Passant down the street. 

What man can mount Fame's mountain 

Fetter'd in that fashion? 

Or climb old Bnnker’s stare-caso, 

And not get in a passion? 

What man sits down—extingunick'd 

"Neath whale-bones, hoops, complete— 

Content to grow ““ distingunish’'d ” 

Sweeping down the street? 

Oh! what's the matter—“ Gonry #” 

Oh ' what's the matter—*“ Gramau ?” 

Aro bloominz girls so plenty 

That yon must try to slay "em? 

Then will you give the Bloomer 

With a French name to fit? 

If ye love the fair, don’t doom her, 

50 LONG to sweep the streets! 

Select 4 u Cale 

ANOTHER MULROONEY STORY 
OR 

HOW PETER BOTHERED THE LAWYERS, 

BY SYLVANUS URBAD, THE YOUNGER. 

What it was took me tnto the court-room of T— 
| 

~whéther unpleasant business, or ignoble curiosity, | 

need not He known, even unto you, 

The on}y fact 1 wish you to understand 

dear reader. — 

Mulrooeney. 

When 1 entered the eourt-room, there was quite 

a mixture of Jovigl Trish and round German 

outside ef the iron railing which forms the barrier | 

to encroachments upon the dignity of the bar; 

and, judging from the broken heads 

not diiculs to surmise that the occasion which 

had brought them together, was to obtain the 

plaster of the law for wounds which had been re 

edved in one of those spirited rows, which warm 

up so delightfully the old Celtic heart. 

Bat let ino deseribe the scene. Within the rail- 

ing, and running from it at right angles, were | 

some seven or eight benches, 

respectable umber of witnesse 

delicate sprinklin: of ull nations. 

benehes, hut on apposite sides of 

on elevated seats, sab the terrible 

aral place was eccuvied by a fair mahogany 

covered with green cloth, around which were sea- 

tod quite a number of daintily dressed gentlemen, 

avho stylad themselves attornoys-at-law. Seated in 

the:eentre and rear, on an clevated platform domi- 

natifig the humbis dask of the clerk, were a couple 

of grave clderly gentlemen, with keen eyes, and 

placid faces, whose posts of honor indicated the 

_udicial nature of their functions. 

The ease, which was already up for hearing, was, 

asl cipovied, one of sasault aud battery, The 

crowded with quite a 

1, consisting of a 

Paralle 

the court-room, 

—— a  — — — — + 
Cw a ————. — 

is, that T| 

was there, and while there it became my fortune | 

to meet ance again with my old acquaintance Peter | 

1008 | 

and blackened | 

eyes exhit nted by ma ny of the BH otats 1) it Was | white ! andki 

to the | f 

The cen- | 

THE CARLETON SENTINEL. 
BD ——— 
Be EU ———— 

| ucts, as they were dimly elivited, appear to have 
| been as follows :— 

The Irish, who wore the defendants, had, some 
| short timo previous, been invited to wake one Mr. 
| McShane, at a short distance in the country, while, 
on the same evening, the Germans had been out 

dancing at one of their customary festive balls.— 
These two parties returning homewards somewhere 
in the small hours, met ; and meeting, fought ; but 
who began the affray, seomed as difficult of disco- 
very as the philosopher’s stone. 

Just as I entered, the counsel for the defence 

was in the act of examining a slip of paper. Pre- 
sently he said to the clerk : 

“¢ Call Peter Mulrooney, if you please.” 
What do you expeet to prove by him ?’’ said 

the attorney for the prosecution. 
‘¢ A-great deal that may take you by surprise,’ 

rosponded the other, with a smile. 

“ Ah! I dare say,” said the prosecuting attor- 
ney, whom we shall call Mr. Bibulous, these Irish 
always hang together.” 

*¢ Speak your sentiments more plainly,’* said the 
other with a laugh ; ¢ perhaps you would rather 
they should hang together.”’ 

““ I don’t know,” said Bibulous, who, being of 

opposite politics to the Irish party in T——, regard- 
ed them with no little aversion. 

¢¢ Peter Mulrooney,’’ cried the clerk. 
¢¢ Peter Mulrooney,”” exclaimed the stentorian 

crier. 

There was no answer beyond a quick shuffling of | 

feet, and an eager whispering, in which a touch of 
the brogue predominated. 

¢ Silence!” shouted the crier. And then hecall- | 
ed out again at the top of his voice— 

¢¢ Peter Mul-rooney.” 

“ Whist! ye omadhown !”’ gaid Peter, who had 

—
 

all this time been standing quietly by the side of | 
the other, * Sure, as I'm not a little gosseon lost | 

in a crowd, there's no nade to bellow after me like | 

a great bull calf,”’ 

a
 
—
 

““ Why didn’t you answer then ?”’ 
surlily. 

‘“ Arrah, betther manners to ye!” 

ter. 

said the erier, | 

retorted Pe- | 
‘““ Would I be afther disturbin’® their honors | 

in that dirty way; an’ I a gintleman of standin’ | 
and a tacher of the deceneies ?"° 
“You swear Mr. Mulrooney,"’ 

preferring the hook. 

““ Do you take me for a haytlien ? 7’ gid Peter 
indignantly. ¢¢ Sure its not réspectful to swear in 
a court of justice.’ 

said the clerk, 

| ¢* But you must swear,”’ said the clerk, sharply. 

| ¢ Did yer honors iver hear the jee 0° thi 1 of 
said Peter, appealing to the Bench. A christi 

| man, an’ barrin® he has 

an’ put on a sthrange 

a daecent lookin’ man too, 

lost his erop of hair intirely— 

thatch, '—the elerk wore a wizg—*¢ to make 

mo vulgariously an’ feloniously swear before: the 

face of yer honors, an’ the gintlemen of the jury, 

an’ the gintlemen of the bar. Oh! hut the vartue 

in me won't let me do that same." 

the judges, striving 

| to repress the quivering about the muscles of hia 
| lips—his associate was stufing a white handker- 

into his mouth—** Mulrooney, you 

| aware that it is always neces: 

lookin’ 

¢ Mulrooney,” said one of 

must be 

ary for a witness to 

take an oath beforo he can be permitted to give 

| evidence at the bar.” 

| ¢¢ Sure, sir, [ know,"’ 
| 6c’ 

said Peter, inne IOTRALY. 

I'hat is what the clerk requires of you,” con- 

tinued the judge, who added, with a faint attempt 

at gravity ; 4 you will also recolicet that it is ou 

duty to commit any 
vr 

ne to prison for contemptuous 

| behaviour in court.”’ 

*¢ Lona life to yer honor,’ 
vv 

a bit I'll difgrace myself 

raid Peter, 

by hurtin’ 

¢¢ gorra 

the feelins of 

speetable gray-haired gintleman like yerself, 

3) broth 

1 ‘ ~ 

wenerdo ston to sig 

any ro . 

or ya'er honor’ er yonder, who is ailin® his 

ip the hunger paies 

Deed, sir, I'd take grate shame to myself if 1 did.’ 

said the nodding hastily 

to the clerk, and sinking back in his well cashion- 

ed seat. 

¢ Now, Mr. Mulroonev,”’ aid the, counscl for 

his friends, *ftell us what you may know cbout 
this affair,” ’ 

| Peter's story is pat 

to his fr iend MoShan's 

*¢ Swear him,” judge, 

He had been 

ad returned 

marole. 

memory, “lear enough “Beller beens’ suddenly 
very hazy. 

undry of the Irish being soundly pummelled by 

the Germans, pummelled quite as soundly their 
antagonists m return. 

The cross-examination now commenced, and as 

Peter caught up and repelled every move of the keen 
- witted attorney, the contest between native shrewd- 
‘ness and cultivated sharpness, became graduelly 
| very exciting, 
| “Well, Mr. Mualrooney,” said the Attorney, 

All that he could recollect was that | 

4 you say you left home in the evening, to assist in 

- 

observing this national custom of yours. About 
what time in the evening ?”’ 

*¢ Deed, sir,’’ replied Peter with the utmost sim- 
plicity, ¢ but that bates me to say. 'Twas betwixt 
and betwane sun-down and moon-rise."’ 
“You are at least sure of that, I suppose,” said 

the attorney, quickly. 
““ Oh, by the powers ! that I am,” said Peter, 

with a keen twinkle of the eye. 
‘“ Have you an almanae, Mr. Clerk ; pray secat 

what time the sun set and the moon roso on the 
eighth of April last.” 

““ Sun set on the eighth of April,”’ drawled the 
clerk, in his usual nasal tone, ‘at twenty four 
minutes after six, and the moon rose twenty cight 
minutes after eleven ”’ 

There was a sudden roar throughout the Court 
like the rurge of a wave upon the sca beach ; the 
face of the prosecuting attorney flushed erimson, 
while Peter Mulrooney looked the very picture of 
unconscious innocence. 

““ You must speak to the point, witness,” gaid 
the judge, with all the sharpness he could command. 
“ Your answer is impertinent.” 

““ Troth, yer honor,” said Peter respectfully, 
‘it’s sorry Lam for that. Sure. 'tis the truth I'm 
telli” by vartue of my oath.” 

““ What o'clock in the evening was it, sir," said 
the prosecuting attorney, whose red nose was now 
getting fiery. 

““ Sorra bit I know,”’ said Peter. 

“Think ; fix upon some daily ocenrrence for 
your guide, and tell the jury if it was before or 
after,” 

““ Oh!" raid Peter, apparently reflecting a little, 
‘“ it was afther tay.” 

¢ Ah, now we shall get at it,’ exclaimed Mr, 
Bibulous triumphantly. ¢ It was after tea, you 
say. Well, sir, at what hdur do you usually take 
your tea?’* 

* That depends upon convenience,”’ said Pe- 
ter, with an air of the most profound thought.— 
‘“ Sometimes we have tay for dinner, and sometimes 
we have dinner for tay.”’ 

The attorney looked vexed. “I want to know vour 
usual hour for taking the evening meal we call tea. 
Is it four, five, six, seven, or eight o’clock.’’ 

‘“ Yea, sir, that's the truth !’’ said Peter, nodding 
bis head. 

“ Which of 

sharply. 

“If it would be pleasing you not to ha afther 
bothering a poor boy, I'd be thankful,’ 

those hours?’ eaid the atterney, 

* paid Peter. 

“ 1t's little I know about the one al the other 

we dhrive the tay und down the night so.” 

¢¢ The attorney bit his lips—¢ Are you married, 

sir?’ said he, 

“ Oh, but that dos be bothering me intirely.— 

Sura IT think 80.7" 

“ What! don’: you ko w whether you are mar- 
ried or not ?”’ 4 : 

¢ Alsy—aisys if you 

some quest ion to ans 

lie, Misthress 

me wanst ; 

time up a 

C Ptis a trouble- 

By, an’ that’s no 

Diddy Conone: courted and married 

bat it strikes me that Imust bea w iddy 

now.”’ 

¢“ A widdower, you mean ; I suppose 
is dead, then.” 

‘ Who, Biddy Connolly? 

your wife 

Troth, sir, it's my 
sarious opinion the fat ould woman is 

hersell 

uas.’’ 
Y 

presaryin’ 

for another husband twenty years forenenst 

You are divoreed, are you?’ raid theattorney, 

looking significantly at tl 

“Ha! ha! hero's a prett; 

“¢ Divoreed, not a bi it of 1 

¢¢ Separated then?” 
’ mi , . -n A - > 

“That's 15," said } 

nry, as much as to say, 10 J 

y witness for you !’ 

t,’" said P eter pry 

eter, and then burstinz out 

, he added, ¢¢ Oh, by the mo- 

lad I was when Mich: ial Connolly 

came back [rom his shipwreek, and aised me EN 
g : 

ders of the matrimonial de 
sc \YV 

" 

into a low, rich 

rial, but it was ¢ 

| aver.” 

licn you reached 
MeShone, what ai id 

LY 

the house of the late Mr. 

vou and your party do?” 

¢ YWint in, sir !”? said Peter, with a utmost 

simplicity. 

¢* What next?’ 

“ Gave Dennis MeShane as dacent a wake as ever 

was sen ou? of ould Ireland.” 

¢* Now Mr, Mulrooney, you have told us you were 

=| present when this riog took place. I wish you 
to state distin ietly who began it ?”’, 

y, 'd like e,’” said Peter, 

Brably as he moot n of hi 

man fike FodiniE: if ye can tell me when two 
clouds come thegither, an’ strike fightin’, which of 
the two struck first.” 

*¢ This is no answer. Clouds cannot be compa 
red with two parties of drunken men.” 
“1 think the answer quite pertinent,” said the 

attorney [or the defence, with a smile; “for both 
clouds and mew appear to Lave been charged with 
the fluid,” 

- - — _ 

‘“ Ah, ba!" maid Mr. Bibulous, nodding sigmi- 
cantly at Peter ; ‘¢ ah, ha! the man is mo fool, 1 
seo 199 

“I'd he sorry to consradiet your experienes,*’ 
said Peter smoothly ; an’ to be equal, I'd like te 
return the compliment, but for the vartue of me 
oath.” 
“ What kind of a piece of road was it where this 

affray took place,” said the attorney, angrily: 
¢ was it straight or crooked.” 
¢ Natherally it was as straight and purty a pies 

of road as ye'd like to look at; but circumstanti- 
ally, it was as crooked as a gintleman that has lost. 
his timper,’’ said Peter. 

‘“ How do you make that out?” 
“Sure it was the liquor that made the difforence.** 
‘“ Oh, then you contess to your party having 

been drunk.” 
‘ It’s my sarious opmion that it was them Gar- 

mens that was batin’ about like a wreck at say! 
and that my friends behaved themselves like dacent 
gintlemen, but it’s not aisy to say.” 
“ When you were at Mc¢Shano's did you eat and 

and drink 7" 
*“ Sure, sir, what did we go there for? Would: 

ye huve us starvin wid the hunger, on an ogeasion 
the likes of that ?”? 
“ Certainly not—of course, certainly not. Now 

please to tell the jury what the refreshments conais- 
ted of 2° 
“ Lashin’s of atin’ and dhrinkin,” said Peter, 

boldly. 
‘“ Never mind the eating; what kind of drink 

had you?" 
“ Poteen !”’ saad Peter ¢¢ wid the thrue flavor of 

the pots about it.” 
‘““ Poteen ! poteen!”’ said the lawyer, as if affeo- 

ting ignorance of the liquor. ¢ Pray, Mr. Mul- 
rooney. will you oblige me by explaining what 
poteen is?’ 

‘“ Arra,”’ said Peter, slyly casting his eyes at the 
rubicund nose of the questioner, ‘¢ as if ye dihn’t 
know !"’ 
The prosecuting attorney, with his obnoxious 

nasal organ growing redder and redder, turned to 
tho bench and gestienlated vehemently. What he 
said could not be heard amid the storm of laughter. 

¢“ Silence !”’ shouted the crier. 
“ YWitness,” said the judge, absolutely smorting 

in the effort to maintain a beeoming gravity.— 
‘“ Witness, this cannot be allowed any longer.— 
What is the reason you evade u direct reply to the 
questioner? Answer ham ; he must be answered.” 

““ Troth, sir, I'll do that thing. The raison ?7— 
Sure I suppose it was makin’ fun of me he wae.” 

¢ Why shonld you suppose that ?"’ said the at- 
torney, fiercely. 

‘“ Bekase, as T looked at your Vesuvious of a 
ose I thought you must be well acquainted with 
. crater.”’ 
The judges fell back and exploded ; the prosecu- 

ting attorney sunk into a chair as if a ten pound 
shot had fallen suddenly upon his head ; the audi- 
tors were almost purple in the face; and there 
stood Peter, looking all about him with a sort of 
inquiring wonder upon his face, as if utterly un- 
concious of any cause for such a noisy outbreak. 

“‘ Have you done with the witness?’ inquired the 
council for the defence. 

““ Let him go,” aid the attorney sharply; «1 
can do nothing with him. 

Peter’s eyes now fairly twinkled. As he left the 
box, he threw down the corners of his mouth with 
the most sovereign contempt, 

“ Augh!” he muttered. “Tt ud take a dozen 
lTttle red nosed men to hate Pether Mulrooney, 
ayther with the tongue or the shillelah, I does be 
thinkin’.”’ 

ed EF — 

A Besvrizvn Exrracr.—~Whep the summer of 
youth is slowly wasting away into the night of 
age and the shadows of past years grow deeper, aa 
life wears a to its close, it is pleasant to look 
turough the vista of time upon the sorrows and: 
felicities of our earlier years. If we have a home 
to shelter and hearts to rejoice us, and friends have 
been gathered toxether, around our firesides, then 
the rough places of our wayfaring will have been 
worn and smoothed away, in the twilight of life. 
while the sunny spots we have passed through will 
erow brighter and more beautiful. Happy, indeed 
are those whose intercourse with the world has nos 
changed the helier feeling, or broken.the musical 
chords of the heart, whose v ibrations ars so melo- 
dious, so tender and tozching, in the evening of 

: ¢ 

ad, ha Ee the 
Leglalafre of Maine, and reesived the approval of 
the Governor, which permits foreigners te be ownere 
of landed Property in that State. 

WNW Pee c—— ——— 

Accounts from Tiflis, via, St. Petersborg, men- 
tion that Gen. W iilidmas had left for Moscow, in 
improved health, 


