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MY T1S-A.VW.

Brilliant wsre the light, in the cnandener.,
O.t w»* the music th .t  rang ffo«-D the hall, 

H.ppv were the fair and tbtir cavaliers,
That night, when I saw her first a t the bail.

MrUestlr frowned with a circ'et of curls 
As soft as the finest spray of the sea,

A peei it hs gem m the casket of girls—
A bright aoiipartli—was my Yis-a-vig.

You've heard of Kt. Elmo's twin fires, whose light;
Piercing the storm clouds at night o'er the sea. 

Brought the tern pest tossed such joyous delight! 
Wtll, to with the eyes of my Vis-a-vis.

Her glatce, like thegen’rous light of the sun, 
Hung a halo of joy where’er it went.

While her artless smile brought, to every one 
A thrill ol delight that seemed heaven-beat.

Bv the plaint of the wind thro’ the forest,
In the roar ol the wave o’er the breaker,

By the blast ot the gale and the tempest.
Thought of men are oft turned to their Maker.

Here, mid the shimmer and sheen of tresses,
And the glitter aDd gleam ol the dances,

■M d the laughter, and lares, and dresses,
And the music of waltzes and lane tie,

1 wondered then, if there wae on this sphere 
A grovelirg ekeptie above tbs sod.

Who could look at her, soyoung and so dear,
And then deny the existence of trod!

I/Org dead are the lights in the chandeliers.
Hushed is the music that rang down the ha,I, 

Core far are the fair and their csvaoers 
That met that holiday-night at the kalh

The mem Ties that linger now as I WTiie,—
The joy ot dancers—their innocent glee —

Yes, all that I beard or saw on that night,
I shall forget-hut not my Vis-a-vis.

Ar.d. passing down the corridors of life,
Thai fiercely ring with the stnigg ee of men. 

How often I wonder, ’mid all this strife,
If I shali ever see her again!

Ard from life’s cold blast, and the sun’s hot glare, 
I constantly prsy in my heart that He 

Will ever carefully shelter and spare 
My transcendeufly-Iovlng Vis-a-vis! M. B.

T H E  Q U I C K L E D G E  P A R T 
N E R S.

BY H. A. BEBTON.

It wae certainly a very odd partnership. 
Deacons, scholars, men ol the world and 
rowdies may be found in many climes, bat 
it is not so easy to find a deacon, a scholar, 
a man of the world and a rowdv associated 
as business partners; still harder is it to 
find such a quartette living peaceably to
gether in one small house, ana eating their 
meals from the same table. Yet Deacon 
Pii.-kiss. Professor Bagg. Major Wynde and 
Joe Backsey were the sole, joint and equal 
owners of the Quickledge claim, and re
sided together in a small but as amicably— 
blessed be the amenities inforced by lucre! 
—as if they had been lifelong acquaint-

The deacon was a man of means, the 
professor was a metallurgist; the major wae 
an excellent manager ana general business
man; while Joe. who originally discovered 
the “indications” at Quickledge, and dis
closed them to his partners, received one- 
fourth of the prefite of the concern lor ser
vices already rendered.

The deacon was extremely religious, as 
rightly tiecame a deacon; the professor was 
a church-member in good standing; the 
major was a mao of h’gh moral tone; but 
Joe was neither moral, religious, nor a 
church-member. He was good-natured, 
generous, honorable, brave, healthy, and 
handsome; but his idea of propriety were 
utterly at variance with those possessed by 
his partners. He agreed perfectly with 
them on general principles; but his 
ideas of the application of said principles 
were lamentable in the extreme. He de
spised an indolent man as heartily as did 
either the deacon, the major or the profes
sor; but Joe thought that poker-playing for 
forty hours on a stretch was industry of the 
most admirable sort. Joe considered theft 
an abominable vice, but to help himself to 
a horse which some other rowdy bad stolen 
somewhere was a perfectly legitimate opera
tion. He agreed with the deacon that mur
der was a most horrible crime; but the ear
nestness of his deprecation was rather 
modified by his maintaining that to shoot a 
man for cheating at cards was not only an 
excusable act, but a very necessary one.

Once a month the accounts ot the Quick- 
ledge claim were settled and a division of 
profits was made. Three of the partners 
deposited their gains in the Spurtip National 
Bank, but Joe’s were always carried to 
Sorrel's “Pride of Spurtip” saloon, where 
they disappeared under tbe influences of 
cards and bottles. During the progress of 
this fnnding operation, which usually con
sumed from three days to a week'Joe's 
place at tbe table remained unfilled, and 
tbe deaon’s pious ears remained untortured 
by Joe’s good-natured misapplications of 
scriptural language; but, when bis money 
was gone, Joe would return and lead such 
an exemplary life that the deacon conld 
almost believe that Joe bad met with a 
change. But, after several repetitions of 
Jue's peculiar method of spending the 
month, tbe deaeon determined *hat a gen- 
nine change ol heart was what Joe needed 

The deacon spoke to the professor about 
it, and the professor agreed with him. The 
deacon spoke to the major, and the major 
thought that reformation would work won
ders in Joe. Then the deacon and the pro
fessor and the major discussed the matter 
together over their corned beef and beans, 
and immediately there were discernible tbe 
-first coolness that bad ever existed between 
the owners oi tbe Quickledge claim. Why 
men need display their worst passions in 
defeni-c of their purest ideals is impossible 
to explain. Certain grave authorities have 
declared that it is due to tbe uninvited 
presence of the arch-enemy of souls, while 
there have been shrewd observers wlio 
maintained that an inherited essence, called 
“Old Adam,” ia the real cause. Be that as 
it may, it is certain that the three partners 
ended the discussion barely in time to avoid 
bad feeling, and that each one understood 
that if Joe was to be turned from tbe error 
of his ways, it must be brought about by 
the understanding member itaelt, without 
anv assistance from the other two.

On the next morning, aa Joe sat devour
ing pancakea and molasses long alter bis 
partners had finished their breaksfasts— 

rays
regular monthly spree—the deacon laid hie

‘ Indeed !” exclaimed the professor, hastily 
putting on a very reserved air

“Yes,” said Joe. “Putinareg'lar twenty 
keg blast; but it only fizzled. Reckon tbe 
rock’s pnrty tough, professor, an' not much 
indications, no how. And Joe laughed in 
bis sleeve, and started to find the major 
and beg a cigar.

Tbe major gave Joe an excellent cigar, 
promised a larger monthly dividend than 
tbe claim had ever declared before, and 
told Joe a first rate story, Then, when be 
bad got Joe into an excellent humor, he 
commenced moving skillfully dn Joe's out
works.

“Got much laid up, Joel” inquired the 
major with bland hypocrisy.

“Nary !” replied joe with emphasis, and 
then a loud laugh at the utter absurdity of 
such an idea.

“Time you commenced, old fellow,” said 
the major. “You can be well off in a few 
months, if the claim keeps doing as well as 
now ”

■•No good of me savin money, replied 
Joe, with an oath as generous as it was un
necessary. “Somebody'd steal it.”

“None'esse!” cried the major. “You’ll 
want a wife, and a house to live in, one of 
these days; and then you'll find money very 
handy, iio matter liow much you may 
have.”

“House an' wife !” ejaculated Joe. “Thun
der an' pickaxes, major. No woman 'ud 
hev sech a galoot ez me.”

“Plenty of them would, quick enough,” 
replied the major. “You're youug and good 
looking and good natured, and have plenty 
of good sense. All you need to do is to 
stop drinking, gambling, fighting, swear
ing

“Major,” interrupted Joe, blowing 
smoke from both comers of his mouth 
until his face was effectually clouded, 
“that’s the identical game that two 
other chaps Les beu a playin’ on me this 
morn in'.”

“Not the deacon and the professor ?” 
queried the major quickly, and hiding his 
lips entirely away under his moustache.

“Jus's so,” replied Joe. “One of ’em 
piled on the brimstone, an’ t'other tried 
sugar. But ’taint no go, major. Fact is, 
I’ve thought a heap about it, an' I’ve made 
up my mind tbet what ther's so much fight- 
in’ about is too much, by a long shot, fur 
me to git through my head. Take some 
thin' 1 Oh! yer don't drink on duty, do 
yer 1 well I do,” saying which Joe saun
tered off to Sorrel's saloon and waited pa
tiently about until be could fall in with 
some one whose conversation should run in 
a diderent strain from that he had heard 
during the morning.

At the dinner table that day the partners 
did not exhibit their usual cordiality. Joe, 
to be sure, ate with a good appetite, and 
told a good thing or two he had beard at 
tbe saloon; but his three partners regarded 
each other somewhat after the manner of 
three well bred dogs having designs on the 
same bone. The deacon and the professor 
felt aggrieved; and the major seemed con 
siderably annoyed; but all were too good 
mannered to show any rudeness. Joe fin
ished bis meal and departed in search of 
more cheerful company. As he departed, 
the deacon uttered a long sigh and ex- 
claimed:

lently. “Mary, Mary! where’s the young 
'on T”

Mary stopped rubbing her eyes, and 
stared vacantly at Jim for a moment; then 
ebe utteied a piercing scream, and at
tempted to enter the burning building 
again. Tbe intense heat, however, drove 
her back; and she stood in front of the 
crowd with a fierce, bopelesB glare in her 
eyes, while every few seconds she uttered a 
horrible cry, half groan, halt yell, which 
made even the most whisky-hardened men 
shiver and turn pale.

“A handred dollars for whoever'll get 
that baby !” shouted the major.

Nobody stirred. There were plenty of 
impecunious men at Spurtip; but none 
seemed inclined to earn money in exactly 
this manner.

••Two hundred 1” cried the professor.
“Three 1” roared the deacon. “It’s a lit

tle heathen, an’ it runs a double reek."
“ 'Tain? no use tryin’,” remarked Seven- 

teener. ex-member of an Eastern fire de
partment. “No feller cud live in that there 
firemor’n half a minif. He'd hev to breathe, 
an' then ’{would be all up with him."

“That you a-yellin’ over yer loss, Jim ?” 
pleasantly asked Joe Backsey, edging into 
the crowd, and patting the unfortunate bar-

P ___
Joe was always terribly hungry after his 

spree—tbe deacon laid his 
heavy band on Joe’s shoulder, and solemnly

“Joseph, bow do yon 'xpect to escape?”
Joe hastily closed bis month, dropped his 

fork and the segments of cakes impaled 
thereon, and looked hastily about him.

“Not from a mortal enemy. I don’t mean,” 
said tbe deacon. “1 think so much of you, 
Joseph, that I’d knock such a one dow'n in 
tbe name of tbe Lord, Tore I said anythin’ 
bout it. I mean from tbe devil—the enemy 

of your soul.”
“OL!” said Joe, looking relieved, and re

suming operations with knife and fork.
“ ’The wicked shall be turned into hell,’ 

says tbe good book, Joseph,” continued the 
deacon.

“Reckon I’d see most of my old ‘qaint- 
ances el I went thar,’’ remarked Joe. unite 
cheerfully, as he poured the molasses on a 
fresh plate of cakes.

“Their worm dieth not, and the fire is not 
qaanched,” said the deacon.

“That refer to the worm they use distillin’ 
whisky, pardner?” inquired Joe, pushing 
back bis empty plate.

The deacon groaned.
“ Tain’t no use wastin’ yer powder an’ 

ball, pardner," continued Joe, in the best of 
temper; “for I don’t skeer wuth a gol 
durn.“ ' And Joe put on his hat, ~and mean
dered down te to* claim.

“Joe," said the profeesor. hastily washing 
his hands, “I want to speak with you a mo
ment. Come np this way: it’s a little 
private. Ah—don’t you think it would be 
advtible, pbm JoMraMe In tact, to change 
your mode of life somewhat I”

“Wall, I dunno.” replied Joe with great 
deliberation. “Think of movin’ nearer the 
claiml”

“Ah—I don’t refer to material matters so 
mnch as to, ah—spiritual ones,” said the 
profesaor. “All tbe pro mines, yon know, 
are conditioned on walking in right paths.

a proper sind.”
‘is it re-

and maim 
“Look here, 

ligien yer a-difvia’a tf 
••Exactly,’* exclaimed the profcsaor, rais

ing his glaaeea, end looking Joe fall in the 
i*or_

Tbe
then it’e j^ jo ^ M d d  ieo eonffdmitly.

“Oh tbe depravity of the human heart!’:
“Ah, 1 think,” said the professor, empty

ing his coffee cup, “that it is -perhaps well 
to remember that the human mind is 
more amenable to persuasion than to force. 
Our friend is better tempered than most 
men: but be despises the sentiment of fear, 
and is likely to be indignant when any one 
attempts to awaken it in him.”

“The law was made for sinners,” replied 
the deacon, with a savage kick at the cook's 
dog; “that's what the apostle says, and its 
terrors ought to be talked to 'em till they're 
awakened to a sense of their danger and 
See from the wrath to come.”

“Suppose we approach the matter in a 
common sense manner.” suggested the ma
jor. “If we are all three goiDg to attack 
Joe at once, ordinary prudence dictates 
that we act unitedly. Remember those two 
Mexicans we bad, who fought about a muie 
that some Bcaup stole while they squab
bled r

Tbe deacon was as reasonable as men 
generally, but when he heard the human 
soul compared, even distantly, with a 
Mexican’s mule, he indulged in what would 
have been called a decided sniff had the 
deacon been a lady. But neither insulting 
comparisons, nor heterodox looseness as to 
means of grace, were sufficient to make the 
deacon swerve from his clearly compre
hended duty, so he exclaimed in a very de
cided tone:

“Strait is the path, an’ narrer is the way; 
an' nobody ain't got the right to make’it 
any broader ”

“I don't want to make it so,” said the ma
jor right testily; “but isn't it better to walk 
in any road than to wander carelessly about 
all the gateways of hell!”

The deacon did not dare answer in tbe af
firmative. yet had too much heart to say no, 
so be compromised, and remained silent,

“I think,” said the professor, luring 
a troublesome fly under a tumbler by 
means of a fragment of stewed dried 
apple, and then quickly dropping 
the tumbler, ’• that tbe persuasive 
method would be—ah—by far the best. 
Show him the delights of virtue, and how 
great they art- in comparison with his sinful 
pleasures', and then cail his attention to tne 
many precious promises that are contained 
in the good Book"—

“And some of those which aren't in it. 
but which God has written just as plainly,” 
interrupted the major.

“Well, I wouldn’t be—ah—too sure about 
that," said tbe professor abstractedly, put
ting his hand before bis eyes.

"Nor I, nutber,” said the deacon, closing 
his lips us tightly as if they were the doors 
to the safe which contained all the com
pany's refined metal.

Tiie major arose abruptly; and so did his 
partners. Instead of tbe three partners 
walking together to the claim, as was their 
usual custom, the professor became absorbed 
in a book, and tbe major consumed an un
usual amount of time in lighting a cigar.

Alter the deacon had been gone long 
enough to preclude the possibility of his 
being overtaken, the mqjor started. The 
professor lingered over his book a few 
moments longer, when he also started, but 
was suddenly stopped by tbe German cook, 
who ran against him. exclaiming—

“Dat saloon, de ‘Pride of Sbpurtip,’ is all 
afire!”

The’proleesor took a lively double-quick 
in tbe direction of the fire; for the saloon 
was very near 'tbe claim, and tbe works of 
the claim were of wood only. Fortunately, 
however, the wind was in a favorable direc
tion. so the professor stopped and gazed at 
tbe conflagration with considerable satis
faction: for, although the profeesor was a 
very quiet man, his opinion of the liquor 
trade was very decided.

As tbe saloon was of unpainted boards, 
aDd plastered, tbe flames made rapid 
progress: so that Jim Slipson, tbe proprie
tor, bad barely time to save two or three 
armfuls of bottles. With these he retired 
to tbe opposite side of the street, where the 
spectators stood; and he was mournfully 
contemplating the effect of caloric upon 
alcohol, when he suddenly started, and ex
claimed :

“Good God! Injin Mary’s in the loft 
over the saloon!’’

"Who's that?'" asked the deacon, who 
had joined the crowd.

“She's—well, not exac'ly one of vour 
kind, deac'n” replied Jim. “She come las’ 
night with her young 'un, an' wanted to 
sleep thar till mornin . ’

"Some poor, depraved creature. I s'pose." 
sighed the deacon.

“Well,” said Jim, prudently massing on 
his front most of his outlying bottles, “I 
reckon Injins, in general, was off huntin' 
wben religion was give out, deac’n; an' 
Mary ain’t no bettern the rest. But any
body’s too good to bo roasted—leastways, 
in this world.” continued Jim Slipson, re
membering the deacon’s groundwork of 
belief, and treating it with polite deference.

“She don’t intend to risk it now, at any 
rate,” exclaimed the major aa a dark figure 
dashed ont of the flames, and rolling on the 
ground to extinguish its flaming clothing, 
disclosed the coppery, dull, heavy, impas
sive features of Indian Mary.

“Hooray!” shouted the crowd. Mary had. 
been seen very often at Spnrtip: bnt never 
before had Spnrtip felt itaelf called upon te 
exhibit any respect far her.

It was very evidepi that Mary had been 
asleep or drank, or both; for ' '

iPfaryd*

keeper on the back.
“It's Ipjin Mary; her bay's in the loft. 

O Lord, jast listen to the poor devil!" said 
Jim. as Mary uttered another cry.

Joe picked up a bucket of water and 
poured it over himself, and an instant 
later dashed into the flames, and up the 
blazing ladder which led to the loft. Not a 
mar spoke; it seemed that no one breathed 
for a moment. The deacon closed his eves; 
and hie lips were seen to move rapidly: and 
many men. though unused to such exercise, 
followed the deacon's example.

Suddenly a mighty roar broke from the 
crowd as Joe Backsey, hatless, hairless, 
beardless, and almost black,emerged from 
the blazing building with a dirty bundle in 
his arms- He bad nearly crossed tbe street, 
when suddenly he stopped, screamed, 
“Catch it !" threw the child, and dropped, 
face downward, on the ground.

The deacon was by Lis side in an instant, 
shouting for water and oil, as he tenderly 
turned tbe insensible form over.

“No go,” said Seventeener, giving Joe's 
face a critical glance. “He'6 breathed tbe 
fire; I know it by nis lips an’ nose; be won't 
never breathe nothin'.”

“Joe, Joe !” cried the deacon, while big 
tears fell from bis rugged lace. “God bev 
mercy on your soul.”

From beneath the crnelly singed eye
brows and lashes, Joe's good-natured eyes 
opened; his cracked lips parted and smiled; 
he tried to speak: but suddenly he gasped, 
shivered; and then the deacon knew by the 
way Joe's head hung over the kind old arm 
that supported it. that his partner had 
drawn his last dividend.

For some moments the crowd stood in 
respectful silence; then Jim Slipson invited 
the crowd to open his few remaining bot
tles, and drink deep to Joe’s good luck in 
tbe next world. A stretcher was then im
provised, and Joe was carried to the office 
of the Quickledge Company. There was 
no formal lying in stare; there was not 
a single flower placed on the rude cata
falque; but tbe men of all degrees crowded 
to see what remained of the hero; and 
many of them, when they went awav. 
showed the first indication of soul that had 
ever been seen in their faces.

The three partners sat down to supper 
and gazed sadly at the empty chair. The. 
major finally broke the silence.

"A Christian couldn’t have died more 
nobly,” said he.

“Christian!!” exclaimed the deacon. 
“The publicans and harlots shall go into 
the kingdom ’fore yon—an' me ! We only 
offered our money, while he gave his life.” 

"Blessed be the promises." said tbe pro
fessor. “ ‘Give, and it shall be given unto 
you.’ Joe gave his life; can we believe he 
will get anything less in return ?”

“El burnt off'rin's ’ll make an atonement 
now-a days," said the deacon, "he's done 
his best; an’ nobody could do more.”

The decon took upon himself the mourn
ful duty and pleasure of making a head- 
board for his deceased partner, and of paint
ing thereon a suitable inscription. For 
hours did the deacon rack his brain for a 
passage of Scripture which would be ap
propriate; and he finally painted on the 
head board the verse:

“Greater love hath no man than this, that 
a man may iay down his life for his friends ” 

But while it was drying, and the deacon 
was absent for a few moments, some hetero
dox person strolled in, read the inscription, 
and seizing tbe paint brush wrote—

“How 'bout a feller that saves Injin babies 
thet Lain't his friends?”

And thus reads thp inscription to this 
day.— Old anil Sew.

A Sanctimonious P oker P layer.
About two years ago a Missouri river 

steamboat left Fort Benton with a party of 
tough and well-to-do miners on board. 
There were also among the passengers three 
or four “brace men,” and before arriving 
at Sioux City they had, generally, cleaned 
out the pockets of the miners. The boat 
stopped at Sionx City to wood up, and 
found, among others waiting to get on 
board, a ministerial looking personage, with 
the longest and most solemn countenance 
on him you can well imagine. He was 
dressed in a suit of black, wore a white 
stove-pipe bat and choker collar, orna
mented with a black neckhandkerchief.

Well, he got on board, and the boat 
started down the stream. For two days he 
was unnoticed by tbe other passengers, but 
he of the sports at last thought he saw a 
chance to make something out of tbe sad 
and melancholy individual. The latter 
would once or twice a day step up to the 
bar, and, with a voice that was as mild and 
gentle as a maiden’s, ask for “A glass of 
-soda, if yon please,” and then he would pul! 
a roll oi bills from his pocket, and take a 
quarter from their interior layers. Then he 
would say to the barkeeper, as if under a 
thousand obligations, “Thank you, sir.” 
and walk ait again as if about to commit 
suicide.

This thing had gone far enough, and the 
gambler I have spoken of at last approached 
him.

“Would you like a game of seven-up, 
sir?”

Seven-up? What is seven-up? Please 
tell me, my good friend ?”

"Why. a game of cards, you know, just 
to pass away the time. Let us play a 
game.”

"My good friend, I do not know anything 
concerning cards; I can not play them.” 

“Well, come along, we'll show you how 
to do it.” And the mild gentleman in black, 
after some further protests, at length con
sented.

They showed him how 'twas done, and 
they played several games. The gentleman 
in black was delighted. Gambler wants to 
know it he will play poker, five cents ante, 
just for tbe fun of the thing. Gentleman 
m black says he can't play the game, but 
they explain again, and the poker com
mences. The gentleman in olack loses 
every time. There are. six men in the game. 
Each one deals before the, gentleman in 
black, and ante has been raised to a dollar. 
Gent in bla~k deals awkwardly and looks 
at bis band. Next man to dealer bets (5, 
it goes round, and bets are raised'to (100. 
Gent in black sees it, and makes it (100 
better. Gamblers looked surprised, but 

ill not be bluffed. The bet had reached 
$6(Ki—$1000. All draw out except a Pike's 
Peak miner, who sees and calls him:

What have you?”
Waal,” answers the gent in black, “I 

have—let me see, let me see—waal, I have 
four ones ”

The gamblers, who have euspicioned 
some time before, now look wild, and the 
light begins to dawn in the miner's mind. 
He leaned across the table and said in the 
most sarcastic tones he could command:

“Ok, yon have, have you! You d—d sanc
timonious shuffler.”

The gent got up from the table and 
banded one of the gamblers his card. It 
read "Bill Walker, New Orleans”—one of 
the most successful sharpers in the coun
try.—*'/. Louis Journal.

[ Ommnnl rated. 1
H IT L E R  AND BEACON STREET.

Lucky.
. We are informed by one of the stage 
drivers on the Opelousas line, that a negro, 
workin g on a farm near Grand Cotean, re- 
oentiy plowed up $31100 in gold, which is 
supposed to have bean buried before the 
war by a man now dead. The lucky darkey 
took the “shiner*,* and after filling his 
gocket, reburied them m •  secure place.

i then where hi*
reokieaa t»» d  pending n e w  areoeed 
suspicion SM m—*d hiaasraat. H* refuses
to tell where the money i* now buried.—
Ytrmilisntrilk Cottou-Boi

Is Beacon Btreet, Boston, the Tooley 
street of America? The three English 
tailors—a composite third of a man—flat
tered themselves as being the little English 
isle, bnt even that timid assumption was 
modest compared with that of an element 
in Eoston, that conceives itself to be 
scarcely less than tbe republic, and that 
Bunker monument is a mere exclamation 
point to that element’s massive self-esteem 
Benjamin F. Butler having refused to 
smirk deference to this element has been 
visited with its solemn reprobation. It has 
shambled into two Massachusetts State 
conventions, brought down its staff in a 
most dogmatic manner, and forbidden his 
nomination as Governor despite the mani 
fest will of a Republican majority in that 
State. It has not scrupled to improvise 
hostile delegations at the convention doors 
even, or to resort to any expedient, no mat
ter how devious, that might conduce to his 
discomfiture. And because General Butler 
chose to adjourn his pronounced claims 
rather than permit rheums in the party as 
to himself, Beacon street returned to its 
snuff with greater unction and was the 
more satisfied that the State was still a 
convenient backyard to Beacon street 
During the last four weeks Beacon street 
has been livid with wrath. A worthy 
young citizen, Mr. Simmons, vas nomi
nated for the Boston collectorship 
Beacon street mounted its spectacles, 
packed its ruffles, lubricated its knee-pans 
braced its calves in silk stockings, 
clenched its staff and visited Washington 
to rebuke the President for his temerity. 
“We, sir, have not blessed this Simmons 
with that local recognition without which 
American citizenship is but stone, not 
bread. To only such as we anoint must 
be apportioned the federal niches in Bos
ton. We consent that the government 
shall have honest stewardsAhere, but their 
especial service must be to glorify Beacon 
street in every impressive creak of their 
shoes. We assert social pre-emption to 
every federal office there as boudoirs for 
our stately languor. Beware—there shall 
be many Presidents, there cun be but one 
Beacon street. We have said.”

Sumner, too anxious, we fear, to contra
vene the President, said a robust amen, 
and Boutwell followed with an acquiescent 
lisp. The latter had first urged Simmons’ 
claims, had known him as an honest and 
efficient revenue officer under his own ap
pointment when Secretary of the Treas
ury—could not, upon challenge in the 
Senate, present an exception to him, and 
yet consented to strike him down at a 
Beacon street whim. In the lower house two 
members only besides General Butler, out 
of the entire delegation, dared to espouse 
Simmons’ claim. At this juncture, Gen
eral Butler determined to take issue with 
Beacon street. In his own case he had 
twice forborne lest irreparable discord 
might befall the party; in Simmons’ case 
he relucted not a moment. It was mouldy 
"propriety” challenging sterling worth;a 
young man, on the one hand, of the peo
ple, whose quick loyalty had impelled him 
to stand in the war van of that people, a 
faithful servant of the government, named 
by the executive for promotion, and flatu
lent Podsnapipery on the other, impotent 
to cite a single manly reason against 
him. The issue was one so thoroughly 
American—one wherein the aspira
tions of a wholesome man were an
tagonized only by the prejudices 
of social martinets, one, where man as 
man should not be smitten down wi±out 
due reason, that we are not surprised at 
General Butler’s course in the premises. 
The pluck within him was revealed anew. 
In defiance of the rule, remitting the fate 
of an aspirant for confirmation to the 
judgment of the Senators of the State 
whence the aspirant hails, Simmons’ con
firmation was achieved by General Butler 
in the teeth of Sumner and Boutwell’s oppo
sition. Even the Democrats of the Senate 
seemed to regard the pretensions of 
Beacon street as vapid and impertinent, 
and with but two exceptions voted with 
the large Republican majority lor Sim
mons. For General Butler thus to have 
throttled the purpose of the Massachu
setts delegation in each house ‘ 
marvel of pluck, generous zeals 
astuteness and but another token oft 
signal capacity for leadership. But 
Beacon street meditates revenge—means 
mischief in the next State convention, 
where Massachusetts Republicans propose 
to nominate General Butler as Governor.

The General laments to have them 
abandon the Republican party, to which 
he himself loyally adheres, rain or sliine> 
but those who don the jackets of enemies 
need not marvel if, next fall, he imprints 
welts under them, 'and Beacon street will 
prove no sanctuary in such an event.

No man in this country possesses 
greater influence than he upon the na
tional mind; staunch and affirmative, he 
compels attention and faith. There is a 
splendid candor in him that excites ad
miration even in his adversaries, and, as 
the feimmons case denotes, such adver
saries can not always forbear to reinforce 
him. What other public man in the 
Union could have rallied the McCreerys 
and Gordons beside the Conklings and 
Carpenters? The average Southern Demo
cratic mind, that delights in the name of 
Butler as a text for wrath, is aghast at the 
conundrum. Butler’s aggressive temper 
is a fit yet uncommon expression of the 
American impulse for progress. It af
fronts Beacon street, but it satisfies the 
national impatience for development, 
and until Beacon street learns, as soon 
it must, that the American people are not 
afflicted, like itself, with rheumatic tra
ditions, and have no pride except that of 
wLoj^some, stalwart effort, and esteem 
men. not for their mildewed punctilios, 
but for their activity, usefulness and hon
orable ambitions, it must expect to be 
jostled to its serious inconvenience. To 
sit in the prim, social chair and prate of 
an old worthless musket on the wall, when 
young minute-men, clenching new and 
efficient rifles, stand as sentries for the 
public interest, assures no real service and 
merits no respect but compassion.

Beacon street's fight next fall with Gen
eral Bntler will be simply the rotten flint
lock, aimed from a spavined shoulder, 
against a deadly rifle, directed by a cod 
eye and fine Iand and wadded with a 
powerful Republican majority. Beacon 
street will thereafter devote iterate* to 

, poultices—it* silk stocking* to nightcap*.

i ■ ■  . ...........
THE BELLS OF &HAMDON.

SaW a pangr:
Funera plaugo;
Solemn:# t  ango.

Inscription on an old belL

With deep affection 
And recollection 
I often think of 

Those SUaudon bells.
Whose sound so wild would 
In the days of childhood,
K ing around niv crad.e 

Their magic spells.
On this I ponder 
Where'er 1 wander,
And thus grow fonder.

Sweet Cork, of thee—
With thy bells of Sbai don 
That sound bo grand on 
The pleasant waters 

Of the river Lee.

I’ve ht ard belle chiming 
Fuil uisuy a chine in,
Toiling sublime in 

Cathedral shriue,
While at a glib rate 
brass tongues would vibrate;
Eui all their m use 

Spoke naught like thine.
Foi memory, dwellmg 
<>u each proud swelling 
Oi thy belfry, knelling 
Ire bold notes tree.
Made the bells of Shandon 
Sound lar more grand on 
Tne pleasant waters 

Of the river Lee.

I’ve heard hells tolling,
Old Adrian’s Mole in,
Tneir thunder rolling 

From the Vatican,—
And cymbals glorious 
Swinging uproarious 
In the gorgeous turrets 

OI Notre Dame;
But thy sounds were sweeter 
Tiian the dome of Peter 
Fimgs o'er tne Tiber,

Pea-ing solemnly.
Ob! tbe mils of Shandon 
Sound far more grand on 
The pieasant waters 

Of the river Lee.

There’s a bell in Moscow;
While on lower and k-nsk O 
Iu St. Sophia 

The Turkman gets,
And loud in air 
Calls men to prayer.
From tbe tapering suuim.t 

Of tall minarets.
Such empty phantom 
1 freely grant them;
But there’s an anthem 

More dear to me,
T is the bells of Shandon,
1 hat sound so gnu d on 
The p eaaant waters 

Of the river Lee.

Religions Emancipation.
At the u$ual weekly meeting of the 

Liberal Club in Plimpton Hall yesterday 
evening an address was delivered by Rev. 
W. R. Alger, of Boston, on “The Steps 
Toward Religious Emancipation in Chris
tendom.” The small audience room was 
closely packed, and the lecturer was fol
lowed with the closeet and most earnest 
attention. The substance of Mr. Alger’s 
lecture was as follows:

For tbe 600 or 000 years called the middle 
ages Christendom presented an unbroken 
unity. The authority of the Roman heirarchy 
was unquestioned, supported by the pure 
morality it taught and the self-will of the 
priesthood. The resistance met by the 
Church came from the ignorant and vicious 
who hated its restraints, from the struggles 
of secular rulers against encroachments on 
the prerogative, and the protests of think
ers against the doing of their thinking for 
them. All were peremptorily and quickly 
suppressed. Philosophers bowed before 
monks; gowned canons revised the Roman 
law; kings kneeled to lift to his stirrup the 
foot of tbe vicegerent of Goa. The submis
sion was not as complete and dramatic as it 
has been painted, but its effects were none 
the less real and far-reaching. After nine 
centuries of holy toil and sacrifice Christen ■ 
dom, as full of crime and horror as of purity 
and religious inspiration, presentea a front 
of universal submission. This imposing 
spectacle of uniformity, scarcely conceived 
and never attained before or 6ince. was the 
product of natural and artificial causes— 
what may be called the will of Providence 
and the self-will of an imperious priesthood 
To separate the spiritual life and the ex 
alted morality of the Church from the bigot 
ed tyranny of its spiritual rulers was for a 
long .time a hopeless problem. This had 
been so because behind the unity was a com
mon acceptance of doctrinal faith. Briefly 
outlined it was a belief that the fiat earth, 
embracing the three continents and sur
rounded by ocean, stood solitary in space, 
while around it swept the sun, moon and 
stars; above it was heaven, with the etiquette 
and ceremonial of an Oriental court; under 
it hell, the penal prison of the devil and 
his angels; around the human race, heirs 
of Adam's guilt and redeemed by an in
carnate God, centres the drama of the uni
verse. The Bible was a mysterious book 
inspired by the spirit of God and interpreted 
through the supernatural commission of the 
church, which otlered immunity by confes
sion, baptism, mass and penance. To be
lieve this was salvation, not to accept it was 
damnation. The faith of tbe mediaeval 
church reposed on two pillars, abject 
and ignorant superstition and the unscru
pulous use of power to suppress free 
opinion. With murderous ferocity monks 
and soldiers, bishops and kings, popes 
and emperors vied in exterminating 
heretics. The outward union that sprang 
from inward belief and outward cere
mony obtained at such a cost was an in 
evitable stage in the evolution of history. 
To think otherwise were to discredit any 
thinking unity in historical progress. How 
this contormity, protected by such dreadful 
weapons, faded is an inquiry which can not 
fail te threw light on our present condition 
as well as our luture and our duty to both. 
Whatever tended to dispel belief lessened 
the power of enforcing this uniformity. 
Swiftly flies the element of power, belief 
from all faith hallowed- by a lie. Three 
causes lessened bigotry and increased sym 
patby among them. The contests of ruling 
powers gave the people an opportunity to 
inforoe their rights. The study of the Greek 
literature, independent and o'utside of the 
hurch, and theBible liberalized and refined 

the narrow dogmatic minds of the Christian 
world. An aggravated sense of the folly ot 
their fellow-Christians arose among sensible 
men persecuted for opinion and moderated 
their zeal in after Lours of triumph. Chief 
among these causes was the high education 
of the higher priesthood. Culture produced 
variety and freedom. Differing opinions 
without hostile divisions brought about 
tolerance and liberty. Each party was 
forced to allow what it demanded. Tbe 
lashing rights of the secular and spiritual 

arm in their perpetual conflicts, conflicts 
which will terminate only when the secular 
shall absorb and assimilate the spiritual, 
shook the faith of the people. When the 
divine right of kings met the divine right 
of the Pope, both suffered in the efforts 
each made for supremacy.

The first great step was toward spiritual 
emancipation, a free eonship in Christ. 
Arnold of Brescia, Savonarola, Wyclitfe 
cried out for freedom in vain, bnt Luther 
rose in revolt, with a third of Christendom 
at his back. Yet his theologv was more 
absurb than tbe Pope's. He did not com
plete his work, it is still advancing, 
Austria's broken concordat, the German 
revolt, a disestablished Irish Church. 
Italy emancipated as by miracle are events 
whose nearness hides their magnitude. The 
second great step was settling the canon of 
Scripture. A dogmatic theology can not rest 
on a supernatural foundation alone, it must 
have an inspired volume. Warring sects 
resting their claims on authorized interpre
tation meet an overstrong citation by deny
ing its authenticity. It is found that th'is 
all important rule has itself been decided 
by ridiculous trifles—by the bare majority 
of a council, by the whim, the accident of 
ecclesiastical power. Its biographv, its 
facts, and its authorship are now found to 
be matters of no consequence whatever. 
Its morality and its spiritual life no criti
cism can alter or change A single text in 
Revelation was held in'the first ten cen
turies to fix the day of judgment in the 
year 1000. When the son rose clear on the 
first day of 1001 a pall of dread was rolled 
from the landscape, but tbe dogmatic unity 
of Christendom never recovered from the 
shock. The application of the reasoning 
of the Cosmopolitan Academy to the theo
ries of the cloister led to another forward 
step. The school of Aquinas gives us ex
quisite profound speculation vitiated by 
foregone conclusions. Scotus. Kant and 
Coleridge well-nigh destroyed the system of 
dogmatic belief, leaving only its s  ords, in 
aiming to reconcile faith to philosophic 
formula—all useful as a mental gymnastic 
in training Hie mind for independent pro- 
gr*H. The old doctrines are translated into 
modern terms and aa longer believed in 
their original forma.

This tendency ia aided by the atndy of

physical science. Instinctively the priestly 
mind ha* opposed 'thia study—a warfare 
hopeless against the God of truth and ad
vancing truth. The application of science 
to the interpretation ot an inspired work 
proceeds bv a threefold development. 
What the Bible asserts is declared to he 
true no matter what nature and science 
proves to the contrary. Then it is lound 
that when you have learned the^trnth ol 
science then vou know what the Bible 
teaches. At length men no longer reconcile 
but separate the two. In the path of prog- 
ress apart ami aside are found the mystics 
—those breathing minds, those hearts of 
passion, the choicest depositories of the 
grace of religion, seeking more to love eacn 
other rather than to hold each other in 
freedom—Kempis, Bonaventura, Guyot.

The latest step in religious emancipation 
is the application of criticism to the docu
ments ol scripture in tbe interests of truth; 
criticism not destructive but constructive. 
Aided by comparative philology in the 
study of religion, what tbe calculus of 
Leibnitz is in the discoveries ot mathe 
uiatieal science, we find that the Old 
Testament is a part of the select literary 
remains of the Hebrews and the New a 
deposit from the mental fermentation of 
the apostolic ages, containing eternal 
truths and provisional errors commixed 
It only remains to take tbe final step 
by ultimatiDg the right of private judg 
rnent and individualizing speculative be
lief. Unless Chistianity is a godless ab
straction it will end with this. Nor will 
man be without divine guidance. Tbe 
instant and omnipresent revelation of 
God in the order of nature and in the cor
responding Kosmos of the soul shall at last 
be so clear as to leave nothing to be desired. 
Science generalized into philosophy and 
touched by the breath of the divine shall 
blossom into a perfect faith, whose rule 
spread over all races shall be the second 
coming of Christ to bless the world. The 
genuine believers in Christ seek not 
gratify their selt-will, hut to glorify the will 
of God. They look not for Their own whims 
and theories, but for the truth. This was 
the mind of Christ, whose prayer was: Not 
my will, but thine be done. The spirit of 
science enriched by the spirit of piety is tbe 
avatar of the new Messiah.—Sew Yor’ 
World.

A shantee H o rro rs .
The special correspondent of the London 

Daily Sews in Ashantee thus summarizes 
the reports brought to the English camp 
by Mr. Keuhne, one of the missionaries re 
leased by KiDg Koffee:

The reports which Mr. Keuhne brings 
are, ot course, ot tbe most intense interest. 
His'personal narrative of his long captivity 
since 1869 may perhaps lor the moment 
wait, his observations as to present facts 
being so important.

Mr. Keuhne'e description of the scenes 
daily occurring in Coomassie pass all belief 
in their horror. Mr. Keuhne says that no 
day passes without slaughter in the streets 
of innocent slaves and freed men. He speaks 
of it as a common incident to he sitting in 
the doorway, or walking in the street, or 
looking on at some spectacle, when the 
next man is suddenly seized by execution
ers, who run a knife through his mouth 
from cheek to check, so that he may never 
speak again. He refused ever to witness 
the horrible orgies, but it was impossible to 
avoid seeing the dead bodies which are left 
daily to lie in the streets, while the pigs 
feed' on them in the public tnor- 
oughfare. dragging them about with 
every conceivable effect of horror 
and indecency. There is one huge
charnel-house, or block, over which, for 
ages, the vultures have never ceased to 
hover and to swoop down into. The stench 
of this is so fearful as to make passage with
in a very considerable distance of it almost? 
unendurable. Here the great sacrifices are 
made, as many as 200 at a time having been 
recently put to death within it in one day. 
Altogether independently of these sacrifices 
daily on a small scale, frequently on a grand 
one, excuses for slaughter are never want
ing. There is a certain place where each of 
the past Kings of Ashantee has a room, and 
where daily food is placed for them. Into 
the actual presence of the skeletons of the 
kings no one but the King himself ever 
enters. But it constantly occurs that the 
wretched mud roof of some one ot these 
chambers tumbles in. Then the King him
self goes down with the necessary laborers 
and sees it repaired. All besides the 
King who have thus been there are 
slaughtered. There are a variety of duties 
of this kind, which, as soon as performed 
under order, entail death on the workers. 
Mr. Keuhne speaks of these as of daily in
cidents, though, of course, there are mo
mentary lulls, and the degree to which they 
are done at different times diflers im
mensely. When spirits have to be exor
cised, the plan is to take small children, tie 
them up in cloth, and drag them through 
the streets all day. As a rule the great ob
ject is that no victims shall die before the 
evening. In the case of great criminals, 
the man is fastened through the cheeks, 
as already mentioned, ropes are attached 
to the two ends of the knife, and execu
tioners proceed to slash his flesh with 
knives all day, with the understand- 
t-hat if the victim dies before the 
evening the executioner is put to 
death. The ordinary victims are sirnplv 
left to endure the agony of the knife 
through the cheeks, sitting in a room till 
nightfall. Women and men appear to be 
taken for these purposes about equally, ex
cept that the woman is rather the more 
valuable animal to her master, being both a 
better worker and useful in other ways, and 
Therefore when slaves are given lor sacri
fice the men are more often handed over. 
The population appears to consist in about 
equal parts of Ashantees and of slaves, with 
a few freedraen, whose condition does not 
differ much from the slaves. It is on the 
slave population that the greater part of 
the slaughter falls, auu as they are con
stantly recruited by all sorts of devices from 
surrounding tribes, the diminution of 
numbers is not so rapid perhaps as such 
a system would imply. At the time when 
Mr. Keuhne was captured Ado Boofoo was 
nominallv in negotiation with some friendly 
tribe of Creepees as to the number of men 
they were to furnish the King with for war 
purposes. He called them to consult with 
him, and having got them into his power 
drove all of them, with all their women and 
children, before him to Coomassie, nomi
nally that the “palaver might be settled be
fore the King." All, to the estimated num
ber of 5900, have since been made slaves or 
have been slaughtered. Though the slaves 
suffer most from the mere sacrifices and 
are partially replaced, there is a minute sys
tem of ordinances decreed by the King 
which makes almost every man in Coomae- 
sie liable to be treated as a criminal 
at almost any moment. Criminals so 
brought before the King, even if for 

moment pardoned, the offense being 
slight, are put aside or else merely noted for 
execution when the King next wishes for 
victims for the sacrifices who are of Ashan
tee blood. Thus the slaughter in the course 
of the year of pure blood Ashantees alone 
is considerable, and, taken together with 
the incessant wars, would account for 
almost any dimunition of population. For 
the last year nearly ail the pure Ashantee 
males have been absent. Mr. Keuhne saw 
the army on its return march past tbe 
King in the great square with all the wild 
gesticulation and the noise recorded by 
Bowdich sixty years ago. They passed one 
behind another at considerable intervals, 
each chief dancing before the King as he 
passed, so that very small numbers would 
occupy a very long time. It in fact took the 
whole dav in passing. Immediately after
ward the whole force was allowed to dis
perse home.

An H um ble Follow er of G. W.
A good little boy out West undertook t« 

come the G. Washington on his mother in 
this way: He cut off the cat's head with 
the traditional hatchet, and then hid the de
funct feline in the meal barrel. When the 
old lady went lor meal to make the “hoe 
cake” for the frugal morning repast, she dis
covered the cat and interviewed her little 
son. He said: “I did it, mother, with my 
little hatchet, but I'll be swizzled if I can 
tell the whole truth about this little affair.” 
Now, most mothers would have kissed that 
brave, truthful lad on his noble brow, and 
kept right <m using the meal out of the bar
rel just the same, but this she didn't. She 
said: “Come across my lap, my son; come 
across my lap.” He came, and for a while 
tber© rose ft cloud from the seat of hia trou- 
am  that effectually hid the son from view, 
M  Uie aid woaaaa bow sports goggles and 

nae_of Petit’s eye-salve. Tb* 
good little boy bad peppered tbe seat of bit 
pant*.—Green Bay AdvotaU.

HLVINKR.

BY oaPHSVS C. KERR.

H* passes silent to his peers 
In that still chamber, dim and vast.

Where sit, invincible » f years,
Tbe uncrowned monarch! af tbe post?

A grander embassy to know.
In that tar country overhead,

Than soul inberiteth below 
The white-robed Senate of the Dead.

In pageant eloquent of rrief,
A mourning nation a t his tomb 

But see a phantom of the chief,
Through life’s last mystery of gloom; 

Another added unto those.
For the great battle’s shadow born,

Who feel, unguerdoned by the rose,
The mortal anguish of the thorn.

A mighty memory ha* gene 
From the full volume of the hour 

Tne less a majesty passed on 
Than something measureless of pow’r .

A spirit missing from the pane 
That yet iucarnatetb the song;

A presence parted frem the stage.
Though moves the drams stiii along.

The lighted beacon of his soul 
t shone o’er the billows chill sod dark 
When freedom, fainting for a goal.

In storm and thunder sought the ark 
And, paling gently iu the ray 

Of peaceful morning from alar,
Was lost ineffable in day,

To glow eternal as a star.
Kis country, bowing a t his grave.

Can yield a tender thought of grace 
To him, impassionate, who gave 

The blow that sanctified his lace ;
But. well remi uiBering the zeal 

Wherewith he bore a bitter part,
Must yet heroically feel 

The blow that quivers in her heart.
—Graphic.

W anted—A C onic  S tatesm an.
The part that humor plays in public life 

and its importance as an implement and 
means of influence are apt to be over
looked. It is a good thing to laugh. It re
laxes the’muscles. It lubricates the jointa 
and hinges of the mind. It makes people 
good natured almost iu spite of themselves. 
Tbe light and airy shafts of ridicule are 
oftentimes more effective than tbe heavy 
artillery of argument. The rapier of wit, 
when skillfally used, is more fatal than the 
broadsword of reason. Tbe disposition to 
look at everything in a serious light and 
keep the mind keyed to the highest possi
ble intensity of feeling is injurious, tf not 
fatal, in the long run. In a body like Con
gress, where there are so many serious 
minds and great interests at stake, such a 
clash of ambitions and personalities, a real 
humorist is a godsend.

It is a pity that more of the present mem
bers have not a touch of humor tn their 
composition. In the old days John P. Hale 
used to keep the Senate good natured by 
his unfailing pleasantries. It was impossi
ble for his bitterest opponents to hate bins 
who convulsed them with laughter almost 
at will, and who parried their argumenia 
with a joke or witticism which set the whole 
chamber in a roar. Thomas Corwin kept 
the House merry through dreary and 
monotonous sessions by his exhaustless 
f und of wit and repartee. But the present 
Senate has no comic statesman in it. It ia 
dull, dry, heavy, matter of fact. Its de
bates are as monotonously stupid as the 
sounds of a hand-organ, and its business ia 
as juiceless and flavorless as the prod nets of 

turning-lathe. In the House. General 
Butler might furnish fun enough to keep the 
whole body in a good temper if he wmild 
adopt Beau Brummel’s recipe for tying hia 
cravat and give his whole mind to it. But 
Butler is so much more than a wit and a 
wag, he does so insist on having a hand 
in everything that is up, and moreover gets 
so dead in earnest about things he is inter
ested in, that bis sense of humor is overlaid 
by other elements, and he fails to see the 
comic side of men, measures and things.

Mr. Cox has all the elements of a comic 
statesman. He is witty and humorous and 
droll. He has a quick sense of the ludi
crous aspects of things and a felicitous way 
of presenting them. His mind is quick, 
keen and active, and his language dainty. 
But his effusions too often smell of tfle 
lamp. They suggest cramming, and, what 
is worse, betray a self consciousness which 
often neutralizes their happiest effects. He 
seems too often to invite attention from his 
humor to himself, and his speeches Bound 
and read as though he were saving, ’See 
how witty I can be on occasion.” It is a 
misfortune to wit when his auditors laugh 
at him instead of laughing with him. If 
he will but remember to keep himself in 
his pocket the next time he trots cut one ot 
his witty effusions he will find everybody 
in a state of intense happification.

The comio statesman does not seem to 
have put in an appearance. He is unques
tionably “the coming man.”

Mr. Phelps, of New Jersey, made an 
amusing speech the other day, hut .ts 
humor is chieflv noticeable as a shower 
alter a six week’s drought. It does not 
take bnt a few drops to tickle the ground 
after such a parching. But the comio 
statesman is a necessity. Congress can not 
manufacture one without the materials any 
more than the Israelites could make bricks 
without straw. There can not be a wit in 
tbe House unless tbe people put him there. 
And the necessity for such a character in 
that body is so urgent that some of our con
stituencies ought to send one aN a national 
duty. W hat better use could be made of 
Mark Twain, for instance, and the Rev. 
Petroleum V. Nasby, than to sentence them 
to Congress fora term or two. True.it 
would be a heavy punishment for the poor 
jokes they have unintentionally perpetrated 
at the expense of a much sutieriug people; 
hut the fact that they did not mean any 
harm should be taken into the account to 
mitigate their punishment. If not them, 
perhaps others. A comic statesman at any 
rate.—Sew York Graphic.

P resen ta tion  o f an  E questrian  F o rtrn it to 
the P res id en t.

W e copy the following from the Wash
ington National Republican of the eight
eenth instant:

At two o’clock yesterday Colonel A. R. 
Johnson and W. R. Spearing, ot New Or
leans, visited the White House, charged 
with the agreeaole duty of presenting to 
the President a very beautiful equestrian 
portrait of himself. The painting is more 
than sixteen feet in length, and is of ad
mirable design. The horse is said to be a 
perfect picture of Cmcinnatus, tbe Presi
dent’s favorite charger, and the portrait of 
the President is life-like. This magnificent 
iresent is, to a large extent, the gift of Dr. 
loclium Crasto, a prominent Italian resi
dent of New Orleans, and an enthusiastic 
admirer of General Graut. Tbe committee 

ere received by the President and Cabi
net, members ot the President's family and 
Marshal Packard, who was invited to be 
present, in the Green Room. Colonel John
son. in a few appropriate remarks, delivered 
the following letter of presentation to the 
President:

New Orleans, March —, 1874.
To His Excellency President Grant:

The undersigned committee, duiy author
ized, in the name and on behalf of Dr. Ro- 
chum Crasto, a citizen of Louisiana, re
spectfully tender for your acceptance an 
equestrian portrait, which we trust may 
commend itself to your favorable consider
ation, not on account of the value of the 
gift, which we are Sensible is small, but as 

faint expression of the appreciation of the 
great services rendered to the country, in 
the field and in tbe cabinet, by tbe distin- 

uished chieftain who now presides over the 
estrnies of the natioD.
We hope any deficiencies which the pio- 

ture may possess will be atoned lor, in your 
estimation, l>v the sincerity of tbe motive* 
which actuated the doctor, and vours, te- 
sptctfully. f.Signed by the members ol the 
committee]

Senator West, in his usual happy style, 
then addressed the President, giving ex
pression to the sentiments of esteem and 
respect which actuated the donors in mak
ing this beautiful present.

Alter Senator West’s speech the President 
invited the companv-to partake of a lunch, 
which was prepared in the family dining 
room. While partaking of this informal 
repast the beauty of the portrait in question 
was the chief subject of conversation, and 
Mrs. Grant remarked to Marshal Packard 
it was the best portrait of the President she 
bad ever seen.

Mr. Pierson, the Italian artist, was 
eighteen months engaged in perfecting thia 
beautilol work of art, and on its comple
tion, a lew weeks ago, returned to Italy.

There is a good deal of humor among the 
gold miners of British Columbia. “Don’t 
irevancate, sir,” thundered a British 

Columbian judge to a witness from the
* prevaricate, air”’ “Can’t 
tolp it, judge,” answered tbe miner. “Ever 
•“ 9®1 Jf®* •  kiek from a mole that| knock-
*  k J I prevarioete a good deal.
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