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he’d hare the courage to do it, seeing the 
value your voice is to them. I shall always 
respect Richard for it, John. He has shown

------------.m iTcn  CTITCS I himself a true friend. Yon have only one
FtCML JOURNAL OF THE UMTcu slAlto I fauq;ian(j )je told y0u of it—you do sing

flat."
John looked down demurringly at the 

sand-boots, and said nothing.
“Come, come, put it by; get cool of this 

heat; go to the practice, and keep up your 
voice, so as to show them”—

“No, indeed, sir! no!” interrupted John, 
very decidedly; for he had been sent into a 
flame by Mr. Griffiths’ unexpected approval 
of the affront.

“Well, man, well, take your own way,” 
said Owen; “we’ll make no more to do 
about it; but the loss of your tenor will 
make the ‘Men of Harlech’ halt in their 
march. Well, which way do I go to see 
Morgan ? Is he in the wareroom ? I’ll 
speak to him about the strap, for he’ll do it, 
and it’ll be better if I give him my direc
tions.”

“Morgan's no man of mine, Mr. Griffiths,” 
said the shoemaker, who looked still more 
vexed.

“How long has that been ?” asked Owen, 
who knew the circumstances and all con
cerning it very well.

“Since Tuesday, sir; he got notioe from 
me then; yes indeed.”

<;Eh! but he was such a workman,' said 
Owen.

“Indeed he was; but he had an ugly 
temper, and he got hot when I found fault; 
and you know, Mr. Griffiths, I was the 
master, and know my own business best.” 

“Surely, surely; so he went, did he ?” 
“Yes, tndeed, and in a terrible passion, 

too.”
“Very foolish of him—regular work, good 

pay. large family.”
“Yes, indeed, very foolish." said John.
“I daresay yon are sorry?”
Yes, indeed: and I've no man yet. and if

IDLE WORDS.
• Once I said, 

^eetns two soft starry eyes, 
pmrkly bright as midnight skies—
■ m  prophetic of the power 
p in  to be thy woman’s dower,
Wben the years shall crown thee queen 
Of the realm as yet unseen:
•“Sometimes, sweet, those eyes shall make 
Jesters mad for their sweet sake !”

Once I said
.peeing tresses, golden brown.
Baa bright shower falling down 
P n r neck and bosom fair, 
t» yon sculptured angels are—
Odorous tresses, drooping low 
•ear a forehead pure as snow:
“Sometimes sweet, in thy soft hair,
Carte shall set a shining snare!

Once t said.
Seeing lips, whose crimson glow 
Seek the roses wet with dew—

sweet lips, whose breath was balm,
,, proud lips, serenely calm— 

.Jar ups whose smiling grs ‘ 
with splendor all the face:

"Sweet, for kiss of thine, some day, 
•ea will barter souls away!” •

Idly said
SBoA hath taken care of all,
Jtay o: pain that might befall! 
layer's hp shall never thrill 
St thy kisses soft and still; 
hover's heart sliall never break 
h> sore anguish tor thv sake: 
hover’s soul fur thee shall know

IB MOFT TONGUE AND THE BONES 
IT BROKE.

I Prom Sunday at Home.]
There was to be a grand affair at 

dly, in Wales—a musical contest; the 
nra of Machyllyn were to compete with its 

u-s, and very great was the excitement 
prevailed. On the morning of the 

t. day there was an influx of strangers; 
i special train had brought many an old 

townsman, and many who were jealous for 
lflh» honor of Machyllyn, to the quaint and 
woman tic Aberyttiy, which was built on the 
seashore, in the centre of a beautiful bay.

Knots of visitors sprinkled the market
place, ami the rocks and the ruins of the 
mutleand the shingly beach, on which the 
tide was making its own music, so dear to 
Ike true lover of the sea. The gay dresses 

ribbons ot the company shone in the

friend of Mr. Whittier, who pretended to 
be in the interest of the mob, who, by his 
finesse and tact, got them away a second 
time, when Thompson and Whittier got 
into a carriage and drove off. "When a 
short distance from the house, musket 
shots were fired at them, but doing no 
other damage than a hole through the car
riage, and thus they escaped,

“And now,” said'Mr. Whittier, “you may 
think that, poor, despised and persecuted 
as we were, we were a very miserable set; 
but it was not so. We had very pleasant 
times together, and I think I can under
stand how the old martyrs might have en
joyed themselves very much.”

Catching a Tartar.
The Lockport Journal says:
Dion, in his perambulations about Lock- 

port, very naturally dropped into one of 
the billiard halls of the city. While watch
ing a pocket game, and qnietly smoking 
his cigar, he was accosted by a pompous 
individual, with the invitation: “Take a 
hand? but you five to one on a car un game 
of 500 points.” “Don’t care it I do,’"says 
Dion, blandly, whose name and station 
were entirely unknown to the profferer of 
the invitation. The money was staked 
coats pulled off, and the game cotnmenoed 
The stranger won the first shot and then 
missed. Dion, not to be too hard on the 
presumer at first, only rnn up ten points 
and then missed intentionally. The stranger 
then took the cue and run right up some 
thirty points (for he was a good player) 
and then missed. And now the fun com 
menced. Certain persons who had been 
let into the secret by the knowing ones, 
had spread the news abroad on the streets 
and quite a crowd had got together arounc 
the table, stretching their necks to see the 
finale of the game. Dion took the cue like 
a prince, and, with a smile of mingled dii

I I would go to the singing I couldn't leave dain and satisfaction on his lip, ran up, 
Abery' the shop, said John. without saying a word, 542 points! Had
ie sing- I “You'll have him back ?” ' his cue not proved defective, his friends

like a broken-up rainbow: and the old 
kcrowned Welsh'hats, of which there

“I wouldn't humble to him for it, indeed, 
Mr. Griffiths; if he won't hear a word from 
me, how can I work with him ?'

“Verv true; people shouldn’t be so touchy, 
when they are wrong they ought to confess 
it, and not quarrel with those who tell them 
of it.”

“Yes, indeed,” said Philips, looking a 
little toolish. as he turned over the boots 
and shoes.

I am sorry for his family. I'll go and 
speak to him, if you like; maybe he’ll 
promise to be well-tempered in time to 
come; I daresay he would be glad to come 
back. Shall I say you will overlook it if

say he could have made 1000 easily. It is 
needless to say his opponent “wilted,” and 
has noc been seen in those parts since.

he does ?'
tugs crowned Welsh'hats, of which there “Yes, indeed, if you please, Mr. Griffiths, 

many, heightened the interest of the sir, and I’ll be greatly obliged to you, for
he knows the business, and he’s as honest

Crossing the market-place, near the great as the day—and, indeed, I have a wonder- 0f t^e victims 
clock in the centre, was a broad-faced, ful miss of him; but you won’t make too „f tkp -i
merry -faced, strong-faced old Welshman, much ol that, will you. sir ?” Januarv he sai
Owen Griffiths by 
kody’a friend, and more truly “the repre
sentative” of the people of Aoeryffiy than 
was the gentleman whom they sent to Par
liament; for he was the champion of their 
eights in total, and the sympathizer in their 
•arrows and joys individually.

Nobody liked to think what Abervfliy 
••aid be without Owen Griffiths; nobody 
knew his age ; everybody had always re
membered him; he was as much an institu
tion of the place as the sea, the rocks, or 
the old ruins. Such a smile was on his 
taxad face that morning, as he nodded to 
one, gave a word to another, praised Winny 
Watts’ fowls, and told Mary Jones her 
fruit made his mouth water. As to the 
children, they sprang up wherever he was 
to be found as naturally as weeds grow by 
running water; and whether they got 
shower of nuts, or a flourish of his stick and 
•  threat, made with a contradicting laugh, 
that he would throw them all into the sea, 
it mattered not; they were round his legs, 
mhilo he allowed it, thick and three-fold.

■“Who’s yonder? Isn’t it Richard Hughes, 
sorely?” lie said to Winnie Watts, as he 
aotioed a man bustling through the crowd 
of women and their baskets with an anxious 
tare.
( "Indeed it is,” said Winny.

"What will he be doing here? Sure it’s 
•getting time for tne last practice,” said
Wwan.

“flood day, Mr. Griffiths. Excuse me 
■staying to talk; I’m in a wonderful hurry,” 
sud Richard, who was leader of the coming 
iiwntest on the Abery {fly side.

“Bat, man, what brings you thia way at 
this time,” cried Owen.

“Oh, I’m going to see if Robert Jones 
will come and try the first tenor,” said 
Richard.

“Robert Jones! What ails vou to want a 
first tenor, when you’ve got John Phillips?”

Richard shook his head. “Bad job, Mr. 
Griffiths—bad job. John is gone off in a 
heat, just because I told him he sung flat; 
and I doubt if Robert will come now, be
cause he wasn’t given the first place at the 
outset. It’s wonderfully provoking, and 
Fni just bewildered about it.”

“Stop! ” cried Owen, as Richard was 
hustling on his doubtful huDt after Robert 
Jones; “don’t go. He’s a sulky man, and 
bringing him out of sulks is a long job 
when you are in a hurry; and he is no tenor 
worth looking for. I’d as soon bite a crab- 
apple as listen to him anjr time. It’s John
Gu must have. Wait awhile, and I’ll get 

n for yon. lie’s a peppery fellow, but 
he’ll ooiiie out right with good words.”

“But. Mr. Griffiths, the practice is in less 
than an hour,” Richard expostulated.

“Leave me alone, John; I’m a prudent 
man, and you may trust me,” said Owen, 
;oing off toward Morgan in his shed-like 
louse in Vulcan street.
He was not long away; he returned puff

ing up the street, for he had warm work 
for a warm day and a stout man like him. 
“All right, John; Morgan owns he was too 
quick; it is the fault with us all—a Welsh
man is half pepper: he says he will come 
back and stay if you don’t lay hard on him, 
and he hopes to be civil-behaved in future.”

“You are a true friend, Mr. Griffiths, and 
I’m forever obliged to you,” said John, with 
a tear very near his eye.

“Oh, don’t mention it. John, don’t men
tion; I see him coming up the street—I told 
him to make haste. Good-by; I’m hurrying 
now to go to the practice, t hope the best 
for the tenor, but I never liked Robert 
Jones that way.”

“Mr. Griffiths ! Mr. Griffiths ! is it Robert 
Jones they’ve got?” cried the shoemaker 
after him, as he turned up the street.

“Ay, I believe they will try for him: but 
as you got put before him, I fancy he will
be sulky and refuse/ , fflauame uouener succeed,
now"* ” ^  speskmg to Richard Hughes Botheran release his hold of

1 We then ran into the yard and climbed 
up a shed four yards high. I told my

A Parisian Romance.
New York, June 16.—The Paris corre

spondent of the London Echo writes that 
one of those savage crimes, of which the 
the sergeants-de-vflle of the empire were 
the unfortunate victims, during the siege of 
Paris, has just been tried by the courts. It 
is asserted, though the crime has been com
mitted so long ago, the facts are quite new, 
the matter having been hushed up at the 
time of its perpetration, in order not to in
jure the detense of Paris. There were three 
prisoners in the dock, named, respectively, 
Botherau, Dore and Meyey. The chief wit
ness was Constant Andre, a brother of one 

who gave a very clear ac- 
whole affair. On the ninth of 

January, he said, he had dined at the house 
of his brother Jean, with his brother Jo
seph. He had left Joseph, who was an ar
tillery man, at the Ecole Militaire. Jean 
was about to go home when, at the top of 
the Rue Cambronne, we were accosted by a 
man who evidently knew my brother, and 
who invited us to take something to drink.

Having taken a glass together at the 
cafe, we left, but I had hardly bade my 
brother good night when I saw a crowd 
gather around us, shouting, “They are 
assassins, and are the cause of our being in 
such a state; down with them.” We were 
thereupon pushed and knocked about; both 
ran. Botheran pounced on my brother. I 
seized him. He then turned upon me. I 
defended myself. Botheran got my thumb 
in his mouth. I called my brother. Jean 
came to my rescue, and finding a stick on 
the ground struck at Botheran, but Bothe
ran would not lose his hold of me, and 
dragged me to the house of Madame Bou
cher. My thumb was now nearly eaten off, 
and I cried out. “Jean, we are lost.” The 
crowd—men, women and children—were 
shrieking, “Death to them ! death to them !” 
Madame Boucher succeeded in making 

me.
“Oh yes, in a little while.”
“Then you might say” (with a little hesi

tation) “I’ll be there to-night.”
“What hinders you, then from coming to 

the practice, when here’s Morgan close by?” 
“Yes, indeed; I’ll come,” said John, un

tying his apron.
“I’ll wait while you put on your coat,” 

said Owen, calmly, leaning against the 
door; and they soon started together.

“And you think I sing flat. Mr. Griffiths— 
do you, indeed?” asked John, as they 
walked along.

“Yes, John, very flat.”
“I never could find it,” said John, in some 

discontent.
“Maybe you never tried,” said Owen.” 
“No, indeed," said John 
Very shyly did the deserting tenor look 

around when he entered the hall, but no 
one noticed him : his seat was vacant, and 
he went up to it as if his coming was a 
matter ot course; and all the singers, 
knowing his value, were careful not to 
show surprise, or in any way to give of
fense.

The practice passed, and the contest 
passed, and the Aberyffly singers took the 
prize.

“ It was ‘ The March of the Men of Har
lech’ that did it,” said Owen; “ I never 
heard the like of it before.”

“ Indeed, Mr. Griffiths.” said the leader 
of the band. “ it was yourself did it. for 
you brought us our tenor, and he never

-Owen waved his hand. “I think we’ll lie sung as he did, both morning and evening, 
■* the hall together in good time,” he • ”

‘He didn’t say he wouldn’t join you
ispiol”

"Not to me, hut he did to others; and he 
%as sot been near me since the last prac-
tkoe.”

“Very good. Keep his place for him, and 
make no wonder of his coming back. It’ll 
lie all right," said Owen, going off on his 
expedition.

Sooner than a man of his size could have 
teen expected to travel he was at the door 
• f  John Phillips, a shoemaker by trade, and 
■oted ter possessing the richest tenor voioe 
in the whole district.

“ What. John! ” ho cried, “ yon at home, 
when all the band is going up yonder to the 
kail? I never thought, when my pony strap 
broke thia morning, and I put it ready for 
your man to fetch and mend, that I should 
nee you in the shop.”

John looked rather forlornly about on 
the piles of sand-boots he hail just been 
bringing to the stand by the door, and said

brother to lie down flat on the roof, so as to 
hide himself, but he refused. I then forced 
him down. We laid there a few minutes, 
and kept quiet. “We are lost,” said my 
brother; “they will return; I am deter
mined to defend myself to the last.” The 
crowd outside shouted and shrieked. Sud
denly they broke in. A man appeared on 
the roof of the shed. “Ha ! ha ! the scound
rels ! here they are.” Cries of surrender. I 
replied, “We are ready to give ourselves up, 
but don’t do us any harm.” “Come down,” 
shouted the crowd, “or vou will be shot.” 
We began to descend, when two shots were 
fired. My brother exclaimed, I am lost. 
The bullet had entered his stomach. I was 
also wounded, but only in the hand. I 
hardly know what then took place. The 
crowd surrounded me. I was kicked and 
pushed on all sides. Some struck with the 
butt of their muskets; others bayoneted 
me. They dim oed on each other’s backs 
to get at me. I was taken to the station- 
house by Dore, who knocked me about all 
the way. My brother was brought in five 
minutes after. I asked to be let loose, as I 
was not a sergeant. “Deville, if you don’t 
hold your tongue, we’ll settle your business 
at once,” was the reply.

The commissioner at length arrived, and 
I was sent to the hospital to have mv 
wounds dressed. My brother lay on the 
stones, stripped naked, in a pool of blood, 
and bleeding from all sides.

Another witness saw one of the prisoners 
thrust his finger into the wound of the

A GREELEY AND BROWN MEETING 
IN CHICAGO.

The R efer*  Campaign Inaugurated— 
The Solid Men Patting <<helr Shoulders 
to the Wheel.

We find in the Chicago Tribune of the 
eighteenth the proceedings of a great meet
ing held in front of the Tremont House, in 
that city, on Monday. A private letter 
from Chicago assures us that the partici
pants were solid men, as we infer from see
ing such names as Judge L. B. Otis, W. K. 
Fairbanks, George M. Newcomb, Horace 
White, General Theodore F. Brown, Emil 
Dietsch, C. Augustus Havilaud, Senator 
Woodward and others among them 
General R. W. Smith, a veteran soldier, 
spoke plainly and feelingly of the neglect 
the maimed heroes of the late war have re 
ceived at the hands of the man whose chief 
claim to fame rests upon their valor. The 
following is the Tribune's report:

A meeting of the Liberal Republicans 
was held at the Tremont House last eve 
ning, to organize a Central Greeley and 
Brown Cluo. The room in which “those 
present first assembled proted to be too 
small, and a larger one had to be taken 
possession of, but the swelling audience be 
came too large for it also, until the doors of 
the large dining room adjoining were thrown 
open.

Hon. John Wentworth moved that 
Judge Otis take the chair, and he was 
elected.

He thanked the meeting for the honor. 
He had made up his mind months ago that 
General Grant should not be elected, and 
he believed the movement was already be
gun for the great national reform so badly 
needed. He bad never heard a single good 
reason why Grant should be re-elected, and 
there were many in the minds of men why 
he should not be; there were hosts of stern 
and upright men in the city who were pre 
pared to Degin the fight and carry it until 
victory rested upon their banners. [Ap-

port. He did not believe in nominating 
men from mere expediency, as General 
Grant was nominated. They talked of 
Greeley’s eccentricities. He never began 
to advocate a cause that he did not conti
nue to advocate all his life, and there was 
no inconsistency in his pure and earnest 
advocacy of all that was good. [Ap
plause.]

THE LOWER COAST.

Prospects — Plantations — History — Inci
dents.

before.

what a strong thing a soft tongue is. There 
are no bones so hard as bones of conten
tion. and I’ve broken more than one to-day 
—only with a soft tongue.”

outibftiiir.
**John• John, man ! surely you don’t know the 

time ! " exclaimed Mr. Griffiths, pulling out 
bis watch. “ It’s little more than three- 
<guar tors till you meet, and you not dressed 
sd. Make haste, and give over the shop to 
Morgan, and come with me. I expect to 
tear you sing until you make my heart 
ilunoe again.”

“No, indeed, Mr. Griffiths—no, indeed, 
w . I’ll not sing to-day, nor to-night,” said 
John, quickly and a little thickly.

“Why, wfiat has got into your pipes, 
John *" asked the old man. kindly-

“Pipes 1 Oh, anything but good tunes is 
to my pipes, Mr. Griffiths. Wul you please 
Sry a pair of sand-shoes ? You spoke about 
a. pair last week.”

•■•No, John, no; I’m not the man for such 
Ifeht wares, when I think about it. But 
rivo singing, John—you don’t mean to say 
« a  are not going to join to-night ? Why, 
I should miss you out of ‘The March oi the 
Men of Harlech’ as good as a hundred of 
Che best men if I didn't hear your beauti
ful voice.”

“Indeed. Mr. Griffiths, and you are very 
good, and kind, and civil always, and I wish 
everybody was the like of you,” replied 
Phillips, in a comforted tone.

“Is it a cold, John?” asked Mr. Griffiths.
“No, indeed, sir; it was more of a heat 

Shat I took," answered John, sufficiently 
mollified to smile a little at his ioke. 1

“Took a heat ? oh—what, a little miff, I 
doubt—a little affront somewhere ?”

“Not a little affront, Mr. Owen. Haven’t 
1 hee.ii laboring my best to do credit to the 
singing, and never kept from a practice, 
asad was I to be told before everybody that 
f  sung flat and put them all out t” cried 
.John, red iu the face and greatly incensed.

"Who put that on you, John ?” demanded 
dlwen, calmly. . ,  ,

"No other than him who knowed best 
M was nothing but spite, and envy, and 
amlousy: Richard Hughes it was, the leader 
a t  ns, who thinks his own cousin, Rice 
iSfaKhes, is a better tenor. Let them put 
fra— first, I hope they’ll be sorry for it.”

•*So be said you sung flat, did he?” asked

“ Fes, indeed, Mr. Griffiths,” said John, 
— r staggered by Owen’s hearing of the 

Moat so quietly.
“Well, well; I shouldn't have thought

A <1 tinker in a  Mob—A Tnlk w ith John 
<«. W hittier.

A correspondent of the Providence Jour
nal. who has lately visited John G. Whit, 
tier, gives this account of a conversation 
with him:

Everybody knows, too, that Mr. Whittier 
was an original abolitionist with Garrison, 
though be did not agree with him in all his 
ultra notions. He told me that when Gar
rison was imprisoned ih 1832 for publishing 
his anti-slavery paper in Baltimore, he was 
sorely tried, being himself very poor and 
without influence, to find out how he could 
aid him. Mr. Garrison was a great admirer 
and friend of Clay, and had written a strong 
article urging his nomination for the Presi
dency. Mr. Whittier said he inclosed the 
article in a note to Mr. Clay, asking him to 
use his influence for Garrison's release 
from prison, and that Mr. Clay responded 
cordially at once that he should have done 
every thing in his power for his friend, but 
that he was discharged just before his let
ter reached him. The next year. Mr. Whit 
tier wrote big first pamphlet against slavery. 
Arthur Tappan had 500 copies struck off at

prisoners, who were all bad characters, 
pleaded they had been struck first by the 
deceased, but the jury refused to accept 
the plea, and condemned them all three to 
death without extenuation of circum
stances.

Schools for Journalists.
Mr. William L. King, in a recent volume 

on the newspaper press of Charleston, South 
Carolina, presents the following view of 
journalism as a profession, in connection 
with the current nonsense as to special 
training:

We find it difficult to conceive through 
what peculiar course of tuition one cornd 
proceed to arrive at the knowledge of a 
profession which, almost beyond all 
others, demands not only a specialty of the 
gifts in the individual, and singularly va
rious knowledge, but likewise a long ex
perience with the nature, the wants and 
wishes of society. There are, also, great 
and conflicting principles and doctrines, in
volving a conflict not only of years, but of 
ages. It does seem to us all that can be 
done to prepare a youth at college for the 
business of journalism is what the college 
now proposes to do in the work of classical 
education. In this the youth is prepared 
generally for all the professions, and no 

•"'Y copies Otruca ou ai i college training can possibly do more It 
this oamii\«tt"bÛ e‘ia it 1u[aSifor c'rcul“tln8 certainly can not go into the thousand de- 
dall et m tk? ®°utl1 L)r. Gran- tails which enter into the business of the

Mr W h^moned'- . -, . , journalist. It certainly can not endow the
great anti-slav™ mob^buTlie told me I m-di™iual with- those. gifts. of intellectth ^ o b  in wh?I\ • ’ i \le told me ^hich are special, and should belong to the
uersonal risk wu he, '“curre*J tke greatest journalist. Nor can such an education ac-
shire, wheri beandGeorvTThuNm\TsonaX  fompllah mor®. than perfect him in the Englishman, went languages, in the _sciences. and in generalEnglishman, went to hold an anti-slavery 
meeting. The mob collected in great num
bers, armed with stones, clubs and muskets, 
broke up the meeting, and followed him and 
1 hompHon to too liousc of  ̂ fri6D(i with 
whom they were staying Mr. Kent, brother 
of Governor Edward Kent, of Maine Mr 
Whittier came near losing his life by a ge' 
vere blow from a stone in his back and 
shoulder. But they got into the house, and 
1 hompson managed to get out at the back 
door and into the woods unobserved Mr
U'l,; —__'I _____., . . .  “ci

literature. The school for the journalist— 
assuming that he has acquired all that the 
college usually imparts, and that he pos
sesses the necessary gifts from nature—is 
the great world-school of humanity. Pro
fessors might lecture on journalisne as it is 
practically known to the craft, day succeed
ing day, and yet these censors of wisdom 
would not impart any journalistic lesson to 
the student. The emoroyo journalist would 
still have to go through a regular appren-

H hittier said it was the most excited seen, !lcf  w P t0, *5® CI? “ - ^  acquire the essen- 
he had ever witnessed. The mob surround^ fIal kuowled*e by kard practice. These 
the house, and threatened to tear it down le“so?8- «P«™nce has taught us. are to be 
unless Thompson was sent out to thein found ln the thoroughfares, m the strife of 
Mr. Kent was a firm man, and barred the partle8. at public meetings, and under the 
doors against them. The family were all be- glare of the midaikht «as.
side themselves except Mr. and Mrs. Kent. ----------- *•*-----------

da^!.lte^ l.of . ekle‘ Webster were , £ German, with the queer name of John 
v\ luther said one of them | ‘'Ofln. living in Anamosa, Indiana, while inthere. Mr. ____ __ | |

threw her arms around him, saying : ' “'o* 
Mr. W bittier, we will die with vou !*’ Just 
then a clergyman who was m the house 
proposed that they unite in prayer, but 
Mrs. Kent said that she thought they had 
better fight than pray. (God bless her 
liberty-loving soul forever, I say1) The 
mob nnally dispersed. Thompson got into 
the house. Whittier, exhausted, fell 
asleep on the bed, while Thompson sat up 
Directly a stone dashed in the window of 
the room where they were, and Mr. Whit 
tier said he jumped clear from the bed.

The mob had returned, and with them a

a state ot intoxication, sold his wife to a 
neighbor for a keg of lager. The obedient 
wite went away with ner new lord, and 
lived with him a week. At the end of that 
tune John John's lager gave out, and as 
he sobered off he repented and persuaded 
his wile to return to him. .All is quiet now.

The original harp that Mr. Tara nsed to 
claw in the kalis which bore his name is in 
town, a little dilapidated, but good for a 
century yet if the cat crop does not fail. A 
grandson of the original Tara manipulates 
the strings.—Cleveland Leader.

Mr. J. M. Copp was elected secretary, and 
Mr. T. F. Brown assistant secretary.

A large number of names were enrolled, 
among them being Hon. John Wentworth 
Judge Otis. Senator Woodward, Murry 
Nelson, A. N. Linscott, Sidney Thomas, S. 
M. Booth, C. W. Waite, J. W. Kreamer, 
General Lieb, Otto Peltzer, General R. W! 
Smith, General O. H. Mann, E. F. Cooke 
etc.

Hon. J. B. Grinnell, of Iowa, entered the 
room, and was received with applause.

Mr. Horace White moved that a commit
tee of three be appointed to procure perma
nent headquarters for the use of the club 
during the campaign. The motion pre
vailed.

Mr. Kreamer asked if that was a meeting 
of Republicans or of all the friends of 
Greeley, independent of former political 
affiliations. a

Mr. White stated that the Democratic 
friends of Greeley and Brown had already 
organized preparatory to the Baltimore 
convention, and the intention was that the 
Liberal Republicans should also organize. 
The Baltimore convention] would be the 
signal fur union. That organization would 
probably be temporary.

Mr. Haviland said he held in his hand a 
call for a Liberal Republican convention, 
to be held on Saturday next, for the pur
pose of selecting delegates to the State con
vention to be neld at Springfield on the 
twenty-sixth instant. He moved that the 
names taken at the meeting be added to 
the call.

The motion was unanimously adopted.
It was decided to hold the convention in 

the Council Chamber.
General R. W. Smith came in and was ap

plauded. So was General O. L. Mann.
The chairman said they expected after 

the ninth of July—after the Baltimore con
vention—to get a reinforcement of three 
and a half millions of Democrats. [Ap
plause.]

General Smith said he had got through 
voting for men simply because they were 
set up to be voted for. They shou Id not be 
governed by a few men who regard the gov
ernment as a patrimony to be dealt out ac
cording to their own notions. The country 
belonged to the people, and the people 
should govern it. [Applause.] Talking of 
soldiers, the speaker said he had served in 
the army when General Thomas was almost 
universally regarded as the best officer in 
the service. [Applause.] General Thomas 
stayed with his army three years, when 
other officers went home to see' their fami
lies, or to go on a spree. After the war 
General Thomas asked not to be sent to 
the Pacific coast, it being the only favor 
he ever asked. The climate would not 
agree with his health, as he had a tendency 
to apoplexy. General Grant refused, and 
sent him to his death. Thomas was the 
rising man of the army, and Grant would 
not allow him to be stationed in New York, 
where he wanted to go, fearing he would 
be in the centre of politics, and might be in 
the way in the future. Thomas was the 
noblest Roman of them all. [Applause.] 
Grant sent him to his death on the Pacific 
coast, simply to keep him out of the way. 
He knew whereof he spoke—General 
Thomas having related that account to a 
distinguished officer of this city. The 
speaker could not vote for a man who 
treated a gallant officer like Thomas with 
so little consideration. He would vote for 
Greeley in November, whether he was a 
candidate or not. [Applause.]

Three cheers were given for Greeley and 
Brown.

Mr. Haviland made a short speech, con
gratulating the meeting on the large at
tendance. much larger than he had expect
ed at that time.

Mr. John Ward predicted an overwhelm
ing majority for Greeley and Brown in No
vember.

Mr. W. W. Roberts said he had lost his 
leg when fighting fer his country, but he 
was sorry to say that the Postmaster of this 
city, the day before he went to the Phila
delphia convention, discharged a one-armed 
soldier, who held the nominal position of 
watchman in the Postoffice, and now there 
was not a crippled soldier in that office. 
That was the way the soldiers were treated 
by Grant’s administration.

Senator Woodward, from the committee 
on permanent organization, reported the 
following officers:

President—L. B. Otis.
Vice Presidents—W. K. Fairbank, George 

M. Newcomb. Emil Dietsch.
Secretary—C. Augustus Haviland. 
Treasurer—Theodore F. Brown.
Executive Committee—C. G. Hammond, 

W. K. Sullivan, Otto Peltzer, John Warr,
S. P. Dewey.

Senator Woodward stated that it was the 
unanimous sentiment of the committee 
that these officers should continue in office 
for a month.

The report of the committee was adopted. 
Judge Otis thanked the meeting for the 

honor conferred upon him, and predicted 
the success of the Liberal candidates in 
November.

Hon. John Wentworth being called for, 
said he had not begun to speak yet, but 
would ask them how many old- politicians 
like himself were in that meeting? [Laugh
ter, j How many men who hold office, how 
many of the ward bummers? [Laughter.] 
All reforms began with the people, and so 
was beginning now a reform that would 
sweep the country. John Logan said that 
the wooden arms and wooden legs would 
stamp out Sumner’s arraignment of Grant, 
but he would like to know what Grant had 
done for the soldiers. How many of them 
were in office in this city? Grant took 
presents, and divided the' spoils among 
those who gave the gifts, and among his 
relatives. In the coming campaign, old 
men would fall to the rear, and the 
young men, the privates, would do the 
fighting. In a few days the Democratic or
ganization at Baltimore would speak with 
authority as an organization, and its voice 
would be for Greeley and Brown. [Ap
plause.] Then the few Democrats who now 
thought of repudiating the action of the 
convention would ask themselves whether 
they would go with the Liberals to victory 
or to the devil with Grant. [Laughter.] 
They should go to work, and success woulU 
reward them, so that in public offices “cor
ruption would put on incorruption.”

Senator Woodward said he was for Gree
ley because he was the best representative 
of the people. He was a man of ability, 
he had always given good advice to the 
young, he had ever been the friend of the 
workingman, and the cause of the op
pressed and downtrodden all over the 
world always had his sympathy and sup-

Last Tuesday the writer, impelled by a 
desire to inform the public, so far as he 
could, ot the prospects of Louisiana for the 
coming season, took passage on the Sallie 
V’., a favorite lower coast packet, for the 
round trip. Who Sallie V. might have been 
in a patronynical sense is not recorded in 
these lower waters, but it is shrewdly sus
pected that she was a younger sister of 
Dolly Varden, who was neglected by Dick
ens At any rate, her representative is a 
sancy little craft, and as coquettish as her 
supposed namesake's sister.

Leaving at ten o'clock in the morning, 
the day being an exceedingly fine one, 
ample opportunity was afforded to see the 
beauties of the coast, the old plantations of 
historic interest extending back in some 
instances to the first settlement of Louisi
ana, and with titles that bring to mind 
some of the oldest and brightest names 
that have adorned her career.

Passing the Convent and Barracks the 
Villere plantation is reached, the magnifi
cent avenue of live oaks leading up to the 
old manor house suggesting a perfect 
Valambrosa of shade and lotus eating re
pose. Next comes the old Delaronde place, 
now the Marero sugar refinery; the Ducros, 
remembered of old for its depot of the gone 
and dead Mexican Gulf railroad, from 
which so much commercial grandeur was at 
one time expected. Here the total wreck 
of one of the English steam plows was ob
servable.

Sixteen miles below the city is Belle- 
chasse, the property of Mr. William Stack- 
house, where the scent of roses and orange 
flowers equal the perfumes of the Vale of 
Cashmere. Opposite is St. Clair, also 
worked by Mr. Stackhouse; as is likewise 
Live Oak, in Jesuit’s Bend. Cedar Grover, 
near by, is the property of Mrs. Howard 
Stackhouse. Scarsdale, just below St. Clair, 
is owned and worked by Mr. Keraghan. 
Orange Grove, the beautiful and well 
managed plantation of the Messrs. Fass- 
nacht, in English Turn, must not be neg
lected, nor the Sarah, the proprietor’s name 
of which was not ascertained. In Jesuit's 
Bend a new ehurch, named St. Cecile, has 
just been finished, making four in a parish 
that a very few years ago was in as be
nighted a state as the irrepressible G. F. T.

The plantations above mentioned are 
principally devoted to the cultivation of one 
of the great staples of Louisiana, sugar
cane, and are all in splendid order, the cane 
making a fine stand and promising the fin
est crop since the breaking out of the war. 
The orange groves that beautify the lawns 
in front of the residences bear the same evi
dence of fruitfulness.

Here, on the left bank, we begin to ob
serve vast green vistas of rice stretching 
back as far as the eye could reach, and are 
told that the largest crop of this cereal ever 
raised in Louisiana will be produced this 
year. It is evident that much more atten
tion is being paid to this important culture 
than in former years.

Below, on the right bank, we pass, in suc
cession, Oaklands, the property of Mr. Fel 
ters, and well named, after a grove of the 
most royal live oaks that ever gladdened 
the eye with their glorious effulgence of 
green and shade, the Wederstrant planta 
tion, Harlem. Deer Range, so well known a.% 
the “Old Maunsel White” place, the mag 
nificent plantations of Bradish Johnson 
Magnolia, belonging to Effingham Law 
rence, Esq., where there was a crop of 
oranges sold last year in the bloom for $15, 
000. Here we saw a steam road wagon 
tearing up the bank at a terrible rate. It 
was imported from Glasgow. The magnifi
cent cane on these plantations is enough to 
gladden the Southern heart with promises 
ot a renewal of former prosperity. The 
coast is lined with plantations which 
present almost feudal splevidor besides 
those mentioned above, such os Belleview, 
Belair, Monplaisin, Woodland, The Oaks, 
Pecan Grove, Elephant, St. Rosalie, Union, 
Concession, Sebastopol, and many others 
the title of which and the ownership could 
not be ascertained on a single hurried 
trip, Captain Titus being engaged much 
of the time in his own duties, though 
he often rushed them through to give us 
information. In fact, a newspaper ruan 
seeking a knowledge of a strange land, and 
who falls into such hands as his, is indeed 
fortunate.

There are two settlements, however, that 
deserve particularization—the Union settle
ment, on the left bank of the river, which 
is said to contain a more generally intelli
gent class than anyone on the coast, and 
derives its name from the fact that the 
people, who are all Americans, held faith
fully to the old flag during the darkest 
hours of secession madness. It is teeming 
with richness.

The “Ronquillo” settlement, extending 
five miles along the right bank, a little 
below Point-a-la-Hache, presents from the 
river a continued succession of orange 
orchards, which are literally burdened with 
fruit. In the rear of these groves are vast 
rice fields in the most luxuriant growth.

The many incidents and histories con
nected with the principal points on the 
river, and which were so kindly furnished 
by our self-constituted cicerone, Captains 
Jeanfraeu and Titus, as well as by others, 
would stretch this account to an inadmissi
ble length, and must be postponed until a 
more favorable opportunity.

To Captain A. F. Jeanfreau, who has been 
in the trade for twenty-nine years, anil a 
success all the time, and Captain John L. 
Titns, chief clerk, formerly of the United 
States Customhouse, the writer is not only 
indebted for much valuable information, 
but for the kindest attention that ean be 
conceived. A more pleasant trip than that 
from the city by such a craft as the Sallie 
V., and with such officers as Captain Jean
freau, Captain Titus, and Messrs. Martin, 
second clerk, and Taylor, engineer, can not 
be found for a can’t-get away. The boat 
runs to the forts, the most of the trip being 
made in daylight.

tappy Johnny,” on the port side, should 
e forgotten either; for he is the right 

man in the right place, and “mebbe vou 
don’t petter loaf arount here ven you dond 
got pisness. Ain’t it?”

LETTER FROM PIKE COUNTY.

Cottoo and Cora—Everybody for Gree* 
ley—Excitement at Magnolia—1Threat
ening Communication*—Mass Meeting 
in Aid o f Order—Test o f  Manhood— 
Peabody School Examination—McComb 
City—Cribbing on the Jackson Road.

[Specisi Correspondence of the Republican.] 
Near Summit, Miss., Jane 19,1872.

Here we are again, this time up to our 
eyes in the cotton and the com, both of 
which are growing remarkably well, with 
the prospect of a very fab yield. Favor
able reports are received from all points of 
the crop prospects. The com is about made. 
As for the cotton, we are unable to say 
surely how it will turn out, as it is one of 
those products that is not made until gath
ered, and an uncertain one, though at pres, 
ent it looks well and bids fab.

The condition of the country is generally 
good. Every one seems in good cheer, 
with the prospect of a profitable crop, to
gether with the hope of being soon relieved 
from an oppressive national administration, 
brings a smile of cheerfulness and satisfac
tion to every countenance.

Politics are not much discussed, only by 
way of congratulations, as there is no op
position. Everybody id for Greeley. Grant 
men are scarce here. Every one is very 
much like the inebriated Democrat dining 
at the Central House the other day. He 
was asked by a waiter would he have

?” 
to

“Beef, pork, mutton, veal or chicken 
“I don’t care a d—n which; anything 
beat Grant!” was his reply. So that is the 
way the “old things works.”

Perhaps you have heard of the recent ex 
citement at Magnolia. Documents of 
threatening nature have been addressed to 
certain worthy citizens of that place, with 
anonymous signatures, ordering them to 
leave the place under penalty of death, 
mass meeting of the citizens was promptly 
called by Mayor Hughes, at which it was 
resolved to resist by all legal means 
thefr power every attempt by evil doers to 
invade the rights of any citizen, and de
nounced all such high-handed outrages 
was. threatened. We send you a copy of 
one of the Ku-Klux documents verbatim 

Mr I Applewhite —The hell some of our 
member says what is the use in giving such 
a villain as you are warning of approaching 
danger but we who number with the others 
have a sole we want to save and rather 
than have our couciens stained with your 
Blood we give you this your last and only 
chance to mak your escape, now sir is 
your only time you will ever have to leave 
that country for the time is set when you 
will have-to meet your god prepared or not 
prepared if you do not leave thear and 
never return.
you have tried like pharoali of old too rule 
that country as with a rod ot iron and 
like him when you have gone far enough, 
your God through our instrumentality will 
cause you to meat with a similar end. we 
only know that you will not live in that 
country, you might live longer if you was 
to go to some other part of the country 
After shaking many hands over this bit of 
paper we send as you see.

S. S Old hell is reaching for you, and we 
are itching for you
how in the hell do you expect to live in 
that country we w^it to know?

The good people of Magnolia are endeav 
oring to ferret out the authors of the out 
rage, and we predict, if found, they will re 
ceive the reward they deserve.

Summit is still spreading herself—im 
proving all the while. The hot weather, 
together with the too free use of the essence 
of corn, caused a few of the boys to lose 
control of their angry passions the other 
day, which resulted in a general misunder
standing and a test of “manhood.” No
body was hurt, and all is now quiet along 
that line. The examination of the Peabody 
school has commenced, and bids fair to be a 
success. It is one of the best schools in the 
State.

As the time advances, McComb City 
comes nearer having the appearnce of a 
city in fact. Everything is going on and up 
at a rapid rate and in good style In a 
short time it will be one of the most impor
tant points on the road.

On our way up we noticed that the filling 
up of the crib-work on some portions of the 
road is progressing finely. It seems as if 
the present management were determined 
to leave nothing undone in the way of ini 
proving the road, for which they deserve 
the encouragement of our people.

Our trip, with the young and accommo
dating conductor, R. D. Ligon, in charge of 
the train, was a pleasant one—comfortable 
cars, no dust, delightful breeze, etc., ren 
dering it so. * D,

THE TILDEN’BUTLER SUIT.

An intelligent policeman was sent to get 
a, description of two suspicious characters 
tnat were hanging around a grocery in the 
outskirts. He returned and gave this 
description: “Well, it’s one of it is a shlim 
teller not too tole; de oder is a kine heavv 
mit so a whisky oof his shin, und de land- 
lort he got git a rimroth for loadin’ off he’s 
skwt gun und don’t see hoot de oder one 
a*er I dink I kin anyhow ketch him mit de 
senptioa. What ? '—Evansville Journal.

The Compound Propeller Pomp.
We clip the following from a Philadelphia 

paper of a late date:
A very interesting exhibition of the per

formance of a steam propeller pump re
cently erected by the Hydrostatic and Hy
draulic Company of Pennsylvania for the 
St. George’s Marsh Company, upon their 
property, a few miles below Delaware City, 
took place last Saturday. The company 
using this pump has taken up a very large 
tract of marsh land in the above mentioned 
locality, which they propose to drain and 
bring under cultivation, and before the 
erection of the pump in question, was 
found impossible to keep free trom water 
at certain seasons of the year, and although 
inexhaustibly fertile, was practically value
less. Indeed, we believe that the price at 
which it was held was about $10 per acre, 
but no one cared to own it at any price. 
Since the erection of the pump, however, 
and the demonstration of its ability to con
trol the water—both for drainage and irri
gation—the land is estimated to be worth 
fully $150 per acre, both for grain raising 
and grazing purposes, as it is among the 
richest in the State of Delaware.

The pump in use during this experiment, 
and put up for the St. George’s Marsh Com
pany, is the largest yet built—being three 
feet in diameter, and was put up with a 
guarantee that it would pump 25,000 gal
lons of water per minute. Od this occasion 
it easily worked up to 34,000 gallons per 
minute, although the whole power of the 
propelling engine was not then utilized on 
account of a deficit in the boiler, which 
prevented it from furnishing all the steam 
required. The water rushed from the 
mouth of the pump in a solid stream three 
feet ip diameter and with a tremendous 
velocity, while the entire machinery worked 
with the most perfect smoothness and with
out a perceptible strain. The efficiency of 
the pump was fully demonstrated, and the 
only question was whether in raising water 
to a great height the pump had the capa
city to lift it. The Hydrostatic and Hy
draulic Company, however, contend that 
within several hundred feet the efficiency 
of the pump in this respect has been fully 
demonstrated at the Glen Carbon Colliery, 
in Schuylkill county, where the water is 
raised 278 feet through a tube eight inches 
in diameter, which throws 1600 gallons per 
minute.

These are interesting facts to our readers, 
all of whom must be interested in any ma
chinery which can be made available in 
drainage, especially as we learn that the 
Hydrostatic and Hydraoiic Company, 
through their agents in this City, Messrs- 
C. S. Hunt Co., No. 185 Gravier street, 
intend to submit proposals to the city au
thorities for the erection of one or more of 
these pumps, but of a larger capacity, say 
50,000 gallons per minute, to be applied in 
the drainage of the eity.

The Rutherford, North Carolina, Vindi
cator says a remarkable stone, in the aiiape 
ot a perfectly cut balloon, a car attached, 
containing a man.with a signal flag, was ne- 
oeatiy found m that county.

More About the Seizure o f the Nassnn— 
* Evidence far the Defense.

We copy the subjoined report from the 
New York Tribune of Wednesday:

The suit of Henry A. Tilden against Ben
jamin F. Butler was resumed yesterday be
fore Judge Shipman in the United States 
Circuit Court. George Hunnewell, the 
former owner of the Nassau, was ques
tioned by General Butler in regard to his 
connection with the alleged seizure, and 
testified as follows:

When I was brought into your office in 
New Orleans you asked me What I would 
take for the Nassau; I taid I did not want 
to sell her; you said if I would not sell 
her you would seize her for the government; 
I remarked that your brother had just 
offered me $22,500 for five-eighths of her, 
and I thought it was bard for you to take 
her away from me at your own price; you 
then told me that I lied, and that your 
brother had never offered me that; 1 replied 
that vour brother had not told me this him
self, but I had good authority for saying 
that he had made that offer, though he 
never said he had done so to me; Mr. Buell 
was with me when I received the check and 
the money—$28,000—which you gave me 
for the Nassau; I paid Mr. Buell two-thirds 
of this money for his interest in hen the 
first draft I made on account of the pur
chase money of the steamer Nassau I made 
for Henry A. Tilden—$10,000 on one occa
sion and $5000 on another; I offered one of 
these drafts to Mr. Van Wiekle, in part 
payment of his interest in her, hut he 
would not accept it, though I do not know 
why.

General Butler stopped at this point to 
consult the District Attorney, when Judge 
Shipman asked him to go on, as there were 
other cases of great urgency which were 
waiting to be tried, and he had no idea, 
when he took up the case, that it would 
take so long. General Butler remarked 
that, for his part, he would have been just 
as well satisfied if he had never been sued. 
[Laughter.] The witness continued:

I was at that time a partner of Henry A. 
Tilden, and had an interest in the Nassau; 
when I was sent for to come to your office, 
after you seized the Nassau, I came, and 
you told me she was not fit for the purposes 
for which she was intended, and asked me 
if I wanted to buy her hack, and said you 
would give me but five miuutea in which to 
decide; I raised the money in a short time, 
and when I was about to hand you the check 
you said that the quartermaster wanted her 
immediately, and I could not have her; as I 
was about to leave the office, I said I 
thought that you had sent me on a “wild 
goose chase.”

General Butler—And it must have been 
a very short “wild goose chase,” for you 
say I only gave you five minutes. [Laugh
ter.]

Mr. Devlin, of counsel for defense, then 
opened the case for the government. In 
the coarse of his address be said:

As for the calumny and reproach heaped 
upon General Butler and his brother, I will 
say that I had the winding up of the affairs 
of the late Andrew Jackson Butler, and 
instead of being worth millions, as the 
prosecution would have you believe, he 
died a bankrupt—his estate would not pay 
fifty cents on the dollar. General Weitzel 
telegraphed to General Butler that the ex
pedition which he was making in the lakes 
of Louisiana required one more boat, and 
that the only one he knew of that would 
answer the purpose was the Nasean, and 
even she would have to be remodeled. In 
view of this telegram, General Butler 
sent for the owner, Mr. Hunnewell, and 
stated to him that he wished to pur
chase bis vessel, as the government 
wished to nse her. The result of that 
interview you have heard. General Bntler 
never knew until this trial began that his 
brother had any connection with the Nas
sau. We shall prove to you by incontro
vertible testimony, that this man Wiegel, 
who was once one of General Butler’s aids, 
was ignominiously discharged from his 
service on account of misconduct. The 
Nassau was seized in July, 1862, as a 
blockade runner; the case was brought up 
in this very building, and she was con
demned, and pronounced by a committee of 
the most prominent shipping merchants in 
this city to be worth only $14,000. She was 
afterward sold under the hammer, after due 
notioe had been given, for $21,000.

Charles H. Hasweil testified—I have 
been acquainted with steamers since 1828;
I was chief engineer in the United States 
Navy for over sixteen years; in August, 
1862, I examined the ship Nassau thorough
ly, and decided that she was worth not 
more than $22,000 or $25,000; she was built 
in 1851; that year I examined perhaps 500 
vessels.

Henry S. Van Winkle testified—I have 
resided in New York for three years; I went 
down to New Orleans in command ot the 
steamer Nassau, in August, 1862: on the 
way from New York to New Orleans we 
sprang a leak, and were detained in Port 
Royal for ten days; I was instructed to 
deliver the vessel over to Mr. Buell on cer
tain conditions; I negotiated with Mr. Buell, 
and no one else; the first time I saw Mr. 
Hunnewell was when he came in company 
with Mr. Buell, when Mr. Buell purchased 
the steamer of me; I agreed with Mr. 
Sutpbin, one of the owners of the 
steamer, to deliver his share over to 
Mr. Buell when I got to New Orleans; I had 
a great deal of trouble to get the purchase 
money out of Buell, and It was not until 
after I had threatened to return to New 
York that he deposited $.5000 as security for 
his purchasing her; before the bill of' sale 
was given me Buell put a gang of men on 
to convert the steamer into a towboat;
I told Buell that if he did not buy the other 
portion of the boat, according to the con
tract, I should sell her to General Butler; 
he said if I attempted to see General Butler 
about it he would have me arrested; he said 
that he intended to take her over to A1 
giers to have her altered into a towboat, 
but I would not let him until he had paid 
—e.

Captain Puffer testified—I was on your 
General Butler’s) staff during the year 
862, in the latter part of that year I went 

with a flag-of-truce boat across Lake Pont- 
c hart rain; I was in command; during the 
oyage Mr. Wiegel grossly assaulted an 
fficer, and I was compelled to arrest him, 

which I did, and brought him to you; vou 
confined him in close quarters; this Mr. 
Wiegel, whom I refer to is the same man 
who testified here yesterday.

The case was then adjourned.
At Metz, recently, a little girl, twelve or 

fourteen years old, was playing hall on 
some walk where there happened to be a 
Prussian General, accompanied by a couple 
of aides. The child’s ball happened to roll 
between the legs of the General. He picked 
it up, and, holding it out to the little girl, 
said to her: “Come and get it.” “No,” re
plied she, “I do not want it.” “Why not?” 
said the General. “Because you are a 
Prussian.” “I am not a Prussian—I am a 
Bavarian.” “Ah,” said the little girl, “a 
servant of the_ Prussians, then. You can 
keep my ball.” She went away, and the 
General, transferring his anger to the un
lucky hall, which was not to blame, 
tramped on and burst it.”

The Charleston (South Carolina) Repule- 
lican, a Republican journal which repu
diates Grant and supports Greeley and 
Brown, alluding to the growth of the Lib
eral sentiment, says: “Among the better 
portion of the Republicans of ttie State 
there has been a marked change. Even here 
in the city of Charleston, among our colored 
citizens, there is a feeling at work in favor 
of the Cincinnati nominees that will sur
prise many people that are counting their 
host for Grant. We know whereof we 
speak. South Carolina might go for Grant, 
but if there is a long and strong pull there 
is a probability that it will not.”

Miss Kate Field, who went across the 
water last May to tell the English wbat an 
American thought of Charles Dickens, is 
about to return home. A letter from Lon
don says of her: “Miss Field has been chief
ly known in London society, where she has 
been markedly observed as a brilliant, 
graceful, and tasteful, but uncompromising 
American woman. Her rabid republican
ism has shot out at random, indifferent to 
whom it hit or where it fell. In spite of 
this, her very frankness, matched with 
English tolerance, has won her many 
friends where one might have expected ene
mies.”

A rich New Yorker wants his body burnt 
after death, and the ashes sealed np in an 
urn, which he has just ordered from Italy 
for the purpose. A cheap wav, probably, 
of urning notoriety.


