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OUR BABY

%3 EEEN E. KEIVOKD,

’l:l:nx whispere of deds

We eat by the open window
That looked toward the wes?,
And I hiela my poor, paie dararg

Upon my acniug breast,

= My poor little boy ** Pan! whispered,
And his face was white w.th pain,
A he kisaed our ehild, ard called lim
By his pet, sweet Bamo agail,

He heard, for his biue vyes opened
Like violets when they bio
Ob. pever » blossom was
Thanu my baby's vyes, [ kuow.

Ard be smiled. and liftel toward ©a
His wasied littie hauds -
As 4 sumbeam came ane nissed him

Frow tar off suneet lunus,

*Oh, baby will live ™ 1 w!
*He i better, for he s

And I held bim closer. ¢ oeer
By @ bref, vain hope beguileds

baby will live.” P.
life that is u
He wili soon be wei
© Sate st the master’s fee?,

*“Yes

A tobin came fiying downward,
And perched on & swaving
Aud parg, in the sunsct st
His beautiful evening by

A20d then, o’er our Laliv's features
A fluttering shadow 1ell, L
Aud Paul, while lus voice was choking

Said softly, “Allis well™

And ! knaw that » child no longer
Belouged to us oneaith;

But su angel ehild in henven
Was purs—aud s shacowed hearth?

A tay of the eun's laz? brightness
Came out of the rad ant west,

Avd kisked our baoy, slecping
With hiis bands upon kis bressts

He looked like some fair, white iily,
As we robed him for the grave,
Aslewp in the sweetes? slumbes
A mortal heart can crave.

1 put in his hands on 1.is bosom
Somwe pansies and go.den rod,

Aud we kissed Lim, w 5 softly,
And left him alone with God.

Wemade him & grave e zarden,
Whete the pansies
Not only in summer's g
But under the wintel's snow,

Aud T fancy, when I see them
That they are my baby

Fmiling io winsome beauty
Out of far paradise,

But since my baby has eft me,
Heaven does no seem <o far,

God and the angeis are nearer,
And the doors are left 4ar.

Bometimes an [ sit in tle twilighy,
1 can fee! him in mv aris,

And he kisses me. cooiLg sortly,
With al! a baby’s charme.

And I count his cunning 4

And stroke his yello
whisper the pet

Again, as he nestics

And then 1 wake from myv dreaming
By my mother-ove beguiled

To find that T Leld ou my bosom
Ouly a shadow cliid.

Then I weep, for my arnns are empty,
And the Louse is, ol « il

And wmy cries out in sOrTow,
As the bearts of mothers will,

But | thir k, in thoee loreronie Momente,
Whe: earth an ven meet,

That | s au auge.'s mother,
Ana the tiought s, oL ! 80 sweet!

Bowe day 1 shali hold ov my bosom
My Leautiful bale 1

In the life God giv: - children,

1be B aveu then!

And, oh! "t
—_———
'TITE POULETTE,

BY GEOF« W. CAELE.

Kristian Koppig + a rosy-faced, beard
Jees young Dutcio .. [l was one of that
army of gentlem vho, after the purchase
of Louir:ana. sw. 1 cd from all parts of the
eommercial wori over the mountains of
Franco-Spanish x¢iusivenegs, like the
Qoths over the Pyrenees, and settled down
in New Orleans to pick up their fortunes,
with the diligence of Lungry pigeons. He
may huve been « German; the distincetion
was to0 fine 1o Creole haste and disreligh.

He made h': home in a room with one
dormer window looking out, and somewhat
down, upon u building opposite, which still
#tands, flush with the street, a century old.
Its big, round-arched windows in a long,
Beconu-gtory row, are walled up, and two or
three from time to time have had smaller
windows let into them again, with odd little
latticed peep-hole sin their batten shutters.
Thie had already been done when Kristian
Koppig first began to look at them from his
soiitary dormer window.

All the features of the building lead me
to guess that it is & remnaut of the old
Spanish barracks, whose extensive strac-
ture fell by government eale into private
hands a long time ago. At the end toward
the swamp a great, oriental looking pas-
. s left, with an arched entrance, and a
pair of ponderous wooden doors.  You look
atit, and almost see Count O'Reilly’s ar-
tliery come bumping and trundling out,
and dash around into the ancieut plaza to
bang away at King Charles’ birthday.

I do not know who lives there pow. Yon
might stand about on the opposite ban-
quette for weeks and never find out. 1 sup-
pose it is a residence, for it does not look like
one. This is the ruie in that region. .

In the good old times of duels, and baga-
telle clubs, and theatre balls, and Caye-
tane’s circus, Kristian Koppig rooming as
deseribed, there lived in the portion of this
Louse, partly overbanging the archway,
a palish handsome woman, by the name
—or going by the name—of Madame
Jobn. You would hardly have thought of
Ler being “colored.” Though fading, she
was gtill of very attractive countenance,
fine, rather severe features, nearly straight
Lair, carefully kept, and that vivid black
«ye ro peculiar to her kind. Her smile,
which came and went with her talk, was
sweet and  exceedingly intelligent; and
romething told you, as you looked at her,
that she was one who had had to learn a
great deal in this troublesome life.

“But!" the Creole lads in the street
would say— “—her daughter!” and there
‘would be lifting of arms, wringing of fin-
Rers, rolling of eyes, rounding of moutia,
gasping and clasping of hands. *So besu-
titul, beausiful, beautiful! White *—white
like » water lily! White—like a mag-
nolia !"

Al’f'"m would follow, and invocation
of all the saints to witness.

And she could sing.

“Sing1” (disdainfnlly )—*if & mocking
dird can eing! Ha!”

They could not tell just how old she was:;
they “would ﬁivn her about seventeen.”

Mother and daughter were very fond.
‘The neghbors could hear them call each
other pet mames, and see them sitting to-
zether, sewing, talking happily to each
otker in the unceasing French way, and see
them go out and come in to%ether ou their
little tasks and errands. *'Tite Poulette,”
the daughter was called; she never went
out alope.

And who was this Madame John?

*“Why, you know—she was"—eaid the wig
waker at the corner to Kristian Koppig—
“I'll tell you. You knowi—she was”—and
the rest atomized off in a rasping whispwr.
8iie was the best yollow fever nurse in a
thousand yards round, but that is not what
the wig maker said.

A block nearer the river stands a house
altogether different from the remmant of
old barracks. It is of frame, with & deep
tront gallery over which the roof extends.
It hae become a den of Italians. who sell
fuel by daylight, and by night are up to no
telling what extent of deviltry. This was
once the home of a gar gentieman, whose
first pame happened to be John. He was
a member of the Good Children social club.
As Lis parents lived with him, his wife
wonld, according to custom, have been

meet the future.”
plaintively.

are so beautiful; I believe it well.”
reached and drew the fair form to a kneel-
ing posture.” My sweet, white daughter!”

Zalli only went on weeping. oy
*I want to give you this house, Zalli; it is
for you aund the little one.”

An hour after, amid the sobs of Madame
Joun, she and the “little one” inherited the
house, such as it was. With the fatal cau-
tion which characterizes ignorance, she sold
the property and placed the proceeds in a
bank, which made haste to fail. She put on
widow's weeds, and wore them still when
'Tite Poulette “had seventeen,” as the
{rantic lads would say. X

How they did chatter over her. Quiet
Kristian Koppig had never seen the iike.
He wrote to her mother and told her so.
A pretty fellow at the corner would sudden-
ly double himself up with beckoning to
a knot of chumwe; these would hasten up:
recruits would come in from two or three
other directiong; as they reached the corner.
their countenances would quickly assame a
gentewl geverity, and presently, with ber
wotier, "Tite {’oulettr would pass—tall,
straight, lithe, her great black eyes made
tecder by their sweepin{f lashes, the faintest
tint ot color in her Southern cheek, her form
all grace, ber carriage a wonder of simple
dignity.

The instant she wa3 gzone every tongue
was let shp on the warvel of her beauty;
bnt, though theirs were only the loose New
Orleans morals of over fifty years ago. their
unleashed tongnes never had attempted
any greater liberty than to take up the pet
nawme, "Tita Poulerte, And yet, the mother
was soon to be, as we shail soon discover, 8
paid dancer at the elegant Salle de Conde,

To Zalli, of eourse, as to all *quadroon
ladies,” the festivities of the Conde street
baliroom were fawmiliar of old, There, In
the happy days when dear Monsieur John
was your 2, and the eizhteenth century old,
she had often repaired under guard of her
mother—dead now, alas'—and Monsieur
John would elip away from the dull play
and dry society of Theatre d’Orleans, and
come around with his crowd of elegant
friends; and through the long sweet hours
of the ball she had danced, and laughed,
and coquetted under her satin mask, even
to the bafiling and tormenting of that prince
ot gentlemen, dear Monsieur John himself,
No man of questionable blood dare set his
foot within the door. Mauy noble gentlemen
were pleased to dance with her, Colonel
De — and Generat La ——: ¢ity council-
men and officers from the Government
House. There were no paid dancers then.
Evervthing was decorously eonducted in-
deed! Every girl's mother was there, and
the more discreet always left before there
was too much drinking, Yes, it was gay,
gay '—but sometimes danzerous. Ha ! more
tiwes than a few had Monsieur John knock-
ed down some Jong-haired and long-knifed
rowdy, and kicked the breath out of him for
looking saucily at ber; but that was like
Lim, he was 80 brave and kind;—and he is
gone .

There was no room for widow’s weeds
there. So when she put these on, her glit
tering eyea never again looked through her
pink and white mask, and she was glad of
it; for never, never in ber life had they so
looked for anyhody but her dear Monsieur
John, and now he was in heaven--so the
priest said—and she was a sick nurse,

Living was hard work; aud as Madame
Jokn had been brought up tenderly, and had
done what she could to rear her daughter
in the same mistaken way, with, of course,
no more education than the ladies insociety
got, they knew nothing beyond = little
wusic and embroidery. They strugzled as
they could, faintly; now giving a few pri-
vate dancing lessons, now dressing halr, but
ever beat back by the steady detestation of
their imwperious patronesses; and, by and
by. for want of that priceless worldly grace
known among the flippant as *‘money-
gense,” these two poor children, bLorn of
misiortune and the complacent badness of
imes, began to be in want.

istian Koppig noticed from his dormer
window one day a man standing at the biz
archway opposite, and clanking the brass
knocker on the wicket that was in one of
the doors. He was a smooth man, with his
Lair parted in the middle, and his cigarette
poised on a tiny gold holder, He waited a
mouent, politely cursed the dust, knocked
again, threw his slender swordcane under
his arm, and wiped the inside of his hat
with his handkerchief,

Madame Jobn held a parley with him at
the wicket. ‘Tite Poulette was nowhere
seen. He stood at the gate while Madame
Jobn went up stairs.  Kristian Koppig
knew him. e knew Lim as one knows a
enake. e was the manager of the Sulle o
Conde. Presently Madame John returned
with: & Iittle bundle, and tley hurried off
together.

And now what did this mean!? Why, by
any one of ordinary acuteness the matter
was eacily understood, but, to tell the
truth, Kristian Koppig was a tritle dull,
and got the idea at oace that rome damage
was being planned against "Tite Poulette.
It made the gentle Dutchman miserable not
to be minding his own business, and yet—
“But the woman certainly will not at.
tempt”—said Le to himself—‘no, no! she
can not.” Not being able to guess what he
meant, I can not say whether she could
or not. I kmow that next day Kristian
Koppig, glancing eageriy over the *““Ami
des Lois,” read an advertisement which he
had alwags before skipped with a frown.
It was headed “Salle de Conde,” and,
being interpreted, signified that a new
dance was to be introduced, the Danse
de Chinois, and that « young ledy would
follow it with the famous * Danse /i Shawl.”
It was the Sabbath. The youngz man
watched the opposite window steadily and
paintully trom early in the afternoon until
the moon shone bright; and from the time
the moon shone bright until Madame John—
joy '—Madame John ! and not 'Tite Poulerte,
stepped through the wicket, much dressed
and well muffied, and hurried off toward
the rue Conde. Madame John was the
“young lady;"” and the young man's mind,
glad to return to its own unimpassioned
affairs, relapsed into quietnde.

Madame John danced beautifully, Ithad
to be done. It brought some pay, and pay
was bread: and every Saturday evening,
with a touch here and there of paint and
powder, the mother danced the dance of
the shawl, the daughter remaining at home

alone.

Kristian Koppig, simple, elow thinking
young Dutchman, never noticing that he
staid at home with his window darkemed
for the very purpose, would see her come to

ber window and look out with a little wild,
alarmed look in her magniticent eyes, and
go and ceme again, and again, until the

mother, like a storm-driven bird, ¢ame

panting home.

Two er three months went by.
One night, on the mother’s return, Kris-

tian Koppig coming to his room nearly at

the same moment, there was much earnest

gon\'erunon which he couid see, but not
ear.

*'Tite Poulette,” said Madame John,
‘“‘you are seventeen.”

“True, maman.”

“Ab! my child, I see not how you are to
The voice trembled

“But how, maman?”
“AL! you are not likg. others; no fortune,

no pleasure, no friend.”

“Mawan!”
*No, vo; I thank God for it; I am glad

you are not; but you will be lonely, lonely,
all your poor life long. There is no place
in the world for ve poor women. I wish
thut we were either white or black!"—and
the tears, two “shining omes,” stood in the
poor quedroon’s eyes.

Th_e daughter stood up, her eyes flashing.
“God made us, maman,” she gaid with a

gentle, but stately smile.

“Ha!” said the mother, her keen glance

dartj.ug through her tears, “Sin made ine,
yes.

0,"” said 'Tite Ponlette. “God made us.

He made ue jnst as we are; not more white;
not more black.”

*’He made you, truly!” said Zalli. “You
She

Now the tears were in the giri's eyes.
“And could I be whiter than 1 am?” she

no! ‘Tite Poulette,” cried the

asked.

“OI;. no,

otber; “but if we were only real white!—
both of us; o that some
come to see me and say, *

entlemen ht
adame J:lln‘:. I

called Madame John; but he had no wite. | want retty little chick. She i

His father died, then his mother: last ot lﬁ. b::uti{:r.‘ rwnz to take her lmnz. “Bh.:
bimeelf. As he is about to be off in comes | is so good—I want her to be my wife.' 0,
Madame Jobn, with "Tite Poulette, then an | my cgild, my child, to see that I would

infant, on ber arm.

give my life—I would give my soul! Only
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things. One laughed a little at times and
kept eaying *“‘Beware!" but the other—1I
prayed the Virgin to bless him—he epoke
euch kind snd noble words. Snuch geatle
vity; such a holy heart! *“May God defend
er,’ he said, chevier he said *May God de-
tend her, for I see no help for her.” The
other one laughed and left him. He stopped
iu the door right across the street, Ah, my
child, do youa blush! Is that something to
briug the rose to your cheek?! Many fine
gentlemen at the ball ask we often, ‘Hlow
18 your daughter, Madame John?'”

The daughter’s tace was thrown into the
mother’s lap, not 8o well satisfled now with
God's handiwork. Ah, how she wept!
Sob, sob, gob; gasps and sizhs and stifiad
ejaculations, her smali right baud clenched
and beating on her mother’s knee; and the
mother weeping over her. i

Kristian Koppig shut his window. No-
thing but a generous heart and a Dutch-
man's phlegm could have done <o at that
mowment. And even thon. Kristian Kep-
pig !—for the window closed very slow!y.

He wrote to his moiker thus: .

*In this wicked city I see none z0 fuir
a8 the poor girl who lives opposite me, and
who, alas! though go fair, i3 one of those
whom the taint of caste has cursed.
lives a lonely innocent lite in the mids
corruption, like the lilies I tiud here in the
marches, and 1 have great nity for her.
*God defend her,’ I said to-night to a fellow
clerk, *I see no help for her,” I know there
is a natural, and [ think proper, horror of
mixed bloed (excuse the wention, sweet
motler), and I feel it, too: and ¥ she
were in Holland to.day, not one of a hune
dred suitors would detect the hidden blem-
18h "’

Thus this young man went on L
demounstrate the utter impossibility o1 his
ever loving the lovable unfortunate, unrtil
the midnight tolling of the cathedral ciock
sent him to bed. :

About the same Lour Zalli and ‘Tite
Poulette were kissing good night. )

*'Tite Poulette, I want you to promise
me one thing.”

*“Well, Mamani”

*If any gentieman should ever love you
and ask you to marry—not knowing, vou
know—promise me yoa will not teli b
you are not white.”

*It can never be,” said "Tite Poulette.

“But if it should,” said Madame John
pleadingly, )

“And brezk the law!" asked 'Tite Pou-
letta, impatientiy.

“But rhe law iz unj:

“But it is the law

*Bat you will not, dearie, will yon "

*l would eurely tell him!" said the
danglLter.

Wuen Zalli, for some eause, went next
morning to the window, she started,

**Tite Poulette !"—she called goftly with-
out moving, The daunghter came. Tie
young man, whosa idea of propriety had
actuated him to this display, wae sitting in
the dermer window, reading. Mother and
daughter bent astcady gaze at each other.
It mweant in French, *If Le saw us last
night ="

*Ah! dear,” said the mother, her face
beaming with fun, ——

*What can it be, Maman?"

“He speaks—oh! ha. ha'!=k
such miserable French!"

It came to pass one morring at earls
dawn that Zalii and 'Tite Pouletre, zoing *o
maee, passed a cafe, just as—who should
be coming out but Mornsieur, the manager
of the Salle de Conde., He hal not yet
gone to bed., Monsieur was austonished.
He had a Frenchman's eye for the beanti-
ful, and certainly there the Leautiful was.
He hed heard ot Madame Jobn's daugiser
avd hud boped once to see Ler, but did not;
but could this be she?

They dwappeared within the cathedlral.
A sudden pang of piety weved bim; Le iol-
lowed. ‘Tite Poule*te was already kneel-
ing in the aisle. Zalli, «:ill in the vesti-
bule, was just taking her hand from the
font of boly warer.,

**Madaute Jobn,” whispered the manager,

She cuartsied.

Madamwe Join, that young laly—is she
daughter?”

he—she—in my dacghter,” said Zal
with somewhat of alarm in her face, which
the manager misinterpreted,

*1 think not, Madame Jobn* Hs shook
Lis_Lead, emiling as one oo wise 1o be
fooled,

*Yer, Monsieur. she is my danghter.”

“0 no, Madawme Join, it 18 only make-
believe, I think.”

I ar she 1

“Is thut possi ng ¢t way
but convinced in Lis heart of learts. b
Zalli's alarm,“that she was Ivine. “But
how! Why does she not come to our ball-
room with you!™
Z trying to get away from Lim,
shrugged and smiled, *E: to lis taste,
Monsiear; it pleases her not.™

She was escaping, but Le iollowed ora
step more. I shall come o see you,
Ma dame John,”

She whirled and attacked Lim with her
“Monsieur muat not give himself the

she said, the eyes at the same
ving, “Dare to eome " Ske turred
again and knelt to her devotions. The
manager dipped, crossed Limeelf and de-

arted.
¢ Several weeks went by and M. de 1a Rue
bad not accepted the fierce invitation of
Madame John's eyes. One or two Sunday
nights she had avoided him, though fulsll-
ing her engagement in the Salle; but by and
by pay-day—a Saturday—came round, and
though the pay was ready, she was loth to
go up to Monsieur’'s little office.

t was an afternoon in May. Madame
John eame in, and, with a sigh, sank into
@ chair. Her eyes were wet,

*Did you go, dear mother !” asked Tita
Pouletre.

“1 could not,” she answered, dropping
her face in her hands.

**Maman, e has seen me at the window.,"
“Whiie I was gone!” cied the
“He passed on the other =it
street. e looked up purpose
The speaker's chezia we

trying %o

t," gaid the mother.

speaks—

Zalli wrung her handa.
¢ is nothing, mother; do ot

£0 mear

him.
“But the pay, my child.”

*“The pay matters not.”

*But he will bring it here; he wants the
chance.,”

That waa the trouble, sure enosugh.
About this time Christian Koppig lost
hia position in the German importing house,
where Le had fondiy told his mother, he
was indispensable. *‘Summer was coming
on,” the senior said, “and you see our younz
men are almost idle. Yes. our engagement
was for a year. but ah—we could not fore-
see—" etc., ete., *‘besides,” (attempting a
parting fiattery) “your father is a rich gen-
tleman and vou eanaftord to take the sum-
mer easy. 1f we can ever be ot any service
to you'—ete., ete.

8o the young Dutchman spent the after-
noons at his dormer window reading and
glancinz down at the little casement oppo-
site, where a emall, rude shelf had lately
been put out, hoiding a row of cigar boxes
with wretcLed little botanical specimens in
them trying to die. 'Tite Pouiette was their
gardener: and it was odd to see—dry
weatLer or wet—how mary waterings per
day those plants could take. She never
performed 1t with that unacknowledged
pleasure which all giris love and dery, that
of being looked upon by noble eyes.

On this particular Saturday alterroon in
ay, Kristian Koppig had been witness of
the distrersed ecene over the way. Irtoc-
curred to "Tite Poulette that such wmight be
the case, and she stepped to the casement
to shut it. As she did so, the marvelous
delicacy of Kristian Koppig moved him to
draw in one of his ehutters. Both young
Leads came out at one moment, while in
the same instant—

“Rap, rap. rap, rap, rap!" clanked the
knocker on the wicket. black eyes of
the maiden and the blue over the way, from
looking into each other for the first time in
life, gianced down to the arched doorway
llron Monsieur the munFer. Than the
black eyes disappeared within, and Kristian
thoight again, and re-opening his shutter,
£1o0d up at the window prepared to become
a bold spectator of what might fellow.

But nothing tollawed.

“Trouble over there,” thought the rosy

Dutchman. and  waited. The manager
waited teo. rubbing bis hat and brushing
hie clothes with the tips of his kidded
fingers.

“They o mot wish to see him,” slowly
concluded the spectator.
“Rap, rap, rap, rap, rap!" quoth the

*Zalli," said he, “I am going.” you should take me along to your ser-
She bowed her head and wept. ‘u vant. I'walked behind w0 young men to-
lehx"““ have been very faithful me, | night; they were coming from their office;
s Presently they began to talk about you.”
§he wept on. ; ~ 'Tite onlo{te’s‘a.nu flashed fire. a
‘Nobody to take care of you now, Zalli.”

“No, my child, they spoke only the best

knocker, and de 1a Rue looked up
..ro‘::indt h:t the windows opposite and no-
tie e oun h

looking at him, e e

“Dutch!” eaid the maasager, soitly, Te-
tween his teeth. X N

“He iz stzring at me,” said XKristian
Roppig so him®it;” bat then, I am stanng
at niw, which acconnts for it.”

‘A long pause and then another long rap-

ing.

P “They want him to go away,” thonght
Koppiz.

*Knock hard!™ suggested a street youcg
ster, standing by.

“Rap, rap——" the manager had no
sooner recommenced than eeveral neigh-
bors looked out of doors and windows,

*Very bad,” thought our Datch
*“somebody nid make him 2o ef.
wonder what they wiil do.”

Tte manager etepped into the ecreer,
looked ap at the closed window, retarned
to the knocker, and stood with 1 in his
nanpa

hey are al gone ou?, wornsieur,” saild
the stréet vonngster.

*Yon said the eynosure of neighbor
ing eves, ;

*Ah!" thonght Kristian Koppig, *1 wil}
¢» down and ask him——=" Here his
thoughts Jost eutiine; he was ouly ¢on-
vuced that he had somewhat to say to him,
and turned to go down stairs, In geing Le
hecame g lirtle vexed with himself because
1id not help hurrying. He poticed,
too, that his arm hoiding the stair rail
tembled in a silly way, whereas he was
pertectly ealm. Preeisely as he reached
the street door the mwan the
knocker—but the latehr elicked and the
wicke® was drawn slizhtly ajr.

luside conid juse be descried Malame
Jou, The manager bowed, smiled, tali
id money his band,
i on, dourished tue
, talied on and pl

AsTIY Oppose
The wizdow above, 10v (1%

who noticed that), opencd a wee
o the giie.d of aterrapin,  Presentiy
manager lirted bis foot and pat Lorward
ae thongh he wenld exter the rate
by pu quick «s gunpowder it
ciapped—in his tace!

As tie panting mother reentered the
room, “See, Mamar,” suid 'Tite Ponlett
peeping at the window, “the young gentle-
man frow over the way Las cressea!”

*Holy Mary bless him!” aid the mother.
1 hought Kristian Konpig,

i it heis pot making a

are ®hey doing, dearl” acked the
with clasped hands,
Thev are .ng; the yourg man is
ur de la KRue ia very
ered the daughter; and jus:
1 keen sonnd
rattling up the walls on either side of the
narrow way, and “Aha!” and the laughrer
and clapping of female bands from two or
thres windows,
* 0L, what a
frigit, Lait in ie «
from ‘e earemen®, \
Teport. But the “abas” and laughier, a
clapping of fewinine nands, which «
sd, came from another cause,
m had etinck

air), kaif in
selr back

the
d up an ena of ber

garden, and vhe whe

id from thed
Zracelwly o as thev
i, and emptied thems
Lead of the glapped man
3, dirty, pale as whitewas
et t0 be heard from again, an
aroucd the corner a3 quici
. lett Kristzan Kop!
the me: i
R-

rank of
3

Slairs, "WLa? a mil
done, Cmne I WOnan 3 Le
robbed of he and another—
so lovelv— irg shame of
bei © & i1t Whar

will this silly rveighborheod eay?  Ilas
the gentleman a Leart as well as a kand
. alousy I'" There Le paused. afraid
d query: and

? t
bren euch a dunce!
apologize to thew.
wouid
grin v
even
wonld

' A
Who in
wink and
* 1ean not
b @ -

ne any hing
I course pei!

will eazerly a’
NOULE man's - onrse

ILaTh What §
He went o
orowing dar

was alresdr
indow, lighted h.s
mp and 24t down to write.
sust be done,” Le said

en; “I will be 1 and eoo':
he distant and Lriet. but—I sbal!
have to be kind or 1 may «fend. Ab' !
sball have to writein French; I forgot that.
I write i® s0 poesly, dunee that
all my brothers and sisters sp it c0 well,
He got out his French dictionary. Two
hours slipped br. He made a new ypen,
wasbed and reiilled bis tnkstand, mended
his “gbominable chair,” and aftértwo bours
wore made another attemnt and another
failure. *My bead aches.” zaid he. and
lay down on his ¢ouch, the better to frame
his phrases,

He was awakened by the S:hhath sra-
Yight. The bells of the Cathedral and the
Ursulines ehapel were ringing high
mass, and 2 wocking bird, perching on a
chimney top above Madame John's rooms,
was earolling, whictling, mewing, ehirping,
ing and trillin the ecstasy of
e May in lus throar, ¢
n Koppiz.”
tirst thoug
Madame John and daug

mas2, The morning wore
WEent Temain closeq al
ottended,” eaid Kristian Koppig, leavips

the house and wandering up 20 Christ

0, possibly they are not,” hee
turning and £nding the shutters
back.

By asad accident, which ipore

= = ibim
extremely, he happened to see, late in the

a‘ternoon—hardiy conscious that he was
locking across the street—thar Madaimne
Joln wae—dreseing. Could it he that she
was going o the 8% de Cande » He rushed
to his table and began to write,

He Lad gueesed aright. The wages were
toe precious to ve lost. The manager had
written her ancte. He begged to assure
her that he was a gentleman of the elearest
cut. If be had made a mistake the pre.
vious afternoon, he was giad no unfortunate
resalt had followed except his having been
assanlted by a ruftan: that the Danee du
Shaw] was promiged in hiz advertisemen:.
and ke hoved Madame John (whose weges
were in Land waiting for Ler, would pos
tail to assist aa usual.  Laetly, and deli-
cately put, he expressed bis convietion
that Mademocelle was wise and discreet
in declining to entertain gen‘lemen at Ler
home.

much besceching on the nart
ette, Madame .mi was g:«:r.g
ball-room.  **Maybe I can discover
what 'Sieur de la Rue is” planning against
Monerieur over the way,” she sa
certainly the slap would wo- i
and the daughter, though trey
orce withdrew lier objections,

The heavy young Dutchman, now thor-
ouchly electrified, was writing like miad,
He wrote and tore up, wrote and tore .,
lighted his lawp, started again, and at Jast
signed his name. A letter by a Dutchman
in Frevch'—what can be maae of it in
English?! We will see;

“MADAME AND MADEMOISELIE—A stran-
ger, secking not to be acquainted, but see-
ing and admiring all days the goodress and
high Loner, begs to be pardored of them
for the mistakes, alas! of vesterdar, and o
make reparation and satisfaction in « oy
ing the ornaments ot the window, as well
aa the loss 0! compensation from mwopsienr
the manager, Witk the inclosed bill of the
Bonque de la Leowisiane for ity dollars
($30i. And. hopirg they will e what Le
is meaning, TEWains respectfully, .

“KRISTIAN KOFPPIG.

P, S.—Madame 1wust not g0 to the ball.”

He must bear the missive himself, He
must speak in French, What should the
words be! A moment of study—he has it,
and is oft down the long three-story staire
way. At the same moment Madame John
stepped from the wicket and glided cff 1o
the Sulle de Conde, a tritie late,

*I shall see Madame John, of coarse,”
thought the young man, a crushing hope,
and rattled the knocker. 'Tite Poulette
eprang up from prayizg for her mother's
safety. “What eLe forgotten !’ she
ssked bersel, aud hastesed dowm, The

to the bal

wicket opened. The two innocenta were
stunned,

“Aw—nw—" eaid the pretty Dutchman,
“aw—," blurted ont something in virg.n
Duteh, * * handed Ler the letter and bus-
ried down street.

*Alas! what have I done!" eaid the pocr
girl, bending over ber candle, and burstie?
into tears that fell on the unopened letter.
“And what shall I do? It may be wronz
0 OpeL it, and worse nos to.”  Like her sex,
she took the bezefit of the doubt, and in-
tensified her perplexity and misery by read-
£ and misconstpuing the all but unintel-

ble contents. What then? Nor ounly
sobs and sighs, but woaning and beating of
litzle fists together, and outcries of soul-fei*
v etilcd aganst the bedside, and
s pressed inie knitted paims, because
one who “sought not to be acquainted,”

poor—shawe on ke
nigresse.

lor eaying that—a poor

f-confeseed dolt turned
1z hour's walk, concludinz
ar answer to his mote.
2 John will appear this
The saurter ktirred
white camce fiuttering
tdove, Itwashisown
the tiity dollar bill. He
wicket, and soitiy but
1gain.

i

eagerly k
¢ a trembling veice from

*Go awa)
ahove,
*Madame John " &
1

id he; but the window
closed, and he Liear step, the satce swep,
on the stair. Step, s'e], €VEry ste] oue
step deeper into bis heart, ‘Tite Poulette
came t0 the elosed
*What will you ! sail the woice witkLi
“l—I—don’t wish 10 see you. I wish
see Mudawe John.™*
*1 wust pray Monsieur to goawsy. My
me T4 4t the S %
*At the ball!” Kr

an Koppig straved

otf, repeating the words for want of definite
4 ut. All 5t onve it oceurred to Lim
thiat the vall be could make Madawe
Jub nce with impunity, *Was
it ¢ !" DBy no means: he
shyow likely, save & woman frow

p the poorin their distress,
& Y stapding on he
door o3 the & A large hall &
blaze of ring tutter ot tans
ana foating rohes, straius of music. ¢olamns
0f Ly prowenaders, a long row of *ure
baned  wothers either wail, |
tienen oi toe tilliag the
tecessea ot the Ly waltzers
ghaing bere and and graee,

ey all tly. eleraot,
nug Creole's L wn
and—truly there 5
_ Bue weither grace nor
the eye of the zeulons

ung Dutehman.,
Suddenly a matiled woman passed him,
leaning on a gentieman’s arm. Iz look «
Itke—1t mtist be Madame Jovn, Speak quiek,
Kristian Koppig; €o nut stop to notice the
wan !

*Madame Jokn"—bowing—*"I am your

neighbor, Kristian Koppig.™
Muinme John bowes low and smiles—a
h wi emile—but ie frightened, and her

'r, slips away.

she whispers excited!r,
illed if vou etay here w -

rou armed? No. Take this ' Sle

o bave 12,
L ILY dear voung man, o ! Go quic
€ plead, glaueng furtively doww i

er arm through his and theri

tened into the grreel. When a squate Lad

been pasad the re cane & sound of wen run-
i

ghe cried. *ryng to
Dutehiman would

e

resterday!™ eried the manager,
v with Lis care Kiistian
w in the dire

i anotlgr
terTibie biow

hissed a 1. thrast-
g bright.

reawved the man-

at tor me”

" and “tha*” and the
st sires wildly Lere and

Le air. shut Lis eves, staz
rose haif up.

agmn

shey were kicking Lim avd
0, A tonee they scamp-
e night wateh,

“Buszaz!

cedingall over my breeches.™
way—h-re—around th:s corner.”
tl Lrase knocier.

-

TR archway, wore stili on the twisting

(34 HEN
“Easy, east: this uuler Lis Lead:

ite Poulette’a ¢wn bed.
€ rove. They pause under
4D O count profits—a single
sree dfe ar Loviisiane, fifty dollars.
i kind—rolerably so. ~ Break it
lanme Tell™ ut did you
€Ter Lear any one screamw liie that gl
aid
And there I

osung Duteh meigh.

- t fiafter buck to
Lor will any voics beuind a
ur 1o gzoe awayr.” O, wo-
enemy sn ternble a,
puor woman, have
your strange, ele 3
tiesh: it strikes no
the fainting veirs.
pon the zrimy ta
aud tender'y lay back tue leeks from the
congested Brows; uo wicked misinterpreta-
tion lurks to Lide your kinduess. Be mother-

1 1¥, tear naugnt. Go, watch him
" tway sleep at ki tee
ir. Yet he livea. and shall i
way live to forget you, who krows!
tor all that, be gzentle and watehful: he
we aEk o more; aus God re-

touch upon t
eager ischi

wischi

i
while it was taking a% ‘he two
wonen’s strength to hold the door againss
death, the sick man Limselt laid 4 gried upon
tien.

¢ Mother,” hie #aid to Madame Ychs, qnite
& waster of French in bis deilriian, “dear
motier, fear not, trust your hoy: fear noth-
inz. 1 will not marry Tite Pouictte; I can
not. She is fair, dearmother, but ah! she 1a
not=—don’t you know. wother! don't vou
know? The race! the race! Don't you know
that she is jet black, Isn't it?™
_The poor nurse nedded *Yes.” and gave a
sleeping draught; but befere the patient
€ s.ept he etarted once and stared.
Take her away,"—waving his band—
“take your beauty away. Sheis jet white.
Who could iake’ s jet white wiie? O, no,
10, Mo, uc
Next morning bis bray was righe,
“Madawe.” he weakly winapered, *'1 was
pus last wight
Zzlir sbrugged. “Ouly a very, very wee,
wee ritle of it."”

“And did 1 say sowething wrerg er—
foolish 17

“€0). uo, no,” she replied; “vouon
vour hands so, 2 i
time to the dear V s

*To the virg asked the DucLwarn,
smiling inereduously.

“And St Joseph—yes, indeed,"
sisted: *you may strike e dead.”

And so, tor polireness’ sake, ried to
eredit the invention, but zrew suepicious
instead

Iy clasped
I prayed, prayed all the
m."*

.

she in-

d war she battle a: aeath, Nurses
are soInetimes amas o) el were
these. Through the junw, enes i -
wer the contest lasted; hut whea al last the
cool airs of Octohir camn rrealing in at the
bedside like long banizhed little enildren,
Kristian Koppiz rose upon Lis elbow and
smiled thew a welcome,

The physicizu, blessed man, waa kind
beyond measnre; but said some inexplica-
ble things, which Zslli tried in vain to
make him speak in an undertone, *If I
knew Monsieur John ! he said, “certainly !
Why, we were chums at school. And he
left you s mucii as that. Madame John?
Ab!uy iziend John. aiways nobie!
And you bed itall in tha: naughty bank?
Ab, well, Madawe Johu, it matters littie.
No, Ishall not tell 'Tite Poulette. Adien.”

offrred woney—oney—in pity to a

Aund another time:  ~If 1 will let you tell

~thiu Vith pieasute, Madame
Tor ‘Ull.l\":“txlx:'zd,nt;.:- lwll‘:an_\'body. Madawe
‘Tize Pou-

No, Madame, pot even 41%
Wiatd'—a iong whistle—"is that
'—and Monue‘l’u J}i:hn k]l}n:wl;;!-
aued it '—eh, well, eh, well: e
elieve von. Madame John?! Ob!
ve Monsieur John's sworn statement.
zood, truly, but—ycu say you
t where is 1t? ALY to-morrow!
vat «hrug. “Pardon we, Madame
\k perbaps, perhaps you ave teil-

rk vou did right? Certainly?
re keeps back, accident mome-
Madame Jobn: either is God's
v. ‘Stealing from the dead?
ving, ves! They are thank-
\caven, Madame Jubr,”
ar Koppig, Iying awake, but mo-
2ol with elosed eyes, hears in part,
r¢ he undesstands, rejoices witi
Whex tke dociur is gons

rent a great deal of trouble, eh,
ohnl® )
“No, uno: rom are no froudle at ail
ot the veilow fever—an! twen!™

- her eyes to signify the euper-
sor 0f the tribulations sttend-

and gentlemnn once—a
gentleman just oft the
moth sick a? once with the fever—
w—could pot te!ll their names. No-

Leip me but eomwetimes Monsicur
1 never had such a time—tever
never since—as that time, Four
1 nights this head toucked mot a

QI eagid Kristian Koppig.
aight the gentieman went.
sicar John—rte did not know
;eve him gome cotfee and toast!
wurth nizkt i rained acd
<t before day the poor lady
* eaid Koppig.
dropped her arma listlessly into her
and her eyes ran brimwful.
And 1eft an fufant?” eaid the Dutchman,
to shous with exultation,
Mopsienr,” said Zalll,
purt eank like a stone,
John,"—his voice was all ina
sr—"'t¢i} we the tyuth. Is 'Tite Pou-
rown child?*
a! wha* foolishness! O
Le is my ehiid!” And Madawe
GoEn gave veut toa true Frenchwomwas's

daageh,
xs o0 munch for the sick man. In the
ress of his ehattered nerves he
¢ inte the pillow and wepr like
Zx'l: passed into the next roow %o
HET ¢ IL0TI0N.
Mawan, dear Maman,” e2id ‘Tite Pou-
lette who had everheard mothing, but only
saw the ¢
=Al! my chid, my child, my tack—my
task 14 too great—too great for me, Lo® me
« w—another time. Go and watch at
81

aman."—for 'Tite Poulette was
needs o care now."”
7 but go, wy chiid; 1 wish to be

T alteady @ Man agan, gazed at

s feeil the gaze, He tarned
Irom Lear mowent to gather reso-
And new, stont leart, jareweil:
d or iwo o1 iriendly parting—yuothing

Wwore,
= Tite Pounletta™
Tle siender tizure at the window turaed
and cawe to the bedside.
eve I owe wy life to you,” Le

d.
ste 'ooked 2own meekly, the eolor rizing
in ber ¢Leek.

“I wuet ige to he moved aczoes the
gtree: to-mor e w. on a litter,”

She dis! | ir or speak.

“And 1 woet now thank wou, awes:
nurs J vare, Bweet pureel Sweei
nurse!

She aho% oot head in protestation.

w gou, "Tite Poalette!

“tand
Poulette
He reached and yent'y

ook e baund, and as he drew her
one step vearer a tear fell from her lung
lashes. ‘o the next room Zalli, with &

zed suspense, gazed upm the
vered. The soung man litted
AL &y it upon Lis lips when, with
o Litws loice, it Was drawn awav Vet
ested o Lis own upon the bedside,
e weslk thing epared that eould
enly not get free,

“Thod wit uot bave wy love, 'Tite Pou-

not, beauritult®
was all that she eon!d ntter,
% their clasped Lands the tears rac

me; tioa fearest the kiss may
ioosen the hands. But 1 tell thee nay. 1
kard, even to this hour,
against love, but I yield me now; I vield; 1

urconditicned yrisoner icrever.
Goad forbid shat 1 @k aught but that you
wil! be my wite.”

L

n moved not, locked not
LS TR N
"1 Poulette’ e tried

*Ti

And then »
1t is am
b LA Y

ng Ler torward.
I ’e;.:w\x'--b’,ml
are the' sworr
white

prasent lrever bad
spanieid’s dangliter =8
ot s
The Sufliage KRighte

When *he

ve Assembly shall
Ly tiue abridge the right of auf-
o0 Lold eftes on account of sex,
r or previcus eondition o1 eervi-
sident of tie Territory.”

X in this amendment tur-
sion for a spiey debate on
woman suffrage, and also
1 The pesition of
thaose whe endment—partic-
tly of aators Edmunds, Merriwon,
I Morril!, of Mane— that the so-
caled right o firaze, o far trom having
ary naoural ¢ is merely apolitieal priv-
ilece, possessed and enjored by JLose upon

7hom goveinment may think it expedient
to bestow ‘enator Merrimon said that
O 60 15 e litical rights until
ihey shail be eonferred upon him b{ Rgov-
ernment.’ Nenator Morriil said: “I shall
zainst this smendment, and for the
rewcon *hat I do zot eonkider the right of
eudt ye @ woman's right or a man’s right,
I do nop untierstand it to be a natural right
at ad. It ie 2 political mightc and I do not
understand. as applied to women, that it is
a privilege ot ai!” Tihe same position was
taken by Senator Edmnuds.

The upshot of thie view is that no person
considered ar a memzber of the body politie
subject to its laws has any right of any
kind to vote ir the election of those who
make and exccate the laws, except as he
derives it frem the will of that thing or
agency which is called a government. The
r:ght § a charter granted to a corpora-
tion, resting on the will of the granting
power. Itisthe product of an enabling act
of governwent bestowing a specific fran-
chize or lezal power, and depends upon no
law of nature or reason, except as govern-
mwent in its discretion chooses to make the
iew, The body of vorers is simply a politi-
cal cornoration created by the government,
edmitiing whom it pleases and excluding
whom it pleaces. Its pleasure, governed
by suck reacons as to it seem good, consti-

s the whole theory and the whole
{onndation or the suffrage right.

Wedonos cee, according to this view, that
there i+ ..l any difference in kind be-
tween what s called a popular government
and one i which the aristceratic principle
prevails. In the latter the few, as compared
with the many, decide tkat they are the
only fit perscna to be trusted with political
power, They. either direetly or indirectly,
run the whole legal machinery of society,
and no cne €lke can share in it, even as an
elector, except as they ehall choose to grant
the right. In a so-called popular govern-
ment, in which only a portion ot the people
do the voring. the number of these privi-
leged pereons is aimply increased, though it
Wwsy 0oy embrace even one-balf of the whole

that of the
¥

by
£
i
v

me €ase we have a jap
olitiea! eorpors than in the othep
reer and more liheral grant of the fr
chise in the one than in the other; and
is really ti ouly difference between ty,
Both of them are close corporations, sg
as participation in legislation is concern
Both alike come 1 cortliet wich the tundy,|
mental principle of equal burdens in ciy)
gociety. Both have their privileged clasees.
and both have their excluded classes, thay
politicaly eonsiderad, are’ontsiders, harip,
no voice in the e.ection of their rulersf
Their only privilega ia that of submission 1
and proteetion by the liws which others
it to swake, olittealiy, they sre no
existent.

It is hardiy Becessary to say that sach
theory of FOvErninent is ?:mplmtwally no
*ho one promulgated 1 the declaration o
niependence. Accoidig to that wemor
able iv-trument I men are create
ewnal.” and endiowed by their Crea
with eertain iuslienable rights, awmonp
which are *liie, liberty, and the puremt
of bappiness.” For the security of th
rights “'governments are insfituted awon
won:™® and in performing this funcrion and
serving this purpose they derive *their
just powera from the eousent of the gov-
erped.” These governmwents sre the cre
tures of the governed. They exist by theipl
copsent and act as their gepresentatives,
The original sovereiguty is in the governed,
and the governed are eqnals in their right;
by the ercative law of uatvore’s God. Thi
is the doetrine of the declarution of inde
vendence, according to which governments)
act only by delegated power. They have
no eizht of action except vs thus derived|
from the comsent of the governed. They
do not exist for themselves or to bestow)
rights upon the people, but rather to ex-

ress and earry into efeet the popular will,h
};im_r are of the peopie end by the people
and ior the people.

Who then are the peopie from whom they
epring, by whom nug for whom they exist?
Who are the people whe are entitied nader
this theory to select the agents of govern-
ment, and in this way te participate in the
enactment and execation of law! But one
answer, considers:! a& stating a general
prineiple, in poesibic without contradieting
the theory itself. The peonle are the gov-
erned. The subjeeta of law are the sougces
of law., The persons who rule are eimply
their gepresentativem They rule by no!
right inkerent in themselves and bw no di-
vine Fight of inheritanee from those whe'
have ruled before thenn Their power
is the power of the peaple, granted to tkem
by the people. The mode e grant 1e
that of & popular election, mzulited by fhe
laws which the people, acting tireugh theip
representatives, have enactee 7 she puss

0se,

people. Iu the

oo
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.
pSupm them that thews electiolr laWwey  «

discriminating on the ground of sex, ex-

&

clude one-half of the people irom she voting | §

right and bestow she priviieze mpen the
other halk This being the fuct, @ the Fove

ernment an embodiment of the principles

of the declaration of independence? No%
at all, any more than if the emcinsion Were
based en some ether grouud.
by the fifteenth amendment, kave eaid thag
no suchexclusion shall be fonuded on *‘races |
color or previous eondition ei servitnude,

The veoile. {1

Wy shonld it be founded ou #x any morbi P

than on¢olor? Those whe objecs to woman's
sutfruge are logically bouud te de ope of
two thitge—either 2o give wp the prime
eiplen proclaimed im dhe desinration ef ine
dependence, and in eo doing *s zive up the!
whole theory of populur goverament, or t@
show that mature—wuot eustom, nat Usage,
not law, not the mere will of theauale sex,

but pature—-the very eonatitistion of things, -

worke in the ease of wewman atixed and
permmanent dizqualification te vote im the
election of civil rulers. f ste is mot thus
isquelifi-d, what €igh? have wmen te say
thar she e 12il not vote, and that they only
fall Y voters ! ither vighy than that
Ning ¥ e to eay thiae hLe is the
4 £ wople are merely the
subjects wilk The e x;:l# truth isy
“ gov e e men exclusively is an avie-
tocracy of e The women have ne share
in it and no vy =er eves it, They muee
azbmit to it, the slave iu<t submit
t0 his mudter.  ‘he consent et ¢hoive has
rothing to d it is in reiation to
them, then et and 200 oftens has been
practica’ v, & goverament of mumitigased
despotisim. }
Any «tiort to dodge this Yezica! semult by
classiiying rights inte natural, ¢ividk and
political is & mero play upon words, The
fact is shat governments, acconling to the
true. theery, eertainly according te the
American theory, exi«t to ne and dee
fend the rights of men—not ot one ¢lass,
but ef allclasses; not of ene sem, but of
both rexes. These zights in the eharacteg
of nature are equal; ands henca, the exciu-
sion of auy class, neot disqualitied hy narurd
or erime, from the gight eof sotingma
denial to that elass aot enls of equal
rights, but of a privilege which: ja the sure
guarantee for ite own pro®etion. No class
deprived of politica! power ecan protecs
iteelf. The power i just as mecessary 10
self-vrotoction as government itself. ¥¢
a'ways has been z0 and it alwaye will be so.
It was on this privciple that the right of
voting was bestowed upon the freedmens
It wus regaeded #s neecwsary %o sheip
hizhest eafety.
he principle is just as tris: of Woman as
it is of man. The old common law doetring
in regard to woman—that merged hep legal”
existence in that of man, which made ber o
mere ward, of whory man was the guarde

i

L

ian-el:tt her in the state of helplecs dee -

pendence without any power to assert hem
own rights, ¥t made the man a dezpot in
respect to woman. The improvenents of
Ameriean legislatior, especiaiiy within the
last twenty-five years, have repealed many
¢ the maxims of this doctrine and greatiy
changed the legal status of woman in this
country, This work of iuprovement i» not
vet tinished, and will not be until we Lave
a square deal of equal rights as between
the twosexce, Then the political importance

|

of woman will make her & power it the |

Being a power, ¢he will come

body politic.
0y politic Those

pe! legislation te respect her
chosen to enact and admi
remember that women, as voell 4k wen, sre
to be considered, An effective part of pube
lie sentiment will eonegist in the opinions of
women. The ballot will stand ielind theses
opinions and give them force.—Nesw Yorly
Tudependead.
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Senator Mortons

There is eertainly nothing either effemg.
nate or divine about his appearance, al-
though there are traces of suliering in hia
face and he is unable tostand up and speak.
His shouiders are broad, his ehest deep and
his voice strong. Ile seems scarcely to have
crossed the- meridian hine of life, and s
thick moustache and long chin whiskers are
coal black. The only rigns of age abous
him are that his naturally bigh torehead is
extended by the wearing away of his dark
bair from his temples, and the top of his
head is tonsored like thet of & medieval
monk. Mouth and chin are hidden, but tke
jaw and nose express force and—withous
any unkind intention be it spoken—terocity

h

of character. The latter feature i« vertainly |

a8 peculiar as that ef Morricsey, the cele
brated New York Congres«man, ruoning up
from the face at a very abrupt angle, and
apparently ending, as ne said h“lbg.’?ah
noses ended, with a l'lie('e choppea off. The
face expresses the hull dog virtues—cour:
age, tenucity, endurance, and, if it be said
that it expresees the eame grade of vices,
the phrase i= used not to attribute traits
of character, hut to suggest physical
peculiarities. Ti: best and wisest man
that ever lived was as ugly as a
gatyr, and posgessed a countenance upon
which was set the seal of every human vice .
The con «nts of the casket, however. were
a8 precious @8 its outeide was toul. To
those who bave mever seen Mr. Morton, it
has alwaye been a wonder Low Le could
speak with effect while seated, and it may.
be sail that artistically co ‘4 he
makes his weakness more etect than
another could his strength. Of Chatham
it was said that his crutch became, io bis
hand, an instrument of orztoryt Morton
uges his infirmity with the same power, and
8 he sits in his chair, swinging it from side
to side, and using his arw= in strong ges-
ticulation, the miere fact of Lis agitudo
lends a sort of dramatic oratory to wkat ho
says. He talks without rising—as a king
from histhrone. Literally and figuratively
his utterances are ex-cathedra. He guides
the Republicans of Indiana tbrougﬁ thia
campaign as through all previous ones;
and as the French looked with confidence
on the morning of the eventful day of Fon-
tenoy to the litter where their commander,
Marshal Saxe, was stretched, broken down
with disease, so the adlierents of the ad-
ministration turn hopefully to that old
armchair,—Indianapolis Senlingl
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