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O nr tat»T died a t  t h e  b u n f e t  

Oct* ioneaoidp aiituicn any 
U j.pu t iie  w orid was 

T h a t w b ifpe re of u t  cay.
.'itli th e  b e a u ty

W e eat h r  th e  open *  m dow  
T îiat looked to  w arn  tl.*- w*ßt, 

jkrd I held my poor. paie. d a ru L g
rp o n  in.v ae ix ic r 1; brerittt.

-  Me poor * it t ie  boy ’ * F an! « ’b fepered , 
Ai.d hi® face a  ah w h ite  w .th  pain . 

A* he kiaa* ti o a r  ch ild , ai d ca lled  
By hi*  p e t .  aw eet intuit a g a iu

yj»

H e h ea rd , for h ia b lu e t-y e s  opened  
L ike Tiolet6 w hen th e y  Mow;

<Jh n e v e r  a  blossom  w as fa irer 
1 ban  m y b a b y 's  eyes, l  k n ew .

Ar d he air !ed an d  lift u 
liis  w anted l i t t l e  hand 

Ah a  ftuiuttt-ani c.ni*- ai,- 
P rom  ta r  off suueet !an

toward ta 
i..ssrd  b .ra

• ‘O b. baby w ùî lire * "  ! w 
*'H< it, b o t i .r ,  for lie hin 

And 1 hold t.im  e)«i«-r. ( 
By a  b r e f ,  vain  bt

: spar«-.!;

;i.iled.

'V ia  baby  w ill liv e .-  Pan . an sw ere d , 
••In a  life th a t  is new  an d  sw eet; 

H e will noon lie w e i: in H '-aven—
' ÿ»i*> a t  th e  m a s t e r ,  tes t .

A robin ra m e  flying do w n w a rd .
And p e n  bed on a  sw a- in»  .i:nl% 

And sa t - ,  in tb e  su n se t ST.. li.esfe, 
B i t  b ea u tifu l ev e n in g  liyn in .

A nd th e n , o 'e r  o u r  b ab v 's  fe a tu re s  
A f lu tte r in g  shadow  tell.

And P aul, w h ile  lna voice w as choking  
b a  d so ftly . “ All is  well

A nd 1 k n ew  tb a t  a  ch ild  no  longer 
B elonged to  us on e a rth ;

B ut an  angel ch ild  in heaven  
Wa* o urs» -and  a  shadow ed heart!.?

A ra y  o f  th e  sun s la s t b r ig h tn e ss  
flam e ou t of th e  ra d  an t w est.

Ai d kissed o u r bauy, »'•» pm g 
W ith  id s  han d s noon hie b r e a s t

He looked like som e fa ir, w h ite  lily . 
As w e robed h:m  fo r th e  g rav e . 

A sleep in th e  sw e e tes t s iuu ibel 
A m o rta l h e a r t  can  crav e .

I  p u t in h!s b a n d s  on 1. is bosom  
hom e pansies aud  golden rod.

Anil we k i-sed  him . w ecp .ng  so ftly , 
A nd le tl him  aione w ith  Hod.

W e m ade him  a  grave 
W here  th e  pansies bud and II 

R o t on ly  m  s u m m e rs  g m lu e -s , 
E u t u n d e r  th e  w in te r s  snow.

g ard en .

A nd f fan cy , w hen  I see th em  
T h a t th e y  a re  m y  baby eye* 

R m ilirg  in w insom e b ea u ty  
O u t o f fa r  p arad ise .

B ut s ince  m y baby  h as  left m e. 
H eaven  does not seein so fai, 

O td  an d  th e  au g e is  a ie  n ea re r. 
A nd th e  doors a r e  left aja r.

S om etim es as  1 s i t  in tl.e  tw il ig h t, 
t  can  feel him  in m v arm s 

A nd h e  k isses me. cooing so ftly . 
W ith  a ll a  b ab y 's  charm e.

And I c o u n t b is  cu n n in g  d im yies.
A nd s tro k e  h is  yellow  l.a .r 

And w h isp er th e  p e t na u n s  o v er 
Again, aa tie n e s tle s  th e re .

And th e n  I w ake front m y (b e am in g  
Bv m y m other-lore beguiled  

T o  find th a t  I h e ld  on my bosom 
Only a  shadow  ch ild .

T h e n  I w eep, fo r my a rm s  a re  em pty . 
And th e  house is, oh. so s t i ll ,

And m i h e a r t  c r ies  o u t in sorrow .
As th e  l ie a its  o f m o th ers  will.

B u t ! tlii» k . in  th o se  lonesom e m om ent«. 
W i e e a r th  an d  heaven  m eet.

T h a t 1 am  au  a u g e .'a m o th er,
Ann th e  though», is, oL ! so sw eet?

Home day  1 shall hold on m y besom  
My b e a u tifu l babe •icfitn.

I n  th e  life God g:M - ' H.s ch ild re n . 
A nd, oil ! 'tw ill In II m e n  th e n !

’TITJE P O U L L T T E ,

Zitlli only went on weeping.
•*I want to give you this house, Zalli; it is 

for you and the little one.”
An hour after, amid the eoTis of Madame 

John, she and the “ little one" inherited the 
bouse. 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 
T ite Poulette “had seventeen/’ as the 
frantic lads would say.

How they did chatter over her. Quiet 
Kristian Koppig had never seen the like. 
He wrote to her mother and told her so. 
A pretty fellow at the corner would sudden
ly double himself up with heckouiDg to 
a knot of chums; these would hasten up: 
recruits would come in from two or three 
other directions; as they reached the corner, 
their countenances would ijuickly assume a 
genteel severity, and presently, with her 
mother, 'Tite roulette would pass—tall, 
straight, lithe, her great black eyes made 
tender by their sweeping lasues, the faintest 
tint ot color in her Southern cheek, her form 
all grace, her carriage a wonder of simple 
dignity.

The instant she was gone every tongue 
was let slip on the marvel of her beauty; 
hut. though theirs were only the loose New 
Orleans morals of over fifty years ago. their 
unleashed tongues never had attempted 
any greater liberty than to take up the pet 
naine. 'Tite Poulette, And yet. the mother 
was soon to lie, as we shall soon discover, a 
paid dancer at the elegant Salle de Conde.

To Zalli, of course, as to all “quadroon 
ladies,” the festivities of the Conde street 
ballroom were familiar ot old. There, 
the happy «lays when dear Monsieur John 
was youi g. and the eighteenth century old. 
she had often repaired under guard of her 
mother—dead now, alas?—ami Monsieur 
John would slip away lrom 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 hall she had danced, and laughed, 
and coquetted under her satin mask, even 
to the baffling and tormenting of that prince 
of gentlemen, dear Monsieur John himself. 
No man of questionable Mood «lare set lijs 
foot within the door. Many noble gentlemen 
were pleased to dance with her. Colonel 
I)e —  and General La — : city council- 
men and effleera from the Government 
House. There were no paid «lancers then. 
Everything was decorously conducted in
deed! Every gill’s mother was there, and 
the more discreet always left before there 
was too much drinking. Yes, it was gay, 
gay !—but sometimes dangerous. Ha S more 
times than a  lew had Monsieur John knock
ed down some long-haired and long-kmted 
rowdy, and kickeil the breath out of him for 
looking saucily at her; but that was like 
him, he was so bravo and kind;—and he is 
gone ?

things. One laughed a little a t times and 
kept saying “ Beware !” but the other—I 
prayed the Virgin to bless him—he spoke 
such kintl and noble words. Such gentle 
pity; such a holy heart! -May God defend 
her,* he said, cha-ie; he said *,May God de
fend 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, <lo you blush} Is that something to 
bring the rose to your cheek? Many line 
gentlemen at the ball ask me often, ‘IIow 
is your daughter. Madame John?' *’

The daughter's face was thrown into the 
mother's lap, not so well satisfied now with 
God's handiwork. Ah, how she wept ! 
Sob, sob, sob; gasps and sighs and stitied 
ejaculations, her smali right baud clenched 
and beating on her mother's knee; and the 
mother weeping over her.

Kristian Koppig shut 1Û3 window. No
thing but a generous heart and a Dutch
man's phlegm could have done so at that 
moment. And even thou. Kristian Kep- 
pig !—for the window closed very slowly.

He wrote to his mother thus:
•'In this wicked city I see none so fair 

as the poor girl who lives opposite mo, aud 
who, alas! though so fair, is one of those 
whom the taint of caste has cursed. She 
livesalonelv innocent life in the midst ot 
corruption, like the liiies I find here in the 
marshes, and I have^ great pity for her. 
•God defend ber,* I said to-night to a fellow 
clerk, ‘I see no help for her.* 1 know there 
is a natural, and I think proper, horror of 
mixed blood (excuse the mention, sweet 
mother), and I feei it, too: ar.d yet ii she 
were in Holland to day, not one of a hun
dred suitors would detect the hidden blem
ish '*

Thus {bis young man went or. trying to 
demonstrate the utter impossibility of his 
ever loving the lovable unfortunate, until 
the midnight tolling of the cathedral clock 
sent him to bed.

About the same hour Zalli and T ite 
Poulette were kissing good night.

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

“Well. Maman?”
“ If any gentleman should ever love you 

and ask* you to marry—no: knowing, you 
know—promise me you will not tell him 
you are not white.” *

“ It can never be,” said ‘Tite Poulette.
“ But if it should,” said Madame John 

pleadingly.
“And break the law!” asked T ite Pou

lette, impatiently.
••But the Jaw is unjust,” said the mother.
•‘But it .» the law !”
“ But you will not, «loarie, will yon !”
“ I would surely tell him!” said the 

daughter.
W nen ZaJ'.i, for some cause, went next 

morning to the w indow, she started.
‘•T ite  Poulette !”—she called softly with

out moving. The daughter came. T
There xvas no room for widow's weeds I young man, whose Idea of propriety had 

there. So when 6he put these on. her glit- | actuated him to this tlisplav. was sitting in 
tering eyes never again looked through her | the dormer window, reading. Mother andft Mn“4U ivuucv* *u*uunu uci a lucutTUitt w iil'i'in ( 1 ill »U V. I tlii nUU

pink and white mask, and she was gla«l of | daughter bent a steady gaze at eiich other, 
it: for never, never in her life had they so I It meant iu French, “If ho saw 113 last 
looked for anybody but her dear Monsieur ] night !—'*

Kristian Koppig 
lees young Dntci tn 
army of gcntlem y 
of Louisiana, sw t 
commercial m.-rni 
Frauco-Spanifel

a rosy-faced, b 
He was one of thu 

«ho. after the purchase 
i d from all parts ol'the 
iver the mountains of 

xcir.sivonpss, like the
Goths over the Pyrenees, anil settled dow 
in New Orleans to pick up their fortunes; 
with the diligence of hungry pigeons. He 
may have been a German; the distinction 
was too fine lo Creole haste and disrelish, 

He made h - home in a room with one 
dormer window looking out, and somewhat 
down, upon u building opposite, which still 
staniis, flush with the street, a century old, 
Its big, round-arcbetl windows in a long, 
eecoml-etory 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. 
This bad already been done when Kristian 
Koppig first began to look at them from his 
solitary dormer window.

All the features ol the building lead me 
to guess that it is a remnaut of the old 
•Spanish barracks, whose extensive strac 
turc feil by government sale into private 
hands a long time ago. At the end toward 
thi swamp a great, oriental looking pas- 
eagi s left, with an arched entrance, and a 
pair of ponderous wooilcn doors. You look 
at it, and almost see Count O'Reilly’s ar- 
tilliiy  come humping and trundling out, 
and dash around into the ancient plaza to 
bang away at King Charles' birthday.

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

In the good old times of «iuels, and baga- 
fe.Je clubs, and theatre balls, and C’aye- 
tane's circup, Kristian Koppig roomingas 
described, there lived in the portion of this 
house, partly overhanging the archway, 
a palish handsome woman, by the name 
—or going by the name—i f  Madame 
J"hn. You would hardly have thought of 
her being “colored.” Though fading, she 
■was still of very attractive countenance, 
tine, rather pcvere features, nearly straight 
hair, carefully kept, and that vivid black 
eye so peculiar to her kind. Her smile, 
which came and went w ith her talk, was 
sweet and exceedingly intelligent; and 
something told you, as you looked at her, 
îhat sLe was one who had had to learn a 
.great deal in this troublesome life.

“ B u t. the Creole lails in the street 
Wouhl say— “—her daughter !” and there 
woc.d be lilting of arms, wringing of lin
gers. rolling of eyes, rounding of mouths, 
gasping and clasping of bands. “So beau
tiful, beautiful, beautiful! White?—white 
like a water lily! White—like a  mag
nolia !”

Applause would follow, and invocation 
ef all the saints to witness.

And she eould sing.
“ Sing?” (disdainfully)—“if a mocking 

bird can sing ! Ha !” ^
They could not tell just liow old she was; 

ihev “ would give her about seventeen.” 
Mother and daughter were very fond. 

The neghbors could hear them call each 
ether pet names, and see them sitting to
gether, sewing, talking happily to each 
ether in the unceasing French way, and see 
them go out aud come in together on their
JlîTÎP T u a h a  am i P rravulk  “  ’T itP  P m ile tto  **little tasks and errands. “ T ite Poulette, 
the daughter was called; 6he never went 

eut alone.
And who was this Mailame John*
“ Why, yon know—she vv as"—said the wig 

maker a t the corner to Kristian Koppig— 
*"* ii tell you. You know?—she was”—and 
the rest atomized off in a rasping wliis)Hi. 
bh«' was the best yellow 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 remnant of 
old barracks. It ig of trame, with a deep 
front gallery over which the roof extends. 
It has bcconm a den of Italians, who sell 
fuei by daylight, and by night are up to no 
telling what extent of deviltry. This was 
once the home of a gay gentleman, whose 
first name happened to lie John. He was 
a member of t ie  Good Children social club. 
A b his parents lived with him, his witê 
would, according to custom, have been 
called Madame John: but he had no wife. 
His father died, then his mother: last of all] 
himself. As he is about to be off in «Mîmes 
Madame John, with ’Tite Poulette, then an 
•niant, on her arm.

“Zalli,” said he. “I am going.”
She bowed her head anu wept. [
••You have been verv faithful to 

Zalli.”
She wept on.
“Nobody to take care of you sow, Zalli-”

anybody
John, and now he was in heaven—so the 
priest paid—and she was a sick nurse.

Living was hard work; and as Madame 
John had been brought up tenderly, and had 
done what she eould to rear her daughter 
in the same mistaken way, with, of course, 
no more education than the ladies in society 
got. they knew_ nothing beyond a little 
music and embroidery. They struggled as 
they could, faintly; now giving a few pri
vate «lancing lessons, now dressing hair, but 
ever beat back by the steady detestation ot" 
their imperious patronesses: and. by and 
by. for want of that priceless worldly grace 
known among the flippant as “money- 
sense." these two poor children, born of 
misfortune and the complacent badness of 
the »imes, began to be in want.

Kristian Koppig noticed from his «former 
window one day a man standing at the big 
archway opposite, and clanking the brass 
knocker on the wicket that was in one of 
the doors. He was a smooth man, with hi. 
hair parted in the middle, and his cigarette 
poised un a tiny gold holder. He waited a 
moment, politely cursed the «lust, knocked 
again, threw his slender swordcane under 
his anu, and wiped the inside of hie hat 
with his handkerchief.

nigh'
••Ah! «fear,” said the mother, her lace

beaming with fun ,---- ■
••What can it be, Maman ?”
••He speaks—oh ! ha. ha !—he speaks— 

such miserable French !”
It came to pass one morning a! cariv 

dawn that Zalli and T ite Poulette, going to 
mass, passed a cafe, just as—who should 
be coming out but Monsieur,the manager 
of The Salle de C'onde. He had not yet 
gone to bed. Monsieur was astonished. 
He bad a Frenchman's eye for the beauti
ful. and certainly there the beautiful was. 
He had heard vt Madame John's «daughter 
anu had hoped once to see her, hut <ii«i not; 
but eould this be sh»-*

They disappear«-«! within the cathedral. 
A sudden pang of piety moved him: he fol
lowed. 'Tito Poulette was already kneei
ng in the aisle. Zalli, still in tae vesti

bule. was just taking her hand from the 
font oi uoly water.

“ Dutch!” »aid the manager, softly, be
tween h;s teeth.

“ He is staring at me.” said Krisîian 
Koppig so Lim*;t;” but then. 1 am stating 
at nun. which accounts for it.”

A long pause and then another Jong rap 
ping.

“They want him to go away,” thought 
Koppig.

•’Knock hard!” suggested a street young 
ster. standing by.

“ Rap, rap--- !—” the manager had no
sooner recommenced than several neigh
bors looked out of door? and wind

“ Very bad.” thought onr Dutchman, 
“somebodv should make him go off. I 
wonder what they will do.”

The manager ttenped into The s'reet. 
looked up at the closed window, returned 
to the knocker, and Hood wi:L t: in L:s 
hand.

“They are a.! gone out, monsieur," said 
the street youngster.

“You lie !” said the cynosure of neighbor
ing eyes.

“Ah !” thought Kristian Koppig. “ 1 wti! 
go down and ask him— " Here ids 
thoughts lost outline ; he was only con- 
vueed that he had somewhat to say to him, 
and turned to go down stair-?. Iu going he 
became a little vexed with himself because 
he could cot help hurrying. He noticed, 
too. that his arm holding tbe stair rail 
trembled iu a silly way, whereas he was 
perfectly calm Precisely as he reached 
the streer door the manager raised the 
knocker—but the latch clicked aud the 
wicket was drawn slightlv aj.tr.

Inside could just be «Jescried Madame
John. The manager bowed, smiled, talked, 
talked on. held money in his hand, bowed, 
«miied, talked on. flourished the money, 
smiled, bowed, talked on an«! plainly per
sisted in some intention to which Madame 
John w as steadfastly opposed.

The window above, too (it was Kristian 
Koppig who noticed that/. « pen» d a wee 
bit. like the shell of a t -rrapm. Presently 
the manager lined his foot and put forward 
an arm. as though he to u:d enter the gate 
by pushing, but as quick as gunpowder it 
clapped—in his lace!

As tue panting mother re-entered the 
room. •■See. Maman,” said ’Tite Poulette, 
peeping a: the window, “the y««ung gentle
man from over the way has crosse«!’’

“ Holy Mary bless him!" said the mother.
“ I will go over.” thought Kristian Koppig, 

“and ask hint kindly it he is not making a 
mistake.”

“ What ere ffccy doing, «tear?” asked the 
mother, with clasped hands.

“ Ihev are talk.ng; the young man is 
tranquil, hut 'Sieur <ie la Rue is very 
angry,” whispered the daughter; and just 
then—pang! came a sharp, keen sound 
rattling up the walls or. either side of the 
narrow way, and “Aha!” amt the laughter 
and clapping of female nantis trout two or 
th:e<* windows.

• Oh. what a slap!” cried the 2 ir!. kail in 
fright, halt in glee, jerking herself back 
from the easement, »iianlsan« ously with the 
repor*. But the “ahas" and laughter. an«i 
dapping of feminine hands, wide • still con
tinued. e-ime from another cause. ’Tite 
Poti'uitte’s rapid action had enuck the 
slender cord that held up an eml of te r 
hanging ganleu. and the whole rank of 
ci»„r boxes s!:d from their place, turn 'd 
gracefudy over as thev shot through the 
a:r. and elliptic«! themselves plump upon 
the head of the slapped manager. Breath
less. dirty, pale as whitewa-n. he gasped a 
threat to be heard from again, and. getting 
around the corner as «paick as he. could 
walk, left Kristian Koppig standing motion
less. the most astonished man in that street.

“ Kristian Koppig. Kristian Koppig.'* 
said Great Heart to Limself, slowly drag
ging up stairs, -what a mischief you Lave 
d- ne. One poor woman certainly to. be 
robbed of her bitter wages, aud another— 
so lovely—put To the burning shame of 
being the subject of a street brawl ? What 
will this silly neighborhood say ♦ TIas 
the gentleman a hear! as well a s‘a Land

yMadame John,” whispered the manager. ? 'Is it jealousy !' " There he paused, afraid

Madame John held a parley with bim at 
the wicket. 'Tite Poulette was nowhere 
seen. He stood at the gate while Madame 
John went tip stairs. Kristian Koppig 
krn-w him. He knew him aa one knows 
snake, lie was the manager of the Suite •(<■ 
Comte. Presently Madame John returned 
with a little bundle, and tl^ey hurried off 
together.

And now what did this mean? Why, by 
any one of ordinary acuteness the matter 
was easily understood, but, to tell the 
truth, Kristian Koppig was a trifle dull, 
an«l got the idea at once that some damage 
was being planned against 'Tite Poulette. 
It made the gentle Dutchman miserable not 
to be minding bis own business. an«l yet— 

‘•But the woman certainly will not at
tempt”—said he to himself—“no, no! »he 
can not.” Not being able to guess what he 
meant. I can not say whether she could 
or not. I know that next day Kristian 
Koppig, glancing eagerly over the “Ami 
<les Lois.” read an advertisement which he 
hail always 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 a young lady would 
follow it with the famous “Danse du Shawl."

It was the »Sabbath. The young man 
watched the opposite window steadily and 
painfully from 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 Poulette, 
stepped through the wicket, much «lressed 
and well muffled, and hurried off toward 
the rue Conde. Madame John was the 
“young lady;” and the young man's tniud, 
glad to return to its own unimpassioneil 
affairs, relapsed into quietude.

.Madame John danced beautifully. It had 
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, slow thinking 
young Dutchman, never noticing that he 
staid at home with his window darkened 
for the very purpose, would see her come to 
her window and look out with a little wild, 
alarmed look in her magnificent eyes, and 
go and come again, and again, until the 
mother, like a  st arm-driven bird, came 
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 
conversation which he could see, but not 
hear.

“ T ite Poulette," said Madame John, 
you are seventeen.”
“True, maman.”
“Ah ! my child, I see not how you are to 

meet the future.” The voice tremble«! 
plaintively.

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

no jdeasure. no friend.”
Maman!”

She curtsied 
“ Madame John, »hat young lady—is she 

your daughter?"
“She—she—is my «laughter." saM Zalli, 

with somewhat of alarm in her face, which 
the manager misinterpreted.

“I think not, Madame John.” He shook 
his head, smiling as one too wise to be 
fooled.

“ Yes, Monsieur, she is my d.titghter.”
“O no. Madame John, it is only uiak»?- 

believe, I think.”
•T swear she is. Monsieur »de Ja Rue.”
“1* that possible?” pretending ta waver, 

but convinced in his hear: of hearts, by 
Zalli'» alarm, that she was lying. “ But 
how! Why does she not come to our ball
room with you?”

Zalli, trying to get away from Lim. 
shrugged and smiled. “ Each’to hi* taste. 
Monsieur; it pleases her not.”

She was escaping, but Le followed one 
step more. “ I shall come to see you. 
Ma dam«i John.”

She whirled and attacked him with her 
eyes. “ Monsieur must not give himself the 
trouble," she said, the eyes at the same 
time saying, “ Dare to come !” She turned 
agaia and knelt to her devotions. The 
manager dipped, crossed himself and de- 
par ted.

Several weeks went by and M. «Je la Rue 
had not accepted the fierce invitation of 
Madame John's eyes. One or two Sunday 
night» she had avoided him. though fulfill
ing her engagement in the Salle; but bv 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.

It was an afternoon in Mav. Madame 
John came ’in, and, with a sigt, sank into 
» chair. Her eyes were wet.

“Did you go. dear mother ?” asked 'Tite 
Poulette.

I could not,” she answered, «IroppLng 
her face in her hands.

“Maman, lie has seen me at the window.” 
••While I was gone!” cried the mother.
•Tie passeil on tho other side of the 

street. He looked up purposely, and saw 
me.” The speaker'* cheek* were hurting 
re«l.

Zalli wrung her hantls.
“ It is nothing, mother; «lo to t  go near 

him.”
“ But the pay, my child.”
“The pay matters not.”
“ But he will bring it here; he want* the 

chance.”
That was the trouble, sure enough.
About this time Christian Koppig lost 

hia position in the German importing house, 
where he had fondly told his mother, he 
was indispensable. “Summer was coming 
on.” the senior said, “and you see our young 
men are almost idle. Yes. our engagement 
was for a year, but ah—we could not fore
see—" etc., etc., “besides,” (attempting a 
parting flattery; “your father is a rich gen
tleman and vou can afford to take the sum
mer easy. If we can ever be of any service 
to you”—etc., etc,

So the young Dutchman spent the after
noons at his dormer window reading and 
glancing down at the little casement oppo
site, where a small, rude shelf had lately- 
been put out. bolding a row of cigar boxes 
with wretched little botanical specimens in 
them trying to die. 'Tite Poulette was their 
gardener; and it was odd to »ee—dry

wicket opened. The two innocents were 
stunned.

“ Aw—aw—” said the pretty Dutchman, 
“aw—,” blurted out something in virg.n 
Dutch, * * handed her tbe letter and hur
ried down street.

“Alas ! what have 1 done ?" said the poor 
girl, bending over her candle, and bursting 
into tears that !eil on the unopened letter. 
“And what shall I do? It may be wrong 
to open it, anu worse no; to.” Like her sex. 
she took the benefit of the doubt, and in
tensified her perplexity and misery by read
ing and misconstruing* the all but uninrel- 
iie.ble contents. Wiiat then ? Not only 
sobs and sighs, but moaning anil beating of 
little fists together, ami outcries of soui-fel* 
agony stifled against the bedside, and 
temples pressed into knitted palms, because 
ot one who “sought not to be ac«]itainte«i," 
but «.'ffi-red money—money—in pity to a 
poor—shame on her :or saying that—a poor 
niyrtssc.

An« n<>w our selt'-confesse«! «Jolt turne«! 
back from a hall hour’6 walk, concluding 
there might be an answer to his note. 
•Surely Madame John will appear this 
time." He knocked. The suutter stirred 
above, and something white came fluttering 
wild down like a shot «fove. It was his own 
letter, containing the fifty dollar bill. He 
hounded r»> the wicket,* and èoniy but 
eagerly knocked again.

“Go away,” said a trembling voice from 
above.

“Madame John ?'* said he; bat the window 
closed, and he heard a step, the same step.
• »n tiie stair. Step, step, every step one 
step deeper into his heart. 'Tito Pouiette 
came to the closed door.

“ What will you !" sai«l the voice within. 
“ I—I—don't wi-h to see you. I wish to 

see Madame John '*
“ 1 must pray Monsieur to go a way. My 

mother is at the Salle tie Conde.”
“At the ball !” Kristian Koppig strayed 

off. repeating the words for want «.f definite 
thought. Ali at on ee it occurred to him 
that at the bail he could make Madame 
John's, acquaintance with impunity. “ Was 
it courting sin to go ?” By no means: he 
slpjuid, most likely, save a woman from 
trouble, and he?p the poor in their «listress.

Beho.it Kristian Koppig standing on the 
door «j; the Salle de Coude. A large hall, a 
blaze of lamps, a bewildering flutter of fan* 
an«»floating robes, strain»of music.column* 
of gay promenaders, a long row ot »ur
bane«? mothers lining either wa.i. gen
tlemen ot the portlier sort tilling’ the 
recesses of the windows, whirling waltzers 
gliding here and there—smilts and giae<». 
sm:.e* and grace; all fair, orderly, eie >a t. 
'■•switching. A young Creole's hut ;1« may
hap a little? loud, and—truly there were 
many sword canes. But neither grace uor 
foulness satisfied the tye ot the zealou- 
young Dutchman.

Suddenly a muffled woman passed him. 
leaning on a gent.etuan'a arm. It, look «t 
like—it must be Madame Jeon. Speak quick. 
Krisriaa Koppig; do not stop tô notice ike
in ,,u  !

“Madame John”—flowing—“I am y«>m 
righbor, Kris’ian Koppig.”
Madame John bo we* iow and smiles—a 

ball room smile—but is frightened, aud her 
•ort. the manager, slip* away.
•Ah ! Monsieur." she whisper* excitcdlv, 
pit will he killed if vru stay here a in -  j 

no n*. Are you arme«! ? No. Take this ' .She J 
dirk into his bauds, but Lc : 

would not have :t. I
my «ic-ar young man. gn ! G « «;ui«;k- | 

she plead, glancing furtively down the j

And another time: “If I »'ill let you tell
me something? With pleasure, Madame 
John. No. and not tell anybody. Madame 
John. No. Madame, not even Tit« Pou
lette. What ?”—a iong whistle—*‘i* that 
pos-si-b!e ?—ami Monsieur John knew it •— 
encouraged :t ?—eh, well, eh. well ! Ba*— 
can I relieve you. Madame John* Oh. 
you hare M r.sieur John’s sworn statement. 
Ah! very good, truly, but—you say you 
have ..: hut where is it ? Ah ! to-morrow !
_a, skeptical *lirug. “Pardon me. Madame
John. I think perhaps, / c ih-tps you are tell
ing the truth.

•Tt I think yon did right ? Certainly ? 
What nature keeps back, accident some
times give*. Madame John; either is God's 
w 'l. Don't erv. ‘Stealing from the dead ?' 
Noï 1 was giving, yes ! They are thank
ing vou in heaven. Madame John.'*

Kristian K npig, lying awake, but mo
tionless and with closed eyes, hears in part, 
and. taneving he understands, rejoices with 
silent intensity. When the doctor is gone 
«*.- calls Zi.i:.

■J  gi.« y« u a great deal cf trouble, eh,
Madame John?”

••No. no: you are no J rouble at ail. 
Had you the yellow fever—ah' tuen!”

She rolled lier eye* to signify the super
lative eh ;; noter of the tribulations attend
ing yellow fever.

- I  had ;» lady and gentleman once—» 
Sp'anifh !:i«y and gentleman juet oft tue 
siv.p ; both sick ».* once with the fever— 
delirious—eoul*i not tell their names. Xo- 
boc.v to help me but eometime* Monsieur 
John" ! never had such a Time—never 
before, never since—as that “ me. Four 
day* and night» »his head touched not a
ptfliOiV.

“ And they «J’eiJ!" said Kristian Koppig.
• The third night tho gentleman went. 

Poor Senor! •>u- ur John—he «lid not know 
the harm—gave him some coffee and toast! 
The fourth nuLt it rained and turned cool, 
and just before «lay the j.ocr lady— — ” 

The«.”  »aid Koppig.

“ No, no; 1 thank God for it; I am glad I weather or wet—how many waterings per 
you are not; but you will be lonely, lonely, day those plants could take. She never 
ali your poor life long. There is no place Performed it with that unacknowledged
in the world for us poor women. I wish 
that we were either white or biack!"—and 
the tears, two “shining oues," stood in the 
poor ouailroon’s eyes.

The daughter stood up, her eyes flashing, 
“God made us, maman,” ehe said with a 

gentle, but stately smile.
Ha. said the mother, her keen glance 

darting through her tears. “Sin made me. 
yes.”

No, said Tite Poulette, “God made us.

pleasure which all girlä love aud deny, ;h at 
of being looked upon by noble eyes.

On this particular Saturday afternoon in 
May, Kristian Koppig had l>een witness of 
the distressed scene over the way. It oc
curred to "Tite Poulette that 6ucli "might be 
the ease, and she stepped to the casement 
to »hut it. As she did so, the marvelous 
delicacy of Kristian Koppig moved him to 
draw in one of his shutters. Both young 
heads came out at one moment, while in

Ho made us just as we are; not more white: I the same instant— 
not more black.” i ,.t>“Rap, rap. rap. rap, rap! clanked the 

knocker on the wicket. T te  black eyes of 
vert

me,

not more black.
“He made you, truly!" said Zalli. “You 

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

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

asked.
“Oh, no, no! ’Tite Poulette,” cried the 

other: “ but if we were only real white!— 
both of us; so that some gentlemen might 
come to see me and say. ‘Madame John, 1 
want your pretty little chick. She is so 
beautiful. I wanr to take her hand. She 
is so good—I want her to be my wife.’ O, 
my child, my child, to see that 1 would 
give my life—I would give my soul! Only 
you should take me along to be your ser
vant. I walked behind two young men to
night; they were coming from their office; 
I,r.^ent|y  they began to talk about you.”

Tite Poule tte’s eye* flashed fire,

the maiden and the blue ovèh the wayj from 
looking into each other for the first "time in 
life, glance«! down to the arched doorway 
upon Monsieur the manager. Than the 
black eyes disappeared within, and Kristian 
thought again, and re-opening his shutter, 
sv.od up at the window prepared to become 
a bo*d spectator of what might fellow.

Bat nothing followed.
“Trouble ov»-r there,” thought the rosy 

Dutchman end waited. The manager 
waited to rubbing his hat and brushing 
his ciotle - with the tips of liis kidded 
fingers.

“Thev no not wish to see him," slowly 
concluded the spectator.

"Rap, rap, rap, rap, rap!” quoth the 
knocker, and M. de la Rue looked up 
around at the windows opposite and no-

“No -  o-Vj " et e8 “ **, , .. . I rtced tbe handsome young DutchmanNo, m y  child, they spoke only t h e  best |  looking a t  h im .  6

him self to answer the proposed «yuery: and 
th-n—“Oh! Kristian Koppig, you* have 
been each a dunce !” “Anl I tart not 
apologize to them. Who in this street 
wr.tfld carry m r note and not wink and 
gr:n over i: with iow surmises? I can not 
even make restitution. Mcnev • Thev 
would not dare receive it. Oh! Kristian 
Koppig. why «Ld you not mind your own 
business? Is she anything to v-.u? Do you 
love be:’ Df course not! Oh! men a 
Uunee! *

Th- reader will eagerly admit that how
ever faulty this young man's •.ourse «•: res- 
soninç. his conclusion was correct F u rl 
mark what he «lid. j

He went to his room, which was slreadv j 
growing dark, shut Li» window, lighted his I 
b:g Dutch lamp and sat «town to write. I 
“Something must be done.” he said aJond. ! 
taking up his pen: "I will lie calm and coo!; j 
I will be distant and brief: but—I sbai' I 
have to be kind or ! may ofiend. Ah I 
shal! have to write in French: I forgot that.
I write if so poorly, «lunee that I am. when 
all my brothers and sisters speak it so we1.!. 
He gut out hi? French «iietionarv. Two 
hours slipped by. He made a new pen. 
washed and refilled his inks»and, mended 
his “abominable chair,” and aftertwo hoars 
more made another attempt and another 
failure. “Mr head aches.” said he. and 
lay down on his couch, the better to frame 
hi* phraees.

He was awakened bv tl;« Sabbath sun
light. The bells ol the’ CVhedra) and the 
Ursulines cliapeJ were ringing for hieb 
mass, ami a mocking bird, perching on a 
chimney top above Madame John's rooms, 
was carolling, whistling, mowing, chirping, 
screaming and trifling with the e«-»taev oi 
a whole May in his throat. •■<>' sleepy 
Kristian Koppig." was the voung man's 
first thought, “such a dunce !” *

Madame John and daughter «lid no* <«o *o 
mass. The morning wore away, and tuei- 
casement remained closed. -Thev are 
oflended.” said Kristian Koppi», ieavim* 
the house and wandering up “to" Christ 
Church.

“No. possibly they are not.” he said, re
turning and finding the shutters thrown 
back.

By »»»J accident, which mortified h m
extremely, he happened to see. late in *he 
afternoon—hardiy conscious that he was 

j looking across the street—that Madame

I
 John was—«.reseing. Could it be that she 
was going to the Su'Jc de Conde ! He rushed 
to iii* table and began to write.

He had guessed aright. The vages were 
too precious to be lost. The manager had 
w ritten her a note. He begged to assu-e 
her that be was a gentleman'of the clearest 
cut. If he had ma«le a mistake the pre
vious afternoon, he was glad no unfortunate 
result had followed except his having been 
assaulted by a ruffian, that the Danse du 
Shawi was promised in his advertisement, 
and he hoped Mailame John iw-hose wages 
were in hand waiting for her would not 
tail to assist as usua!. Last’.v. and deli- 
cateiy put. he expressed his'conviction 
that Mademoiselle was wise and discreet 
in declining to entertain genfleniea at her 
home.

So. against much beseeching on the part 
of Tite Poulette. Mädsmc Jolin wus ®,oin,r 
to the ball-room. “ Maybe I can di«cover 
what 'Sieur de «a Rue is planning a-ain*« 
Monsieur «iver the way.' she saul/know.c” 
certainly the slap would no* be forgiven'" 
and the daughter, though tremplin “iv "at
nw na «r*t tVi rl r£»Tt» rkV;»««*-;   "* ® *  9

“ I wish yuu not to dance," said the young 
man.

“1 have daneril already: I am going horn-- 
C  ute; be quick! we will*go together." She 
thru-t her arm through his and they has
tened into the street. When a square had 
been pa n“d t!,- re came a sound oi men run
ning Debi.i : ti ear.

“Run, Monsieur, rut!" she cried. *rytng to 
drag Lim; but Monsieur Dutchman would 
not.

••Rub, Monsieur! Ob. my God! it is 
’Sieur—

“That for yesterday!” erieil the manager, 
striking tiercel«- with his cane Kristian 
lvoppig's fist roiled him in the. <l,rt.

“That tor "Tite Poulette!" erie«i another 
man. dealing the Dutchman a terrible b.uw 
from behind.

“And that for rue!” hissed a third, thrust
ing at him With something bright.

‘•That tor yesterday!” screamed rheuiaii- 
iiing .ike a tiger; “Tha:!” “T tati”

• h .

Zabi dropped her arm? listlessly into her 
lap. and her «yes ran brimfu!.

“And left an infant!” said the Dutchman, 
ready to shun; with exultation.

"Ah! no. M •nsieur,” said Zalli.
T;i** invaiii.* heart sank i.ke a stone.
• Madam John."—hi» voice was all in a 

tremor—“teii me tho truth. I» 'Tit* Pou
lette your ow n child?”

“Ah-li-h, ha! ha! what foolishness! Of 
«.•ours*-, she i* my child!” And Madame 
John gave vent to a true Frenchwoman's 
ialgh.

It was too much for the sick man. In the 
pitiful v-.-akr.ess of his shattered nerves he 
turne«; h.* face into the pillow and wept like 
a child. Za’.li passed into the next room to 
hid- her emotion.

“ Maman, «lear Maman." sah! "Tite Pou
lette. who had overheard nothing, but only 
saw tbe tears.

••Ali! my chi!*J, my child, my task—my 
ta A is too gt'-at—too great for me. Let me 
•••• . «V—another time. Go and watch at 
hi- saisi de."

•But. Mamas.“—for T ite  Poulett* was 
frightened—“he needs no care now.”

‘•Nay, but go. my child; I wish to be 
alone."

The maiden stole in with »verte«! eves 
and tip-toe.i to the w:nd««w—that window. 
Tue patient, already a man aga.n. gazed at 
her nil she could feel the gaze. He turned 
his eyes trom hear moment to gather reso
lution. And now. stunt heart, larewei.: 
a wtTii «: two oi friendly parting—nothing 
more.

•• T:‘e Poulette."
Tue slender figure at the window turned 

and earn“ to the bedside.
- I  believe J owe my life to you." be 

said.
she looked down meekly, the color riling 

in her cheek.
T must arro' ge to lie moved across the. 

on a litter." 
it or speak.

-« now thank you 
«•■»re. Sweet su'reel

etree: to 
.'he did . 
“ Au«i 1 

curse. Sol 
nurse!”

She s!u >!t

«»**•
J?v.ec.

Ti en Kristian Koppig knew that he was
stai-'e«: j

“ Thai!’'an d  “ that!" an«l “ th»*:” and the 
poor Dutchman struck wildly here ami 
there, grasped the air. shut Lis eyes, etag- 
ge:;-«i. reel**«!, fell, rose half up. foil again 
for guoti. ami they were kicking him and 
jumping on bin. All at one* they scamp
ered. Zulii had tound the night watch.

“Buz-z-z-z !” w ec:»  rattle. l i iz  z z-z!" 
wen* another.

“ Pick him r.j*.“
“ Is a*- alive?"
“Can't teii; head him s*ealv. lead the 

way. misses.”
“ He * bleeding a!! over my breeches."
“Tnis way—h^re—around this corner.” 
“Rap-rap-rap!” en tbe old bras« knocker. 

Curses on the narrow wicket, more ou the 
«iark archway, mure stiii on the twisting
stair

• Easy, easy: push this tm«ier Li» Leo«I: 
never mind his coots!”

bo Lt lies, on Tire Paulette's own bed.
The w^teh are gone. They pause under 

the corner iainj* to count profits—a single 
b.i!—J langue de a Louisiane, fifty dollar*. 
Prov.donee ;s kinu—Tolerably so. Break t 
at tue “Guillaume Tell.” “But d,«l you 
ever Lear any «me ecreain like that g.ri 
u;d?"

Al«! there lie* the young Dutch neig!1- 
I or. His money will no? flutter back to 

Jf will any voie» behind a 
eur to go away." O, wo

lle ws no enemy so terrible as 
nigh, poor woman, you have 

Lay yonr strange, eiectri«: 
touch upon the chilly flesh: it strike» no 
eager mischief along the f'aintm 
Luck your sweet looks upon the. griuiy face, 
and Umleriy lay back the locks from the 
congest«-«! brows; no wicked misinterpreta
tion iurks to hide your kindness. Be mother- 
iy. be sisterly, fear naught. Go, watch him 
by night; you may sleep at his tee* and he 
will no: stir. Yet he lives, and shall l iv e -  
may live to forget you, who knows? But 
tor ail that, be gent'e and watchful: be 
womanlike, wo ask no mon; and God re
ward you-

Evejt while it was taking all *he. two 
women's strength to hold the dour against 
death, tzo sick man Limself laid ague» upon

him this tim*; j
£ate *‘hc<z Mon*
iii a i* —that km
man ! Come i*i
noth ing *«> lear.

r Lead in protestation.
“ Heaven bie -* you,’Tite P»u't:ul'*
II- r taco sank lower
“God has made you very beautiful, Tib?

Pouiette.”
flue stirred not Hereache«! *n«l genri.v 

took her little Lain!, and a* h«« drew lo r 
one step r earer a tear fell from her long 
lashe»._ From the next ro««m Zalli. with a 
face of agonized suspense, gazed upon The 
pan undiscovered. The young tuau lifted 
to»- Lund ?•• lay it upon hi# lips when, with 
a mi'd, firm force, it was drawn a wav yet 
stii. rested :n Li# own upon the bedside, 
like some weak thing enured that could 
only nut get free.

"Thou ■* .: not Lave tny love, T ite  Pun-

No answer.
“ Tfcuu w:it not. beautiful?'*
“Can no:"' was ail that ghe eou?J rtte r. 

ac«i upon tLcir claspeii hands the tears ran 
«leva.

“ Thou wrong’s! me, T ite Poulet:?. Thou 
«list nor trust nu ; thou fearest the kiss may 
loosen the hands. Put J teil thee nay. Ï  
Lave struggled bard, even to this hour, 
against love, but I yield me now; I yield; 1 
am hi* unconditioned prisoner forever. 
God forbid that I ask augLt but that you 
will be lay wife.”

Stil« tii« maiden moved not, looked not 
up. only » incu «b«wii ♦»’;«;#.

“ SLail i • »lie, T m Pouiette'" He trie«l 
in vaiti to <i , « in i

• 'Tite Ifl uietr-!'* So tenderly he called. 
And then she spoke.

“ It is again*.! the law!”
“ It is n o t! ' cried /.»fli, seising her 

round the waist and dragging her forward. 
“Take, her: she :e thine. I Lav«-., robbed 
God long enough litre  are the' sworn 
papers—here! Take 1er—she is as white 
as sr.ow—so! Take her. k;»f Pa-r; Mary be 
«•riisn.• 1 Level Lad a cli ;«l—.-lei? the
•Spaniard'* «laughter’"—Seriiner’i Mtiÿasîut.

tnern.
“ Mother." lie said to Madame John, quite 

a master of French in his deiln .m, "dear

once withdrew her objections.
The heavy young Dutchman, new Thor

oughly electrified, was writing like mad 
He wroTe anil tore np, wrote and ’ore- m. 
lighted his lamp, started again, and at last 
signed his name. A letter bv a Dutchman 
in Freccn —what can he maaa of it in 
English? We will see;

“ M a ii a m e  a n d  MAntMOiSELEF— A stran
ger. seeking not to be ae<;uainted. but see
ing and admir.ng a.l «lays the goodness and 
high honor, begs to be pardoned of tLem 
for the mistakes, alas! ot vesterdav. and to 
make reparation and satisfaction in destrov- 
ing the ornaments ot the window, as we’ll 
as the loss of compensation from monsieur 
the manager, with the inclosed bill of the 
Langue de Id Louisiane for fi *v dona’-* 
(|5Pb And. hoping they will see what he 
is meaning, remains respeetfuliv.

„  „ , “ KRISTIAN KOPPIG.*
“ P. S.—Madame must not go to the ball.” 
He must bear the missive himself. He 

must speak in French. What shouid the 
words be * A moment of study—he has it. 
and is off down tue long three-story stair» 
way. At the same moment Madame John 
stepped lrom the wieket and glided off ;o 
the Salle de Conde. a trifie late.

“ I shall see Madame John, of course,” 
thought the young man, a crushitig hope, 
and rattled the knocker. 'Tite Pouiette 
sprang up from praying for her mother’s 
safety. “What has she forgotten?” she 
M i c a  i e r e ç ü i  t& r ,e & e 4  ù o w ij , T b e

mother, fear not, trust vour boy: fear noth 
ing. I will not marry Tite Pouiette; I can 
no*. She is fair, dear mother, but ah! she is 
not—don't you know, mother? don't vou
know? The race! the race! Don't you know 
that she is jet black. Isn't it?”

The poor nurse nodded “Yes." and gave a 
sleeping draught; bnt before the patient 
quite slept he startc«l once and stared.

“Take her away."—waving hi» band— 
“ take yonr beauty away. She is jet white. 
V ho could take a jet white wife ? O, no. 
no. no, no!”

>Vxt m..ruitig his brail, was tight.
“Madame." he weakly whispered, “1 was 

deiirious last ni^lit ?”
Zalii shrugged. “Only a very, very wee, 

wee *ritie «.? i. bit.”
“And «iid I say something wrong or— 

foolish ?”
“O. no, no." she replied; “you only clasped 

vom hands so, and prayed, pray eu all the 
time to the dear Virgin. '

“To the virgin?" asked the Duchtcan, 
smiling incredulously.
_ “And St. Joseph—yes, indeed.” she in

sisted : “you may- strike me dead.”
And so. for politeness' sake, he tried to 

credit the invention, but grew suspicious 
instead.

Hard was the battle- again*! V-.fth. Nurses 
are sometimes amazons, an« oieh were 
these. Through the ioi.g. «.m. ,,«:ng sum
mer the « «intest las’ed; but v.L, „  tt!. last toe 
cool airs of öctob« i cairn stealing in at the 
bedside like long banished little children. 
Kristian Koppig rose upon h.s elbow and 
siniied them a welcome.

The physician, blessed man. was kind

T h e  ^ u ftts iae  Itif tlit.
When the bill for the organization of the 

Territory of Pembina was before the Sen
ate at the last session of Congress, Senator

vein*, j Sargent rnoveil to a«id theloliowing am end
ment:

“That *he Legislative Assembly sliall 
n« t at any time abridge the right of suf
frage or *o hold office on account of sex, 
race, color or previous condition ol eervi- 
îù'iy of any resident oi the Territory.”

"»oe word sex in this amendment fur
nished the occasion for a spicy debate on 
tue question or woman suffrage, and also 
?:.at of the suffrsge right. The position «if 
those who opposed the amendment—partic
ular!,• ot _Senators Edmunds, Merrimon, 
a::'1 Morrill, of Maine—was that the so- 
cuJ«i| right of suffrage, go far from having 
at «ïMirai basis, is merely apolitical priv- 
iieze, possessed an«i enjoyed by »hose upon 
.’bum government may think it expedient 

to bestow it. Senator Merrimon said that 
no on' is “entitled to political rights until 
they shall be conferred upon him by gov
ernment.’ Senator Morriii «aid: “Ï shall 
vo'-c against this amendment, and lor the 
reusi.n that I do cot consoler the right of 
«••ft ge a woman'» right or a man’» right. 
I «1« not undersiand it tobe »natural right 
at ail. I: is» political right; and I <lo not 
understand, as applied to women, that it is 
a privilege at ad " The same position was 
taken by Senator Edmunds.

The upshot of this view is that no person 
considered as a member of the body politic

people. Iu the one case we have a iarr» 
poliiicaT corporation than in the other» 
freer and more Ii lierai grant of the frik 
chi«e in the one than in the other; and thji 
is realiy ti. only difference between theit 
Both of them are close corporations, so i»j 
as participation in legislation is concerne^ 
Both alike come in conflict wich the tund». 
mental principle ol equal burdens in civil 
society. Both have their privileged classes- 
au«i both have their excluded classes, that, 
politically considered, aro'outsiders, having 
m» voice in the election of their ruiers* 
Their only privilege is that of submission to 
and protection by the l iws which others ggg 
fit to make. Politically, they are non
existent.

It i# hardiy neceesary to say that sneh a 
theory of government i» emphatically not 
the one promulgated ■•» the declafatic>n oi 
independence. Accurdmg to that memor- 
able it.-trument “ail men are treated 
equal.” aud endowed by their Creator 
with certain inalienable rights, among 
which are “life, liberty, and the pursuit 
of happiness.” For the security of these 
rights “governments are instituted among1 
mon;'* and in performing thi# function and 
serving this purpose they derive “ their 
just powers from the consent of the gov-j 
creed.” These governments ere the crea
tures of the governed. They exist by Their' 
consent and act as their representatives. 
The original sovereignty is iu the governed,! 
aud the governed are equals in their rights 
by the creative law of nature's God. 1'hii ' 
is" the doctrine of the declaration ol inde
pendence, according to which government* 
act only by delegated power. They have 
no rig lit of action except s.s thus derived 
l'rum the consent of the governed. They 
do not exist for themselves or to bestow 
rights upon the people, but rather to ex
près» and carry into effect fn«- popular will. 
They are of the people end by the peopl* 
and «ar the people.

Who then are tbs people from whom they 
spring, by whom aud for whom They exist? 
Win« are the people whs are entitled under 
thi# theory to select the agents of govern
ment, and in this way to participate in the 
eua«3tuient anti ex-c ution of law? But on» 
answer, consider«- * as storing a general 
principle, i# possible without contradicting 
tho theory itself. Tho people are the gov
erned. The subjects of law are the sources 
of law. The person# win» rule are «imply 
their representatives» They rule by no 
right inherent in themselves and !#y no di
vine right ®f inheritance from those wh* 
have ruled before then*. Their powe» 
is the power of the people, gr»nted to them 
by the people. The mode of ;ue graut i» 
that »»f a  popular election, regulated by fti* 
laws which the people, acting through theif 
représentatives, have enact*« *>» the .pun. 
pose. _ «

Suppose the* that the«* election' law* 
discriminating on this ground of sex, ex
clude one-half of the people from »lie voting 
rigfit find bestow *h« privilege apod tin* 
other lialL This being tbe fact, is the gov
ernment an enib«rdiuient ot the principle«- 
of the declaration of iadependenc« ? Not 
at all. any more than if the ««elusion n-er# 
based en some *ther grouud. TTia people, 
by the fifteenth amen ii ment, have said that 
no such exclusion shall be founded *n “ race*., 
color or previous condition • ;  ffervitud*.’* 
Why should it bo founded on rex any mor* 
than ou color? Those tv ha object to woman'* 
suffrage ar« logically bouud ?• d« one ot 
two things—either to give *;• th« pri*» 
triples proclaimed i* flic »ieoiaratioa «1 in# 
dependence, and in *o «ioing to give up th«- 
whole theory «f popular government, or t® 
show that aature—uot custom, not usage, 
not Jaw, uot the mere will «f the«ual» sex, 
but nature—the very constitution of things, 
work* iu the «aee ot w«imau a fixed and 
permanent disqualification to  vote ia th» 
election ef civil rulers. I t  sh« :» «ot thii*'- 
disqualifi.-d, what eight bare men t«> say 
tin* she »bail not vote, rind that they only 
shall to- voters t  N oether right than  that 
wine? 'in g  * •* to #ay that he is the 
St-oie. .» «copie ar« inertly tbe
subject* •« wi!L The simple truth is, 
a govcrntni • men exclusively is an aris
tocracy of me» Th-- women have n# »bar» 

“or »vc* it. They *iust 
■■ (he slave *iust submit 

?!• «•misent •: choice ha*
. rii if :  it i t  iu rei*tio* t«» 

leally, and too often has been 
» government «if muitdtigatefj

in it um! no 
submit to it. ; 
to his master, 
nothing to d 
them. th«oiï  
practica
oespotftiu.

Any effort to dodge this logical result ftf 
classifying rights into natural, civil and 
political is a mere play upo* words. The 
fact i» iliat governments, according to th* 
tru*, theory, certainly According t« th» 
American theory, exist to «lenne and de» 
fend the rights of men—liot of one class, 
but cf all classes; not «f one *e*. but of 
both «exes. These right# in the character 
of nature are equal; an<k hence, the exclu
sion of any class, cot disqualifie«! by uarur» 
or crime, from tho right mi voting is a 
«leuial to  that class not «nîv of t«iuaî 
rights, T»ut of a  privilege which is the sur» 
guarantee for its own protection. No das» 
deprived ot political power can protect 
itself. The power is just a# necessary to 
self-protection as government itself. It 
always has been so and if always will tio so. 
It was on this principle that tbe right of 
voting was bestowed upon the Ireedwien, 
It was regarded »» necessary to their 
highest safety.

The principle is Just »s tra t «>f %omaB a» 
it is of man. The «.«id common ?aw «ioctrine 
in regard to woman—that merged he* lega! ' 
existence iu that of man. which made her • 
mere ward, of whotu man was the guard* 
ian-*l. ft her in the, state of helpless de* 
pendence without any p«*wer to assert bee- 
own rights. I t made the maw a  «lespot in 
respect to woman. The improvements of 
American legislation, especially within the 
last twenty-five rears, have repealed many 
ot the maxims of tlii» doctrine ami greatly 
cliangi-d tlio legal status of woman in this 
country. Tins work of improvement is uut 
yet finished, and will not fce until we Lav» 
a square deal of equal rights a* betweea

beyond measure; but sai«i some inexplica
ble things, which Zrili tried in vain to, . . -----  — -am to
make _hini speak in an undertone. “II I
knew Monsieur John?” he sain, “certainlv* 
Why. we ware « t urns at school. And he
left you 
Ah ! u.'v

mail, as that Madame John 
. '• friend John, aiways noble!
And you ha«i it a.l in that naughty bank ! 
Ab, well, Madame John, ii matters little. 
No, I Shull not teii ’Tite Pouiette. Adieu.”

and subject to its laws has any right of any 
kind to vote u? the election of those who
make aud execute the laws, except as he 
•îerives it from the will of that thin» or 
agency which is called a government. The 
right is like, a cLarter granted to a corpora
tion, resting on the will of the granting 
power. It is the prodtict of an enabling act 
ot government bestowing a specific fran- 
clrse or ienal power, and depends upon no 
law ol nature or reason, except as govern
ment m its discretion chooses to make the 
iaw. Ilie body of voters is simply a politi
cal corporation created by the government, 
admitting whom it pleases and excluding 
whom it pleases. Its pleasure, governed 
by such reasons as to it seem good, consti
tutes the whole theory and the whole 
foundation of the suffrage right.
_ We do ro t see, according to this view, that 

there : . . . f t  any difference in kind be
tween what is calied a popular government 
and one in which the aristocratic principle 
prevails. In the latter the few, as compared 
with the many, decide that they are the 
only fit persons to be trusted with political 
power. They, either directly or indirectly, 
run the- whole itgai machinery ol society, 
and no one else can share in it, even as an 
elector, except as they shall 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 persons is simply increased, though it
may ao; embrace even one-half of th$ whole

the twosexee. Then the political importance 
of woman will make her a power in tha
body politic. Being a power, she will com* 
pel legislation to respect her richts. Thus« 
chosen ta enact anil administer Jaws will 
remember that women, as well as men »re 
to be considered. An effective part of pub- 
lio sentiment v;il! consist in the opinions «jf 
women. The ballot will statu' rebind these* 
opinions atid give them force.—.\«*v J'oW. 
Indexeraient.

fUcnnlor fflorloax
There is certainly nothing either effeRif- 

nato or divine about his appearance, al- j 
though there are traces of suffering in hi* 
face amt he is unable to stand up and speak. ; 
His shoulders are broad, his chest deep arul 
his voice strong. He seems scarcely to have 
crosse«l the meridian line of life, ami hU 
thick moustache and long chin whiskers aro 
coal biack. The only signs of age about 
him are that his naturally high forehead is 
extemled by the wearing away of his «lark 
hair from his temples, and the top ol his 
head is tonsored like that oi a fne«>ieva? 
monk. Mouth and chin are hidden, but the 
jaw and nose express force and—without 
any unkind intention be it spoken—ferocity 
of character. The latter feature is certainly 
as peculiar as that of Mon Issey, the cele
brated New York Congressman, running up : 
from tbe face at a very a ll upt angle, and ■ 
apparently ending, as Heine said all English 
noses ended, with a piece chopptd off. Tho 
face expresses th« Gull dog virtues—cour
age, tenacity, endurance, and, if it be said 
that it expn «pes the same grade of vices, 
the phrase is used not to attribute trait» 
of character, but to sugges* physical 
pecuiiar.ties. Tie best ami wisest* mac -i 
that ever livid was as ugiy as a  |  
satyr, and \ assessed a countenance upon 
which was s«-t the seal of every human vice, |jt 
The con cuts of the casket, however, were 
as precious as its outside was foui. To 
those who have never seen Mr. Morton.it 
has always been a wonder how he rould 
speak with effect while seated, ami it may. 
be said that artistically considered ho 
makes his weakness more effective than 
another could his strength. OI Chatham 
it was said that his crutch became, in Lis | 
hand, an instrument of oratory? Morton ! 
uses his infirmity with the same power, and | 
as he sits in his chair, swinging it from suio 
to side, and using his arms in strong ges- i 
ticulation, the mere fact of his atjitudo 
iends a sort of dramatic oratory to what ho 
says. He talks without rising—as a king 
from his throne. Literally and figuratively 
his utterances are ex-cathedra. He guides 
the Republicans of Indiana through this 
campaign as through all previous ones; 
and as the French looked with confidence 
on the morning of the eventlul day ol F'on- 
tenoy to the litter where their commander, 
Marsha] Saxe, was stretched, broken down 
with disease, so the adherents of the ad
ministration turn hopefully to that old 
«ratehair.—Indianapolii Sen lind,


