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“THE LITTLE REBEL.”

“Father! father! De come here!
Father, don’t you here! Please come,
quick.”

Abraham Lincoln sat with Secretary
Stanton in the busy office at the White
House, in 1862, while “little Tad” called
from the [hall below; but getting no an-
swer he rashed into his father’s presence,
laid his hand on his arm, and said: “O
father, do come down and see the poor
man and the little girl. She cries so,
father, and she says Mr. Lincoln can cure
her papa, she knows.”

Secretary Stanton asks, ‘“Tad won’t I do

as well? Let me go, while your father
signs these papers.”

“No, no! Just father; he's the best—
he helps everybody, you know.”

Mr, Lincoln could no more refuse his
little eager boy than he could stop the
war; so he slowly rose, took Tad by the
hand, and went down the stairway into
the large hall; and lying on the marble
floor, with an old gray coat under his head,
they found a dying man. Close beside
him, with her small hands clasped around
his neck, knelt a child, a blue-eyed
little girl, about eight years old.

She raised her wild, tearful face and
sobbed, “Oh, Mr. Lincoln, they told me if
I could get to Washington you would cure
my papa. See—see how cold and tired he
is! And now he is going to sleep.”

Tad tugged at the long coat till his tall
father knelt down too, and laid his dark
face on the old jacket that had already
ceased to stir, with the heart underneath.
The servants and a surgeon came, they
laid the man on a cot; but he was dead.

The great east room of the White House
was then used as a hospital. The beauti-
ful carpet had been taken up, covers had
been drawn over the satin and velvet fur-
niture, and the vast place, eighty-six feet
long and forty feet wide, was closely filled
with cots, mattresses and blankets. One
could just pass between the rows of wound-
ed and dying men.

The little girl watched eagerly every
movement of the doctor, and when Mr.
Lincoln said in a low veice, “Come now—
come with Tad, my dear,” she seemed to
know the truth. She threw herself
across the cot, kissing the stiil face, run-
ning her fingers through the matted hair,
and calling, “Papa, do you hear me?”’
But thesoldier had gone beyond the roll-
call and battlefield, and the sad President
bent tenderly over him with a heart heavy
and bowed down with care.

Suddenly one long cry and the doctor
took the child in his arms and carried her
to Mrs. Lincoln’s room, where she lay for
hours like one dead. She looked like a
bit of a flower grown uuder 2 warm South-
ern sky, but a storm had swept over the
blossom. She had wonderful eyes, such as
the Indians would call “eyes of the sky,”
soft, fair cheeks, yellow, tangled hair, and
guch a pretty throat, over which somebody
had pinned a rag of a shawl. The little
body was extausted and worn with the

journey; her whole nature had sunk under
the strain.

Pinned to the bosom of her torn waist
was a ragged strip of paper on which was
written in pencil :

To President Abraham Lincoln: This man will
be passed through the lines. He will die. The
family are kitled. 1 can’t separate the child
from him. Take care of her. Name, Tennes-
see Carter. U. S. GRANT.

“God pity and bless her!” said Mr, Lin-
coln, as he went back to his work.

“Where is mother, and why don’t she
come ?” asked the impatient Tad, as he
wandered up and down behind the doctor
and the servants while “little Missy” was
made comfortable. \

“Don’t know, Master Tad, but what do
you think she will say to this child?”

“Now, Albert,” Ted answered, very con-
fidently, “you know that my own father
said she was to stay here in this very place
with me, and mother’ll think that’s all
right, too.”

And she stayed, In the delirium of
fever she sang “Dixie,” talked about home
and the flowers, of “Joe,” ard “mamma ;”
and the blue eyes opened to strange faces
as she lay in the pretty south room of the
President’s home. She was nursed by
“Mammy Jane,” and held tenderly on her
big black breast, and soothed with all the
love and all the crooning scngs of Mammy’s
warm heart.

“De Lawd love de po’ lamb—po’ lamb,”
she would say, as she bent her gaily tur-
baned head over the sunny curls; and “de
good Lawd hol' de sweet lamb on His
heart.”

“Mammy, sing, sing!” Tennie would
cry; “sing ‘Maryland, my Maryland, as
papa did.”

Everybody in the White House loved
the pretty child. The busy Secretaries on
their way to the Cabinet meetings always
giveTad and his companion a word as they
passed them in the wide halls or out on
the green between the War Department
and the Executive Mansion. They named
her “the little rebel,” and Tad claimed her
as his own.

But the big house was full of confusion;
the summer nights were plaintive with the
groans of the wounded and dying; the
streets echoed to little besides the march-
ing of armies and the beating of drums.
Tennie watched, with sad, pitving eyes, the
pale-faced men who came to see Mr. Lin-
coln, and Mammy begged to take her to a
new home. A lady in Georgetown had
two little girls, and she would take good
careof “the little rebel.”” So Tennie went
to her new home.

The war was over. Our sad-eyed, over-
burdened President had toiled, suffered
and borne a troubled nation on his heart—
and died.

Little Tad seldom smiled. He said to
Secretary Chase one day: “My father never
was happy here in this house; but God has
taken him now in a nice home, where they
dor’t have soldiers and a war!”

He went to say good-by to Tennie, and
it was a sad sight to see the pretty child
cling to Tad, the small brown head of the
boy touching the yellow curls, and the
bitter tears running down the fair cheeks
of one and the brown ones of the other.

“Tad, I never will be happy again,
never!” sobbed Tennie. “You are my
best, my first friend, Tad. Don’t you re-
member that awful day >—and your father,
Tad, and—"

“Q), Tennie, don’t, don’t, I can’t bear it.
My father has gone now to live in the same
beautiful city with yours, and that's what
the lovely verse is about—‘The blues and
the grays””

That was the last time Tad ever saw his
little friend.

* * ® #* * ®

From 1862 till 1872! Howthe tenyears
had blessed “the little rebel,” as if they
loved her! The warm color lay on her
cheeks and the golden sunshine on her
hair. She was pretty, very pretty, and
she had missed none of the refinements ot
a good education. Secretary Chase had
given her a desk in one of the depart-
ments. The little penciled letter was her
only inheritance, and a most sacred treas-
are. It bore the added signature “Tad
Lincoln”—"to remember us by, Tennie—
father and me,” Tad had said one day,
proudly. ;

Monsienr Fontaine, our Minister from
France, lived in an old bistoric house on
Georgetown Hights. His three small boys
spent all their hours out of school at their
boat-house on the Potomae. Tennie’s house
was close by, and the little boys had confi-
dentially told therr mamma that Miss
Tennie was “the sweetest girl in the
world,” and mamma had no trouble in be-
lieviug the boys.

One night in May, as Tennie was com-
ing from the office, she saw far out from
the shore a small boat, with its pretty flag
lazily hanging from the bow, and Pierre,
the eldest boy, rowing 1dly along, while
her pet, little Andre, only foar years old,
leaned over the side of the boat, with his
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dimpled bare arm and hand dipping into
the water.  She cried, “O, Andre, sit up!
don’t lean over! Pierre, see!”

But neither heard; the sparkling water
seemed to charm the baby eyes. Suddenly
a shriek, a splash! And he had gone
over!

“Pierre, put out your oar,” Ten-
nie. The little yhead was oﬁtsg;dsight.
Tennie tore off her shoes, hat, and a heavy
skirt and ran up the narrow pier, and be-
fore a single man could reach them she
jumped off into the Potomae. =~ She called
to some men as she ran: “Follow me
closely with a boat! Don’t wait; I can
swim to them.”

Only a white face and two slender
wrists and hands in sight. The dress
dragged her down. Again the white face
—a few bold, fearless strokes for life! She
grasped the long curls on the little head as
it rose again, and swam toward the shore
with the child’s face close to her shoulder.
They both sank; but one, two, four men
reached out to them, and strong arms
lifted them into the boat. The crowds on
shore were wild with hurrahs and cheers,
and Tennie and her boy were carried to
her home, amid tears, prayers and rejoic-
ing.

Down the road Andre’s father had
heard of the accident, and with a face as
white as Tennie followed the crowd. Doc-
tors came ; they rolled the little body on
the floor, they used all the restoratives
possible; at last, against his father’s
breast, the faintest flutter came to the lit-
tle heart, and then the childish voice mur-
mured, “Oh, papa; dear papa—dear Ten-
nie.”

In another room willing hands minis-
tered to Tennie, while little groups stood
outside the door, some praying, some cry-
ing. After a chill came a fever, then de-
lirium. Tennie talked about the cold
water and Andre, sang snatches of hymns,
laughed as she held some imaginary treas-
ure in her bare white arms, sang in broken
French Andre’s baby songs, and “Dixie”
and “My Maryland” fell softly from her
lips, like an almost forgotten joy.

Through many days and nights the doc-
tor came and went. Monsieur and Mad-
ame Fontaine scarcely left the house, and
kept their servants in readiness to answer
any summons, but life came back with the
summer roses, and Andre once more dried
his eyes and took his old place by the side
of his “only dear love,” reverently wor-
shiping her. In the Fontaine carriage, be-
side the “chere maman,” the summer morn-
ings or the cool evenings found the invalid
driving over the hills of Maryland.

July was very warm and dry and the
broad avenues of the capital were deserted
for the mountains or the sea. The Fon-
tains went to Atlantic City, and, in spite
of vigorous protests, Tennie was their
guest. “Yon know, my dear child, you
are our own now, since you gave us back
Andre,” said the grateful parents; and “la
charmante mademoiselle’ was feted and ad-
mired to the great satisfaction of her
young friends.

The Glee Club from the Princeton Col-
lege came down to enjoy themselves a few
days on the beach and give a few concerts
at the hotels, and the guests crowded the
great ball-rooms. Handsome Madame
Fontaine with her little family sat close
to the improvised stage. Master Andre
had persuaded “his love” to let Finette
dress her hair and put on her one of his
mamma’s French gowns; so, “for fun,”
Tennie appeared in blue and gold, with
her shining bair wrapped in softest lace.
Papa threw up his hands and exclaimed,
“Ah, Andre, your love is too beautiful for
us to-night! Some fairy will fly away
with her.”

The hall was packed, and the boys were

encored until Jack Somers exclaimed,
“Hold on, now! We're growing too
famous. I'm hoarse as a crow.”

They had given glees, ballads, songs of
the North and of the South ; they were to
close with *“ Home, Sweet Home.” A tall,
pale-faced boy among the students leaned
overand whispered; in a moment the whole
chorus burst forth with “ Maryland, my
Maryland.” With strong, sweet clearness
the melody thrilled the audience; the last
refrain almost sobbed away into silence.
The pale boy leaned his head on his hands;
and Andre drew his little arm closer about
“his love,” for a shiver seemed to pass over
her, and tears dropped fast on the beauti-
ful lace across her breast.

A gentleman with a kindly face under
his gray hair, and the gold stars of a Gen-
eral on his broad shoulders, stepped off the
stage, and after the concert he followed
Mr. Fontaine as he took his late walk on
the beach. An hour later, and they had
tasked over the story of “the little rebel,”
and her strange connection with the French
family. They sat on the wide veranda until
the bands had ceased to play. The college
boys had danced with the prettiest girls,
and walked in the glory of a full moon on
the beautiful beach until tired, and then
said, *“Good-night.”

“[ say, Joe, didn’t we give your old
Maryland a good send-off though, to-night?
She took, didn't she? There’s a mystery
somehow about that French young lady.
Did you notice how she got pale, and then
red, and cried, and stared at you so?”

“Come now, George,” said Joe, “don’t
say she stared at me. Her lovely blue
eyes just fixed themselves on the singers,
and 2

“Boys,” spoke up their leader, “that girl
looks enough like Joe to be his blood rela-
tion—much as ‘Beauty’ yon know can be
like the ‘Beast, hey? But, honest now,
there never were two pairs of eyesso much
alike !”

“I couldn’t keep my eyes off her,” said
another; “and when we sang ‘My Mary-
land’ she looked like an angel in tears!”
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Tennie and her boys were early on the
beach the next morning. It was evident
that something was going on. The Glee
Club stood about in little groups. The
pale boy called “Joe” walked with the
General, whom everybody seemed to know
and speak with. At last M. Fontaine
took Tennie by the hand and said, “My
dear, let me introduce you to Mr. Carter.
He may be a cousin; who knows? He
bears the same name, you see.”

Tennie shook hands and said: “I am
very glad to meet you, Mr. Carter. The
name is uncommon here, but very common
in the South, I think.”

“Yes,” replied Joe ; “in Virginia I know
a dozen families, and my Uncle Samuel,
of Richmond, has six boys.”

Tennie looked into his face steadily and
asked, “What was your father’s name?
Was he in the army?”

“Yes, Miss Carter, he was Killed in the
war, and his name was 44

Tennie stepped closer, piaced her hand
on his arm, and said, “Did he leave any
children—but you?”

“His name was Joseph, Miss Carter, and
I was the only child left after that dread-
ful battle.”

Tennie clasped both hands now on his
coat sleeve, and gasped, “Did you have a
little sister called ‘Tennie? and >

The big breakers swept over the sandy
beach with a roar, drowning the sweet
voice.

“Oh, I did! Idid! little yellow-haired
Tennie; but she died in the hospital, with
our father.’

Just that minate, George, Jack, and the
other boys came walking along.

“What's this?” burst from the lips of a
dozen Princeton students at once. For
richt before their very eves there stood
Joe—pale, big-eyed Joe—holding the beau-
tifal young lady in his arms, and, s:u_d
Jack, " “hugging her like a great bear.”

Joe folded the white hands closer about
his neck, laid his hand on her pretty head,
and called, loud enough for the ships at
sea to hear, “ Boys! Come, all of yoa!
Come here! This is Tennie! my own
littlé sister Tennie. Oh! I'm going to cry
like a girl—I must!”

Pale, very pale, Tennie clung to her
brother. The big General, the Fontaines,

the excited boys, the strangers on the

' beach, all joined in the rush of congratula-

'tions. But nobody could find Master
Andre. They looked everywhere. At last
Tennie got sight of a pair of small legs,
clad in velvet breeches, hanging off a pile
of lumber, and above the legs the little,
dirty, tear-stained face of her “only love.”

“I don’t care! I mever thought you'd
hug any boy but me, either,” said that jeal-
ous young man.

And so the story of “the little rebel”—
Abraham Lincoln’s little golden-haired
waif—was told to everybody.

The children had strayed, no one could
tell how, amid the shot and shell, and in
the turmoil of battle, and the confusion of
the battlefield, the burning of the towns
and the taking of prisoners, they had been
saved. A wealthy citizen of Philadelphia
had gone down the Potomac, after a battle;
to find the body of an only son. With a
broken heart and his brain almost crazed,
his eyes fell upon a little lad ten years old,
who said, “Can you find my father and
T(_agnie? They were here, the General
said.”

And so the little boy found a father and
mother, and now—Tennie!

* * * * * *

Five years later, and the Princeton Glee
Club had a reunion ; the old members came
from Florida and Maine.

The old mansion on Georgetown Heights
was filled with guests. Down the broad
stairway into the drawing-room came a
fair sweet girl in simple white, leaniang on
the arm of M. Fountaine. There seemed
to be no best man, no bridesmaids, but one
tall, slender boy, carried a huge basket of
roses.

“Brother Joe” gave way the bride, the
big, gray-haired General took the first
kiss, and the delighted bridegroom was no
other than “Jack.” Andre emptied the
whole bushel of roses over “his love,” as
she knelt on the pretty cushion, and be-
fore the wedding breakfast was served
Jack disappeared. Out on the verandah
stood the club—not one missing; and Jack
—happy Jack !—was leader still.
“Maryland, My Maryland!” they sang,
with all their heartsin every werd—the
sweet, clear notes of the old home song.
Tennie stood silent and with a sweet
dignity listened to the end. Then she
turned to Joe, and throwing her arms
about his neck, said: “Oh, if ‘little Tad’
could only see us now, and Mr. Lincoln—
and, Joe dear, if our father and mother
could see their ‘little rebel. "—Margaret
Spencer in Demorest's Magazine.

TRAINING THE LITTLE ONES.

Example Better Than Precepi—And Both
Are Good.

Training by precept is, of course, far
better than no training at all ; but the rea-
son it usually fails is that children gener-
ally do just as moither does—or father too,
for that matter. Therefore, a careless,
slovenly housekeeper, and one who gives
no evidence of a sense of responsibility to
God or her neighbor, can hardly expect to
see hersons or her daughters grow up into
careful, wise and noble manhood and wo-
manhood.

If a newly-married woman knows her
education in these matters has been neg-
lected it is her solemn duty to make up at
once for that lack of training, so that when
she becomes the mother of children, and
because she is a wife, and much of her
husband’s prosperity will depend upon her
co-operation, she shall not make others
suffer for her shortcomings, but will be
able, both by precept and exzmple, to
train up her children in the way they
should go.

On reflection, a sensible, newly married
woman will realize the importance of the
position she has assnmed, and of its proba-
ble, or at least possible, future solemn re-
sponsibilities, the rearing of young chil-
dren, and the molding of their lives, tem-
poral and spiritual. There is hardly a
sadder sight than that of a family of little
children growing up without moral or
mental training, and consequently devoid
of any special sense of duty toward God or
man. No, the good and the wise mother
is she who, besides caring for their physi-
cal needs, insures their mental and moral
well-being by proper training, If a wo-
man finds herself lacking, and hence per-
sonally unfitted for such training, she can
most assuredly teach herself, and certainly
any woman should be an apt pupil to so
interested a teacher as herself.—Mail and
Express.

THE HOUSEHOLD.

WiNTER SuccorAsH.—This can be made
of dry Lima beans and canned corn which
may be left from former dinners. Warm
them over together with a little milk and
butter, and thicken the milk with a little
flour.

BrowN BrEAD.—One pint of Indian
meal, one-half cup of molasses, one table-
spoonful of salt, two-thirds cup of yeast and
one pint of hot water; mix, let it rise,
steam three or four hours and brown the
top a little in an oven.

Hazen Pupping—Beat two eggs very
well, add to them one gill of new milk,
two ounces of castor sugar, one ounce of
finely shred orange peel, and enough
1 nunded nuts to form a stifi' paste. Bakein
s huttered dish for an hour.

'AKED STEAK.—A good way to cook
ste. & when the top of the stove is occupied
is 1o place it in a tin, season with pepper
and salt, cover with another tin and bake
one hour. To those that relish them,
onions placed between the slices make an-
other dish for the tabie.

Roasr ParTrIpGES.—Pluck, draw and
wipe dry, cut off the head, leaving suffi-
cient skin on the neck to skewer back, rub
with salt and pepper and sprinkle a little
sage inside, bring the legs closc to the
breast, pass skewer through the thick part
of the thighs, roast thirty minates, baste
with butter frequently, and serve with
gravy and fried balls of dressing.

CraickeN Porpie—One pair of chick-
ens, joint them and boil in three quarts of
water, with a few slices of salt pork added;
season with salt and pepper. When they
are nearly done add a crust made of
one quart of flour, one saltspoonful of salt,
four tablespoonfuls of baking powder, mix
with water or milk to a stiff’ batter and
drop into the kettle while the chicken is
boiling ; cover very close and cook half an
hour.

Excrisg Murrins.—Makeup overnight
one quart of flour with cold water as soft as
you can handle it. Put in a little salt and
a quarter cake (dissolved) of Vienna yeast.
Stir together and set aside in a2 warm
place. The next morning beat up one egg,
volk and white separately, to a stiff paste.
Put itin the mixture and beat well with a
spoon. Bake in large muffin rings on a
griddle.

Heap Caeese.—Clean and scrape the
pigs’ heads, boil them in salted water until
the flesh loosens from the bones. Take out
the meat, season with salt and pepper in
the proportion of one ounce of pepper to
four of salt, and any herbs you may prefer
—sweet basil and .thyme are good—stir
thoroughly, tie in a thin cloth and hang
it to drain. When perfectly cold and dry
take it from the cloth and put under
pressure to shape it for slicing.

Quince ‘WiNxe—Grate twenty large ripe
quinces, taking care not to touch the cores;
throw them into a gallon of spring water
and boil gently for twenty minutes. Strain
into an eartheaware pan on two pounds of
loaf sugar; add the peel and juice of two
large lemons; stir it about till cool, then
put in a piece of toast covered with brew-
ers’ yeast, and let the pan stand closely
covered for twenty-four hours. Take out
the toast and lemon peel, put the wine into
a cask, and let it stand three months be-
fore bottling. When the fruit is strained
it must be wrung hard through a coarse
cloth.

Dox't irritate yonr lungs with a stub-
born cough when a plessant and effective
remedy may be fonnd in Dr. J. H. Mec-
Lean’s Tar Wine Lung Balm,

| teft.
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BOWSER IN POLITIC3.

Mrs. B. Narrates His Bitter Experience
in an Aldermanic Contest.
[From the Detroit Free Press.]

“Well, what do you think?” queried
Mr. Bowser, as he looked up at me across
the supper table one evening.

“You—vyou haven’t been and bought
another horse, Mr. Bowser?”

“Horse! Can’t you think of anything
but horse? I suppose you'll throw that
horse up to me to your dying day ?”

“I'm so glad you have decided not to
buy another! Is itsome more chickens,
or a new fire-escape, or another dog to eat
us up?”

He turned pale and refused to say an-
other word for two hours. Then he could
Fold himself no longer, and he suddenly
observed :

“T suppose you will feel proud of the
title of Mrs. Ald. Bowser?”

“What do you mean?”

“Just what I say. You are soon to be
known as Mrs. Ald. Bowser.”

“Are you going to run for office ?”

“I am. Itwas all settled this afternoon.
I am going to be nominated for Alderman
of this ward.

“Mr. Bowser, itis impossible that you
are going to let them lead you into any
such foolishness! I thought that you had
a more level head than that, in spite of all
your mistakes.”

“My mistakes!’ he shouted, “Inever
made one in my life, except when I mar-
ried you! Level head! I'd like to see
some one who carries a more level head
than I do.”

“And so you are going to be Alderman ?”
“If I live.”

“But what for?”

“Because it is the wish of the people.
My country calls. The committee have
canvassed the ward, and concluded that I
was not only the best man for the office
but the only one who stood any show
azainst the vicious opposition. It is a sac-
rifice on my part, but the true patriot
must be ready to sacrifice.”
“I am so sorry.”
“Sosorry! For what?
been selected above all others? Because
honors have been thrust upon me? Mrs,
Bowser, you have never appreciated the
man you married, and you probably never
will.”

“Well, I shan’t say any more. It think
it is a put-up job to get money out of you,
and I know that a gang will be running
here after you. It's your own affair, how-
ever. Don’t blame me if you get left.”
“There you go! Alwaysopposed to me!
I can plainly see why some men never get
along. If I had a wife like some I know
of I'd have been Governor of theState long
ago. I'm going to run, however, and after
I'm elected you'll probably be just mean
enough to say you brought it about.”

I didn’t say any more. As soon as he
left the house next morning I prepared for
visitors, and I was not disappointed. He
was hardly out of sight before the bell
rang, and I cpened thedoor to find a dirty-
looking fellow with his hat on his ear, who
asked :

“Is Bowser home ?”

“No, sir.”

“Gets out pretty early,doesn’t he? Leave
any money for me?’

“No, sir.”

“He didn’t, eh? Purty specimer of a
candidate he is! Expects us to do all the
figurin’ fur nothin’, does he?”

“Who are you, sir ?”

“Who are 1,7 he repeated, as he slanted
his hat a little more and spit over his
shoulder. “I’m the party as carries this
ward in his vest pocket, I am, and if old
Jowse don’t cum down liberally he gets
Tell him to come and see me.”

Nine times that afternoon I answered
the bell to find a ward-heeler or some other
sort of political parasite on the doorstep.
One of them went so far as to ask me to
pledge Mr. Bowser to vote for him to run
one of the City Hall elevators. There were
three others waiting for him when he got
home to dinner, and I saw him give them
money. He came in excited and jubilant,
and when I told him what had occurred,
he replied :

“Let the dear people come! They
know that I am the man to do all I can for
them if I am elected, and elected I shall
be as sure as the sun rises on the day.
What do yon think? I was talking with
a prominent man belonging to the oppo-
sition, and he said it would be no use for
his party to put up a man against me.
Bowser stock is awey up, hey!”

For a week I lived in a state of miser-
able agitation. Every hour in the day a
ward-heeler rang the bell, and when he
wasp’t ringing it was some man who
wanted a sewer or other contract. Every
evening the house was full of poli-
ticians laying plans and guzzling down my
currant wine, and on three nights Mr.
Bowser had to “go the rounds” of the ward
and “see the boys”” On the last night I
had to help him up stairs, and the tears
rolled down his cheeks as he whimpered :
“Shay, Mre. Bowser, it just breaks my
heart to shee how e'r people love me.
They cry fr me, and—and I ecry f'r
zhem!”

This went on for a week, and then the
caucus was held to nominate. Mr. Bowser
said he would go through by acclamation,
but as the boys weuld expect some sort of
speech, not to say a key of beer, afterward,
he would have to be on hand. As soon as
nominated there would be no more heelers
running after him, and a nomination meant
election by a large majority. I didn’t say
much, but feli pretty sure how it would
come out.

Along about 9 o'clock he came home.
He was running. Ie also breathed hard
and looked white.

“What on earth is the matter now ?” I
asked as he banged into the hall.

“G—gone!” he gasped.

“How gone?”

“Gone up.”

“Mr. Bowser, tell me what has happened.
You act as if you had met a ghost and lost
your senses.”

“[—I didn’t get the nom—nomination!”
he whispered, his knees quaking so that he
had to sit down on s chair.

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because they concluded that Mr. Scott
was the more popular and the stronger
man.”

“What! That cross-eyed loafer who was
arrested only last week for whipping his
wife ?”

ll"—yﬁ.”

We looked at each other for a long time
without speaking. Then I said: .

“I thought the dear people loved you
Mr. Bowser.”

“Yes"?

“Yon were to be selected above all oth-
ers and honors thrust upon you.”

“X’es.'Y

“Your country called upon you to down
the vicious opposition. You were the
pa{pript. }'vho was ready to sacrifice himself.”

Because I have

“How much has this experience cost
you?”

“Four hundred.”

“Well, you have made a fool of yourself,
and I hope it will be a lesson to you. You'd
better go to bed.”

“1—1I guess I will.”

At midnight he woke up, sat up in bed,
and exclaimed :

“y00k here, old lady. I hope you feel
better, having accomplished your villain-
ous object ”

“What do vou mean?”

“I mean that you defeated me in the
caucus! Everybody knows you, and this
opportunity for revenge could not be
passed over. Mrs. Bowser, you have gone
a step too far! To-morrow I shall consult
a lawyer abont diverce proceedings.”

“Go to sleep.”

“Yes, I'll go to sleep; but don’t imagine
I shali forget or overlook your base duplic-
ity. I have borne and borne, but this is
the end!”

Next morning, however, he made no ref-
erence to the matter. and as some of his
party made him believe that he had been

[withdrawn in the interests of harmony, he
came home one day to observe:

“I hear that my name is being men-
tioned for Mayor, but I shan’t take the
nomination. I prefer to be a plain, hum-
ble citizen.”

FAITHFUL BUDGE.

Career of a Dog with the Army of the
Potomac.

“Speaking of dogs,” said General Joe
Bartlett a few evenings ago to General
McFeely, as he reflectively sent the smoke
of his cigar curling up to the ceiling, “do
you remember that big three-legged yel-
low dog called Budge that followed the
Army of the Potomac during the early
years of the war? Well, Budge was a
character, if I may be pardoned the ex-
pression. He was a patriotic dog, too, for
he was one of the first to get to the front
in 1861, with the three-months-men of
New York, of which he was a native.
Budge was a terrible fighter. I remember
when the troops were sent on the march to
engage in the first battle of Bull Run, he
chewed up every rebel dog en route. Every
man that wore the blue was Budge’s
friend, and took it upon himself to see
that he had the best the camp and the
country afforded. When the fight was well
under way on the plains of Manassas
it was fun to watch Budge chase the half-
spent cannon balls and shells as they rolled
along or plowed up the earth. It waswhile
engaged in this cheerful pastime that
Budge lost his left fore-leg; a cannon ball
took it clean off. We, who took an interest
in him, were about that time too much en-
gaged to look after wounded men, much
less dogs, therefore Budge was left on the
field as we supposed to die or fall into the
hands of the enemy.

*“Some days subsequent to the battle,
when we had all returned to our old camp-
ing ground, who should come limping in
on three legs, his tail wagging like mad
with joy, but old Budge. Well, sir, some
of the boys who witnessed the scene just
shed tears over the fidelity and loyalty of
that dumb brute. A surgeon of the
Twenty-seventh New York fixed up the
stump, and in the course of time it healed.
Budge was all through the Peninsula cam-
paign, and during the advance and retreat
he hobbled along, and during engagements
followed his favorite pasime, chasing
cannon balls and shells. Nothing could
abate his zeal in that direction. Budge
followed the troops back to Washington,
took part in the second battie of Bull Run,
the battle of South Mountain, and then
hobbled along until he reached Antietam.
In the Lattle of the second day Budge
chose to take part in the conflict on our
right, and seemed to enjoy it. He was
very busy that day, and had got so that he
could made good time on three legs. He
had plenty of balls and shells, I can tell
you, to look after, too. When the fight
was over along in the afternoon Budge was
missing. The next morning in passing
through the terrible cornfield in search of
our dead and wounded soldiers, some of
the boys ran across the lifeless body of old
Budge, and, by his side, was the body of a
wounded member of the brigade who had
been in the habit of feeding him. Budge,
he said, remained with him when he fell,
and when the rebels swept through the
cornfield in one of the numerous charges
made, Budge defended him against what
he knew was the assault of an enemy, and
was shot down, loyal to the last to the
cause, the old flag, and the Constifution
and the Union, too, if you please, if he was
nothing but a dog.”

How a Congressman Lives.
For a Congressman to live in the Capi-
tal—that is, to make even a very mediocre
figure in society — he must spend an
amount equal to at least twice his salary.
I should think $15,000 a year would hard-
ly go far in giving a man any*hing like a
prestige. I mean, of course, \ ¢ average
Congressman, the person who has neither
brilltancy nor social standing to commend
him. It isa fact, and a regrettable one,
that a Congressman is measured by the
money he spends, not by his ability or
werit. Take the average Congressman
who endeavors to live within his modest
salary and be lives in a very unpretentious
way. A cheap boarding-house, say from
$8 to $10 a week (boarding-house equal to
a clerk’s boarding-house in Philadelphia),
is his tempcrary home. His social life is
a narrow one, as must necessarily be the
life of a representative who has no wealth
to squander. He is a fit prey of the
lobbyist, an easy subject fcr shrewd job-
bers, for he sees the others living in clover
and knows that it is within his reach, and
the temptation is not always resisted. Bat |
take it all in all, the Congressmen do not |
always live “high,” not in the elegant
style which newspaper correspondents de-
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HUNTINGTON - x HOPKINS x COMPANY,

DEALERS IN GENERAL HARDWARE,
HOILIDAY PRESEINTS!

IN PLAIN AND FANCY CARVING SETS,
POCKET AND TABLE CUTLERY,

SHOTGUNS AND RIFLES, ETC.

Roofing, Sheet-iron Work and Repairing.

Sff.cramento.......: ....... []ptf’l‘uThS]...: ...... San Franolisco
! J |
CHAMBERLIN ¥ & x COX
Holla No: T ook Bove for . .......c i i, $10.
A Nickel-Plated Lamp, 60-Candle Power....cccccceeeevvvnnnenns $2.

Telephone, 224,

6138 K street............. R R AU IR ....Sacramento, Cal.

The Peerless!
TELIS .

Gloves, Feathers, Ribbons, Rugs, ete.
street, Sacramento, Cal.
IS UNSURPASSED.

THE FIRST PRIZE AT MECHANICS' FAIR (SAN FRANCISCO) IN 1885.

The Unexcelled!

TEHOMAS

ARISTAN DYEING AND CLEANING WORKS—SILKS, VELVETS, WOOLENS, LACES
T i f(éEf\-'TLEMgS';_(I).LUTIGIES REPAIRED. 707 J

J CESS of doing u AINS AND BLANKETS
B~ Perfect Work Gunmuteed‘.]

MAIN OFFICE AND WORKS, 27 TENTH 8T, SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., TT8

Goods Called for and Delivered. <8

Chinese Proverbs.

Those who eat crackers in bed must ex-
pect v sleep on the crumbs.

Better the head with the hair off’ than
the hair with the head off.

The half (baked) loaf is worse than no
bread.

The man who is always too late for the
tide will never be seasick— Detroit Journal.
IT never failed to cure dyspepsia and
liver complaint. Take Simmons Liver
Regalator.

DR. SCHENCK’S

SEAWEED TONIC

has no equal in nature as a toning and puri-
fying agent,

L /1t helps the work of the Mandrake Pill
) (Su«'ams systems weakened lisease
=3 Preserves the tone of stomach, livera
<z / howels

X \Purifies and enriches the blood,

et gesappetite and helpsnutrition
7] Braces the organs till they act naturally,

\Builds and strengthens the whole man,

Do not fail to send for Dr. Schenck’s new
and admirable treatise on the Lungs, the
Liver, and the Stomach, with their ¢ ses
and cure. It abounds in excellent informa-
tion, and will give you ideas about these
vital organs and the laws of health you never
bad before. Sent free.

DR.SCHENCK’S MEDICINES

Pulmonic Syrup,
Seaweed Tonic,
Mandrake Pills,

PURELY VEGETABLE,

are for sale by all Druggists. Full printed
directions with each package. Address all
communications to Dr. J. H. Schenck & Son,
Philadelphia, Pa. :

light in picturing. Very few, if any, of
them save any money out of their salary. |
It is possible for a man to live, but his |
standing is impaired and his prospects
damaged beyond repair. There is no |
reason why a man could not live within !
his means beyond that of social pleasure. |
— Washington Star.

Where Rattlers Are.

A trustworthy citizen of Clinch county;
Georgia, which is noted for its rattlesnakes;
tells a strange story. One afterroon re-
cently his little boy went out to hunt the
calves, not far away from the house, and

HUMPHREYS'

Dr. HUMPHREYS’ SPECIFICS are scientifically and
carefully prepared prescriptions ; used for many

ears in private practice withsue.ess,and forover
{hlrt years used by the people. Every single Spe-
cific is'a special cure for the disease named.

These Specifics cure without druﬁgmg, purg-
ing or reducing the system, and are in fact and
deed thesovereign remediesofthe World.

LIST OF PRINCIPAL NOS. CURES. PRICES.
1 Fevers, Congestion, inflammation... .30
2 Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic.. o4

(b‘ryin Colic, or Teething of Infants 2
iarrhea, of Children or Adults.... «

D nenterﬁ}, Griping, Bilious Collc.... «

Cholera Morbus, Vomiting...

ia, Toothache, Faceach

the dog followed him. About half a mile

see what had been treed.
himself close upon a very large rattle-
snake. He fled to the house and informed
his father.
and wesnt with the boy.
carefully, and discovered a pile of young
snakes before he saw the old one. Into
this heap he fired, killing seventeen. At
the report of the gun the old snake, as
large as a man’s thigh, ran into a hole, fol-
lowed by young ones not injured. The
young suakes had each one rattle and a
button. While examining them the snake
hunter suddenly disturbed another pile of
younger rattlers, evidently another litter,
and before he knew it the little reptiles
were scampering all over the ground about
his feet. He did not stop to shoot, but
figuratively speaking, took wings and flew
from the spot. He got seventeen, he says,
but left the old one and many young ones
to mourn their sudden taking off, and per-
haps to revenge their deaths.

WELL, Sarah, what have you been doing
to make you look so young? Oh, nothing
much, only been using Hall's Hair Re-
newer to restore the color of my hair.

WhatScott'sEmulsionHasDone

Over 25 Pounds Gainin 10 Weeks
ExperienceofaprominentCitizen
THE CALIFORNIA SOCIETY F.R THR
SUPPRESSION OF VICE,
8ax Frascisco, July Tth, 1956.%

I took a severe cold uron
mychestand lungsand did
not give it proper atten.
tion;itdevelopedintobron-
chitis, and in the fall of the
same year I was threat-
ened with consumption,
Physicians ordered me to
a more congenial climate,
and ]I eam= to San Francis-
eo. Soon after my arrival
Iecommeneediaking Scott’s
Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil
with Hypophosphites reg-
ularly tiiree times a day.
In ten weeks my avoirdu-
pois went from 155 to 180
pounds end over; the cough
meantime ceased.

C. R. BENNETT,

SOLD BY ALL DRUCCISTS.

from the house the dog began baying furi-
riously at something in a gallberry thicket, |
and the lad, like all boys will do, went to |
He soon found | 1¢

The old man gotdown his gun |
He approached | g

Eendnc es, Sick Headache, Vertigo
yspepsia, Billous Stomach........:
Sappressed or Painful Periods. ./
Wgnes, too Profuse Perlods
roup, Cough, Ditﬂcult»Breathhraig.... A
Salt ﬁheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions. ,:
henmatism, Kheumatic Pains....
ever and Ague, Chills, Mal 5
iles, Blind or Bleed inq
é‘lzn"?' Inguenzg. Cvti c}lntﬂégﬂegd .
ooping Cough, Violent Coughs. .
seneral Debility,Physical Weakness o

idney Discase
'ervo!s DebiHty . ccocooeeneiaaiont 1.%

% Coughs, Cold, Bronchitis........
0
1

ok
-ty
i

|
|

1
L §

P-lwly]

<l

Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed. .
Dlsenseys ofthel!enit,?alplmﬂon]. 0

SO BARA
@

e = - — -

Sold Drug‘ﬂsts. or sent tpaid on receipt
! of rloeb.’ DRr. HUMPHREYS’ NUAL, (144_pages}
| rlcgly bound in cloth and gold, mailed free.
| Humphreys’ MedicineCo.109 Fulton St. N Y.

SPECIEICS.
ABOUT CLOVES.

When you ur.»huyimaglorm rememberthat there is
such a thingas a price that
is too cheap. Itis betterto
pay a fair price and get
good gioves like Hutch-
pinson's, They are made
trom selected skins in the
best mannerand are wars§
ranted 1o be the mostE
serviceable made. If you &8
want to know more about
loves. in general and
§lutchimmn's Gloves
in particular, enclose
stamp for the book About
Gloves., It will interest
you. ESTABLISHED 1862,
JOEN €. HUTCHINSON, Johnstown, N. Y.

ANSY PILLS

rre perfectly Safe and alwars
Never fuil 20 siord a

refief,  More thaa 10
ute them regulatly. &
« eash refunde

3 fleetual.
cedy sud eertaln
0 American women
nteed seperior to all
If your druggist don’t

k Wilcox’s Compound Tansy
Pills?? accept no worthless nostrum suid to be “just as

good,” but send 4 eta. for ““Woman's Rafe Ganrd”
and receive the only abaolutely reliuble remedy Ly
wmsail. WILCOX SPECIFIU CU., Phila., Ps.

wre cordially recommen

our & as the best yemedy

niown to us for Gogorrhoea
and Gieet,

|

S E

|

catedmg

: pute 4
;,hm;mamﬁiu
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DESICGATED
COCOANVUT

Medals awarded at all Feirs wherever ex-
hibited.
L. G. SRESOVICH & C©€O., Proprietors,
505 and 507 Sausome st., San Francisco.

I 370114V 3dNd ATINO HHL

FOR SALE

~BY ALL LEADING GROCERS.

019 1m-W3

Liebjg Company’s

EXTRACT OF MEAT.

For improved and economic
cookery, use it for Soups,jSauces
and Made Dishes. In flavor in-
comparable, and dissolves per-
fectly clear in water. Mnkes deli-
cious Beef tea and keeps in all
climates for any length of time-

B3~ One pound equal to 40 pounds of lean beef.
Only sort guaranteed
genuine by Justus von ° -
Liebig, and bears his
signature in blue,thus;
né-W

Sém

LEA& PERRINS
SAUCE

(THE WORCESTERSHIRE)
Imparts the most dellcious taste and zest $0

EXTRACT SOUPS,
of aLETTER from
a MEDIOAL GEN- GERAVIES,

TLEMAN at Mad-
ras, to his brother
at WORCESTER,
May, 1551

“Tell £

LEA & PERRINS’
that tleir sauce is
highly esteemed in fi=
India, and isinmy §&
opinion, the most HAZ P
palatable, as well 8o
as the most whole- 8
some eauce that is
made.”

FISH,
HOTXCOLD
(| MIEATS,

Signature on every botfle of thegennine L origind
JOHN DUNCAN’S SONS, NEW YORK.

GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878,
W. BAKER & CO.S

Breakiast Gocoa

Is absolutely pure and
it is soluble.

No Chemicals

A are used in its preparation. It has
\ more thawn three tives the strength of
Cocon mixed wit
§ or Sugar, and is therefor
economical, costing less than one cent
a cup. It is delicious, nourishing,
% strengthening, Easiny DIGESTED,
y adapted for invalids
as well as for persons in health.

Sold by Grocers everywhere.
W.BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass.

‘al2-5mWs

%
o L.

We have sold
8bl=, and in every case &
Bas given satisfactica

Alectt & Lisk,
Hudsen. N. ¥

Sold by Druggists.
Frice 81.00.

MWS

: OTICE TO CREDITORS.—EsTATEOF EME-
N LINE V.BROWN, deceased. Noticeis hereby
given by the undersigned. GEORGE A. WEST,
Execntor of the estate of = MELINE V. BROWN,
deceased, to the creditors of, and all persons
having claims against the said deceased, o ex-
hibit them, with the necessary vouchers, within
eight and one half months sfter the first publi-
eation of chis potice, to the =aid GEORGE A.
WEST, at the Jaw offices of Chaunecey H. Dunn,
' gt 620 Fifth street, in the city of Sacramento,
t Califorriia, the same being the place for the
cransaction of the business of the said estate in
the county of swramentg%:‘t(g of California.

e«g Wood-working

MACIHNERY
=== 0f all kinds, of Best Make, an
LOWEST PRICE,

SAWMILL AND SHINGLR
MACHINERY,
Hoe Chisel Tooth Saws, otes

ENGINE GOVERNORS

Iron-Working Tocls,
Crosby Steam Gaungea
ENGINES and EQILERS
OF ANY CAYACITY, Broj

TATUM & BOWEN,

T . WEST
I'Xecntozg( the estate of EMELINE V. BROWN,
deceased.
Dated Sacramento, October 12, 1833, 012-5t8

24 &26 Fremont st.. San Francisco,
Manufacturers and Agents.



