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T H E  D EAD  TO T H E LIVING*

BY FERDINAND FREU.IGRA.TH.

[•‘The Dead" are citizens of Berlin, 
fell in conflict with the troop*, m March 
1848, and whose bodies* were carried on 
planks to the Royal Palace,where b redenck 
William IV. was compelled by the people to 
come forth and do them the last honor. The 
only other point which needs explanation 

th»t the Arch-Duke John of Austria was 
•looted Rezent of the German Empire by
the Parliament which convened at h rank-
fort in the summer of 1848 ]

1.
Shot thro’ the breart. the forehead» cleft from ea- 

SO Utted u p w d  borne al“/.', on bloody p lan k .,ou 

Dumb S h u £  of ratn. with outer, wild, you held 

That *w5 »XS'*be •  cur»e to him who gave the 

That Temf'ght' ub" day and‘night, in waking

WheneVrr hêDtaîna“bi»n Bible’s leaf, or when hie

•mat,WburaedKluDSnCßi» very soul, this brand of 
’crime he planted

Forever more and every where, and no escape be

That factored wound and every mouth with au 
guliih mutely crying,

Still torture him, »till haunt hi» couch, when ccmea 
hi» hour o# d,:ug. .. .

That every sob around u» heard re-echo then to
fright him. , , . ____

T1 - , t t a t l i  cold baud be c lm ehed  and raised in me
nace a» to »mite him—

Whether Ms head, like other men’», upon a bed

Or on :»̂ bloody scaffold bound, the tyrant s eyelid 
closes!

Ah, ye»! Shot thro’ the breast the foreheads cleft 
Irom atrokes that l’el.ed u»,

Wgh up before the balcony on swaying planks you

• -Comefin t&T and tottering came he forth, sud saw 
us pale and shrinking;

■Uncover!” and his hat he «loffed-thu» to a puppet

yrom*tbecomedian that he was—and atoodby ter
ror shake u; . .

While left his troops the capital, which, dying, we 
had taken,

Theo “Jesue, thou my stay,’’ was »ung a» in the 
book you res d it,

But “Iron, thou my stay”—were lather, then, tke 
hymn they needed,

u.
That waa the mr.rn'ng of the niglt, wherein our 

live» were offered, . , ,,
And such the sad uiumpbal march that you, par. 

beareis. proff*red! . . . . . . . .
Our limb» were hacked and pierced with shot, our

skulls were cleit and ou-ted.
Yet on our brows the victor's price was gloriously 

imprinted, ..
We thought: though dear the price we pay, the

goods a re  w orth  th e  bu ying,
And so content snd peace made sweet the graves 

where we are lying.

Wee unto yon, we were deceived! Four moons 
have scarcely faded.

And sd that we to boldly won, you. cowards, see 
e v f t r îe d  !

Though purchased with our lives, 'tis lost or basely 
risked and spended— ,  , .  ,

Tea, even to our spirit-tars the shameful tale 
descended!

Like roaung billows o'er ub hurst, in miserable, 
succession,

The hollow sham of Danish war, and Po.and s last 
repression; . . . . .  ,

n stubborn provinces the strife, veudeau shame 
re-earning; . . _ .

The soldatesca's .swift return, and the Prince re 
turning; , , ,

Disgrace in Treves and Mailz—the people foe.ed 
and irritated;

Militia everywhere disarmed, though scarcely yet 
créât* d; . . .  .  .

Ths st irming of the arsenal as burglary asserted: 
The tricks that even us, the dtad, to criminals con* 

veited:
Where baaricadej were huit, the bar on written 

thought or spoken,
And with the people’s right to meetthe compact 

daily broken;
In north and south the hollow jar of many an 

opening pneon;
Old chains reforged for all upon the people s side 

arisen; . .
The covenant with the Cossack-power; the judg

ment held upon you.
Whose constancy the right to laureled tcinos 111t -1 

nobly won'j ou—
Ton, faith*st borne upon the storm toward a fu

ture glorious— , ,
Ton, Pails warriors of June, in your cefea. vic

torious! . . . . .
Then treachery here and on the Main, m work and 

daily wages— , .. . . .
O.people! le t, and ever peace! hot even this 

enrages ! , „
Yonr leathern jackets hide no w„r. Come on, 

shake loose your passion !—
The sei ond and last war with all who thusvo r 

i ght would fashion! '
Let “f c Republic 1” be your cry, the beds in 

thunder diownitg, . . . .
Which now this swindle of the Archduke

JoLu are crowning !
IV .

In va i l well veto th-ie cazsc that from the earth

And inice again, on bloody planks so held alolt, ye 
bear us.

» et yon-n-r woltlileis man. a - then, to »how, per- 
ihai.ee to irighten,

Bu ivoiy where, intent or street, the people to 
enlighten, , ,

Far as the laud extends—and then, the dead ms .r- 
genta, lay us . . . .  »

In  both yonr Parliaments, to rest: there, iust of 
all, display us!

Ah, solemn sight! There should we he, with fore
heads cold and esrtby.

With facts c> umoling, ytt the Regents we, the 
only woithy !

There should we lie and dumb.y say; before our 
dean is waited,

The freedom rots which lately ye, our haughty 
archons, tasted !

The corn wa» cut that, when we died in March, 
began to nourish,

But Freedom's seed of March was mown, before 
the sheaves that non.iab !

Eebind the sickle, lure and there, chance poppies 
still are standing;

O ,  would the crim-.on wrath were .«-ft, thus in tue 
field* expanding'

And yet. wrath lives! In days of ill a comfort 
this, unshaken '

Too much already has been won, too much from 
yon been i aken ;

Too much of scorn, too much of shame, daily upon 
you raine h—

<t trust the vo r e  of our de»d mouths, the Wrath, 
the Wrath lemainel h •

That still was leit—yea, and awakes—it can not 
slumber longer;

Ti e Revolution, incomplete, shall be complete, 
and stronger.

fie only waits the lucky hour, then, in his mlg.it 
upspringiog,

There will be stand with lifted arms, his glances 
heavenward flinging:

Then will he load his rusty gun with lead from 
window sashes,

While, planted on the barricade, his blood-red 
banner fim-Uts!

That bam « r then Will lead the troops, will Had 
the arming nation,

Whi:,- pr.nces seek the Bhoic, and throne- go down 
in conflagration.

The lions eagles flr; tho bells proclaim from t v ,  : y 
steeple

That their own Future, hence, will shape tho free 
the sovereign People !

Meanwhile until that ho r has uawned, hear this 
reproach and heed it '

—Ah, your neglect aione explains why ye, our 
brother*, need it.

Ee aimed asd be picp&red ' Do stronger still and 
holder,

Til; all »be earth is free at last, wherein o r 
bcilesujolder—

Till we shall cewe to feel the taunt that thilows 
ourendeavor:

Free were they ome, but now are slaver, and shall 
be slaves forever

G E T T Y S B U R G .

General Longstreet Reviews General 

Early’s Papers.

A Courageous Lady.
A few evenings ago two ladies of relined 

society were riding in the same street car 
on the avenue with a drunken man and his 
wife and a rather timid girl, who did not 
belong to either party. The man was quite 
profane, and his wife repeatedly urged him 
to be quiet as he was producing fear in the 
minds of the ladies in the car. Finally ho 
appealed to them to know if such was the 
case, and being answered in the negative, he 
resnmed his swearing, his wife still pleading 
with him to desist. Growing tired of his 
wife’s entreaties, he struck her, when one of 
the ladies rose to her feet and informed him 
that he must not do so again. The man 
also rose and threatened to strike the lady, 
bat cowered, drunk as he was, under her 
courageous defiance. When he had taken 
his seat, the lady went to the driver qf the 
cor and demanded that the man be put out. 
The driver timidly begged the lady to wait 
until he met an approaohing car, that he 
might get assistance, but she declined, and 
seising the reins, stopped the car, and bade 
the driver do his duty. The driver then 
«eized the nan, and while one of the ladies 

«pm the ear door, the election was 
gyK B ied, the other lady looking quietly 
Xmj ■ The drunken man’s wile was retained 
IE m  ini irlrinh— ‘"r ho# driven on, leav
ing the husband alone in the cold to seek 
asT home as best he oonld. Such coorsge 
m  tfato to not possessed by nil ladies.- WU- 

anington (Delaware) Commercial.

Colonel Wilton has been kind enough to 
hand me the Lynchburg Tri- Weekly Vir
ginian of the tenth instant, containing a 
contribution from the pen of General Early, 
which is designated as a reply to a letter of 
mine of the seventeenth ultimo upon the 
battle of Gettysburg, called out by a dis
paraging letter of General Fitz Hugh Lee.

General Early assumes that he is the 
powerful objective, calls himeelf tbe “in
fantry and artillery,” General Fitz Hugh 
Lee's letter a “cavalry raid,” and only jus
tifies my remarks upon Ijis criticisms of 
Gettysburg as a natural advance of my 
"heavy guns” upon the “infantry and ar
tillery” after the discomfiture of the cav
alry. If he had been so discreet as to ask 
some young friend to read and interpret 
my letter, he would in all probability have 
learned that that which he takes for the 
sound of “heavy guns” was only a scout 
sent out for information.

He reaffirms the context of his addresB, 
and informs us that it had gone through 
two editions before it was compiled in 
the book. 1 thank him for this in
formation; I was aware that it had gone 
through one edition, but had no idea that 
it would reach the second. It would not be 
a bad idea to have it go throngh one or two 
more. The ODly new light that he 
gives us of Gettysburg, is an extract from 
the monnmental address of the Hon. Ed
ward Everett, “in the presence of President 
Lincoln, some of his cabinet, many mem
bers of Congress and officers of the army 
and an immense concurse of citizens,” the 
substance of which is that had the success of 
the first day been followed early by well 
combined aggressive operations nothing but 
a miracle could have saved the federal army 
from disaster.

This does appear a formidable array 
of evidence against General Longstreet. 
Fortunately, however, it is known that 
President Lincoln had declared “that the 
days of miracles had passed.” The orator 
himself does not claim that General Long
street was the chosen instrument through 
whom a marvelous work was to he done, 
which would have invoked the miraculous 
interposition of Providence 

General Early roams through Swin- 
ton, and discredits his own witness, viz: 

That Swinton was mistaken in saying 
that the Union iorce was all up is shown 
by tbe testimony that I have already 
quoted.

He then goes through the proceedings of 
Congress, and the reports of several subor
dinate federal odicers to prove that Hay's 
and Hoke's brigades did splendid fighting— 
a fact that no one has ever questioned. 
The gallantry of the Confederate soldier is 
established. It was about the same whether 
he was from Louisiana, Virginia or North 
Carolina. The only points at issue are, were 
the strategy and tactics of the Generals 
equal to the valor of the soldiers! Realiz
ing the fatuity of his efforts to sustain his 
assertions of the second day, he flies over 
over to the third, “still delaying nnaccount. 
ably on the third, and exclaims, “Whose 
fault was it then!”

Let us finish the work of tbe second day 
before entering upon that of the third. To 
do this we should analyze the address of 
this sage military critic. Referring to Gen
eral Lee, he Rays:

In a conference with General Ewell, Gen
eral Rhodes and myself when he did reach 
us. after the enemy ban been routed, he ex 
pressed his determination to assault the 
enemy's position at daylight the next morn
ing, and wished to know whether we could 
make the attack from.our flank, the left, at 
the designated time. We informed him of 
the fact that the ground immediately in our 
front leading to the enemy's position fur
nished much greater obstacles to a successful 
assault than existed at any other point, and 
:ce concurred in suggesting to him that as our 
corps (Buell's) constituted the only 'coops 
then immediately confronting the enemy, he 
would manifestly concentrate and fortify 
against us during the nigh1,' as proved to 
he the case according to subsequent infor
mation.

But in enumerating excuses for not par- 
suing this “routed” army as General Lee 
wished, he says:

Moreover, it is not impossible that the 
arrival of the two fresh corps may have 
turned the fate of the day against the troops 
we then had on tho field.

A contradiction of himself in the same 
paragraph. Another peculiar feature of 
this modest suggestion is the complacency 
with which the suggestion is made that 
some ono else should in ike the light.

He then assnmto and claims to prove 
that the battle of Gettysburg was lost by 
the delay that occurred on '«he right on the 
second, “and that I was the cause of the 
delay.” Ia the same paragraph be men
tions his attack at 8 P. M. as a decided 
success, but admits that he was obliged to 
retire from the field. Tuns, he says:

After having victory in their grasp they 
were compelled to relinquish it because 
General Lee's orders had again failed .to be 
carried out.

The attack at 2 P. M. ol the third day, 
and its failure, he also alludes to as result
ing from my delay. So, according to the 
testimony of this empirical warrior, the 
lederal army was routed on the first day at 
1 P. BL; the Confederates lost the battle on 
the second day by delay, made a useless 
sacrifice by the attack at !:4| P. M.; another 
by the attack of S P. M. on the same day, 
and yet another by the attRck at 2 P. M. on 
the third. Practical miqd3 may inquire 
why a routed foe could not have been fol
lowed until nightfall, at least! Why, wb« u 
the battle had been lost by delay, was the 
sacrifice ol thousands of troops by Oàr first 
attack on the second made? Why was not 
the sacrifice of this attack sufficient to cau
tion us not to.venture the later attack at 8 
P. M.? Why was not tho attack by our 
right on the second sufficient to warn us 
against a renewal of that attack upon the 
third?

This array of evidence adduced by Gen
eral Early only proves, however, that after 
thirteen years’ study of the battle and its 
records ho ia still unable to oomprehend it. 
He eesorts, in substance, that General L-e'u 
army, flushed with victory, could not move 
to his right in the presence of a foe that was 
“routed,” but that there was no difficulty 
in the way of the withdrawal of his left 
after the fédérais became victors and we 
the vanquished.

The common sense view of our condition 
on the night of the first is just this: The 
two armies met in rencounter on that day. 
After a sharp engagement the fédérais re
tired, considerably discomfited, to a strong 
defensive position. Tbe Confederates fol
lowed their success until this position was 
di solos ed and the defensive policy made 
manifest. The moment we found the fed
eral General was on the defensive we were 
free te make any taotical or strategical 

•Tke italics ars mine.

move that might strengthen onr condition I 
or weaken that of the adversary. The j 
ground between our left and General 
Meade’s right was very strong—almost 
as strong for tbe defense of onr left 
as for General Meade’s right, so that we 
conld safely have moved to the right,* 
covering our rear better than in the 
'position then held, and at the eame 
time threatening the line of communication 
toward Washington. But suppose that 
such move Bad been made, and we had 
been attacked, wae not the object of our 
manenvres to draw rather than make the 
attack?

It was not intended to fight a general 
battle at such a distance from our base un
less attacked by the enemy.?

Napoleon made similar moves at Maren
go, Ulm and Jena, and one much more baz
ardons at Areola. Genera! Early says, 
however:

I think it very probable that things 
would have assumed a very different phase 
if General Lee had taken General Long- 
street’s suggestions to move off by the 
right flank, tor in moving that way, with 
all our trains, in tbe face of the enemy 
[the enemy that he reports “routed"], we 
would have exposed ourselves to almost 
certain destruction.

Many a young officer has gone to General 
Lee to give information and suggest ideas, 
and left profoundly impressed with the he, 
lief that he had made most valuable sug
gestions to the commander-in-chief.

As General Lee upon assuming command 
of the Army of Northern Virginia, asked' 
General Lsngstreet and other superior offi
cers of that army their counsel as to the 
b est plans to be pursued in onr protection, 
and did General Longstreet the honor to 
adopt the plan that he suggested, to cross 
the river and turn General McClellan’s 
right, it may seem possible that General 
L ongstreet bad greater claims tor respect
ful consideration than most of the yonng 
officers who volunteer suggestions. The 
plan was opposed to that of General D. H 
Hill, who wished to turn the left by pas- 
sing tbe swamp near the river, and thus cut 
off tbe change of base. General Hill is 
more severely partisan than General Early, 
Imt 1 believe that he is as severely truth
ful upon points of fact as he is partisan.

It seems that General Early has at last 
learn ed that a General depends upon the 
valor of his troops for a battle record. He 
says of the First Corps:

Its reputation is no? bound up in that of 
its commander, though it did a vast deal to 
give him the reputation that he gained.

One might suppose, from the assiduity 
with which he has plied his pen, his numer
ous little pamphlets, hie address, etc., 
since he left the last fragment of his com
mand in the hands of General Sheridan 
that his testimony might be contrary 
to this suggestion. His army in the valley 
of Virginia did not add vastly to his reputa
tion, but the gallant officers and troops of 
that army may claim the truth of the con. 
verse of this proposition. Although Gen
eral Early contends that General Lee or
dered my attack on the right at daylight 
on the second, it is difficult to understand 
how he can believe it. He quote« from 
my otiicial report, and must therefore 
know that my columns were con
ducted to the positions assigned them 
by Genera! Lee's officer of engineer's, ami 
that they did not reach that position till 
long after meridian, go that the conduct of 
the troops was virtually in the hands of 
General L»e till they reached their destin' 
ation, after which the attack was promptly 
made.

General R. H. Anderson's division of the 
Third Corps, that reached the field of the 
first day long before night, aud was to pro
cédé me in developing our line, did not re‘ 
ceive orders to move until after daylight on 
the second: did not more until after sun
rise, and did not receive orders for ce-oper- 
ation until after its deployment into 
line and after General Lee's return from 
his ride on the morning of the eecond, re- 
connoitering in person with General Lwell 
and Colonel Venable the ground on his left.

General Early's battle of Gettysburg is 
made under the light cf subseijnent devel
opments. Availing ourselves of the same 
privilege, let us assume that it was possible 
for troops of the First Corps to arrive in 
time to be placed in order of battle across 
the Emmetsburg pike, undercover of night, 
for a daylight attack, and that General Lee 
could have ordered such blindfold attack. 
The official reports show that the Federal 
troops were all up before daylight, except 
the Sixth Corps, which was marching from 
Manchester, and paît of the Third that was 
approaching trom Emmetsburg. Now, let 
us suppose that from cur position, taken 
during the night, that we had made an a t 
tack at daylight^ Between daylight and 
sunrise the absent brigades of the Third 
Corps came up, and would have been in 
most opportune time to attack oar rear just 
as we became well engaged in front. Any 
one must see that tbe result of such an un
toward event would have been a hasty 
march of tho troops of the First Carps to 
Fort Warze«, Camp Chase or some other 
place of recreation; soon to be followed by 
the balance of the Army# of Northern Vir
ginia. For disaster on cur right would 
have given General Meaje control of oar 
line of retreat.

He says:
General Longstreet now assumes the roll 

of defender of General Lee's fame against 
his enemies.

General Longstreet is the defender of 
no one. He claims that justice shall be 
meted to all by the eame measure; that 
General Lee’s record is his sufficient 
defence: that persons who pretend to
be h;a friends and the special expo
nents of his fame, in theft nescience and 
malevolence have attempted to defame 
others in order that they may approach 
nearer the central figure, in the hope that 
the drippings of his robes may remove 
blemishes that hang about their names, or 
leave, here and there, a bright spot to re
lieve the monotony of obscure record; 
that pruriency of lame, not fairly won, has 
lead this combination to attacks upon the 
characters and reputations* of General 
Ewell, General A. P. Hill, Gaueral Stuart: 
and myself; that the veil is now removed, 
and wo behold the pillars upon which tbe 
statue of our dead hero should stand— 
General Jubal A. Early, General Fitz Hugh 
Lee, Rev. J. William Jones and Rev. W. N. 
Pendleton. It is true that the contrast 
would give it coioäsal proportions, but it 
does not follow that the adjustment of the 
superstructure wonld he perfect. r

Unfortunately, the other commanders 
are gone. Two fell in the foremost ranks 
of battle; the death of the third was has
tened by a fearful wound received at the

• General Meade contemplated an attack by his 
right on the eecond, hut abandoned it in conae- 
quence of this Act. flee his official report, and 
others.

? General Lee's official report.
I The officers commanding tbe troops thet failed 

to co-operate had as mnoh right to complain as 
General Longstreet, and hie lo no special griev
ance.—General Barly’s publication In the Lynch
burg Virginian, March 10,1876.

second battle of Manassas, all highly hon
ored and mnoh beloved by all fair-hearted 
men.

My allusion to the inclemency of the 
weather seems to hive excited the special 
indignation of General Early. He says:

I f  the night ol the first of July, 1863, was 
a wet night, nr if a drop of rain fell on 
that tight, I venture to assert , that the 
fact was not known to a solitary individual 
among the many thousands on both sides 
who slept on the fields.

Bly recollections of that night are differ
ent from his; that the weather was bad; 
that onr camp was wet and disa
greeable; that Colonel Freemantle com
plained of it because he couli not get 
his fine cavalry boots off. But we should 
not depend npon memory for events of such 
minor importance, nor allude to them, un
less sustained by some part of the record 
of the times. I find in a report that has 
been published since the war, said to be a 
supplementary report ot General Lee, in
dorsed by General Early, tbe following 
paragraph:

The advance of the enemy to the latter 
plaoe (Gettysburg) was unknown, and the 
weather being inclement,’the march was 
conducted with a view to the co miort of 
the troops.

The diary of Colonel VV. M. Owen, at 
that time adjutant ot the Washington Ar 
tillery, at Greenwood, July 1, say?:

Ewell and Hill have preceded ns toward 
Gettysburg. A dispatch from Colonel 
Sorrel tells us that they have met the 
enemv and have worsted him. During the 
day it has been raining continually. * *
Received orders to move toward Gettys
burg juet before dusk.

The oracle of Gettysburg denounces an 
extract made ia my letter of the seventeenth 
of February, from General Lee’s official re
port of July 31, 1863, as a quotation from 
Professor Bates.

Again, he says:
I have shown, by General Lee's own 

statement, that his orders were for Long- 
street to make the principal attack, while 
the other troops were to make demonstra
tions to be converted into real attacks 
when occasion offered, which occasion 
would certainly have been offered by suc
cess in gaining commanding positions on 
the left. His attack certainly failed pf the 
success anticipated from it, aud hence, the 
whole plan of battle was thwarted.

General Lee says of the samt :
That officer [General Longstreet] was di

rected to endeavor to carry this position, 
while General Ewell attacked directly the 
high ground on the enemy’s right. * *
Alter a severe struggle, Longstreet suc
ceeded in getting possession of and holding 
the desired ground.

Still incredulous upon a point made in 
one of my papers, General Early submits it 
to his friends in his characteristic classic 
sentiment, "Crcdat Judaeus Apella

Strange to say, the oracle asks, “When 
was it that General Loncstreet got np?” To 
gratify him, let us admit that I came up in 
the afternoon of the first, and reported to 
General Lee, awaiting orders.

General Early says that these orders 
were given that afternoon for a daylight at 
tack on the second. Colonel Taylor, Colonel 
Venable, Colonel Marshall and General 
Long, the latter General Lee’s reoonnoiter- 
ing officer.and all his nearest and most trust
ed assistants, disclaimed any knowledge 
of such order, I say that such thing was 
revere intimated. Colonel Venable says

About sunrise on the second of July I 
was sent by General Lee to General Ewell 
to a k him what he thought of the ad
vantages ol an attack on the enemy's posi
tion (Colonel Marshall bad been sent with 
a similar message on the night of the first 
of July to General Ewell). General Ewell 
ma«ie me ride with him from point to point 
of his linep. so as to see, with him, the ex
act position of things. Before wo got 
through with the examination of the ene
my’s position, General Lee came himself to 
General Ewell's lines. In sending the 
message to General Ewell, General Lee 
was explicit in saying that the question was 
whether he should move all ot the troops 
round on the right and attack on that side.

By his counsel he induced General Loe 
to abandon a move that promised fruitful 
results, and adopt a most hazardous par
allel battle. His counsels prevailed and 
we failed. So General Early lost the hat' 
tie in council. His own confessions show 
that he lost it in the hour of battle and in 
the moment of victory. He says:-

When Longstreet’s guns opened, Ewell's 
aleo opened and continued to tire for some 
time, and his divisions were held in readi-. 
ness for assault.

Afterwards General Early, disregarding 
orders, threw two of his brigades off on 
some expedition to the rear,- broke up the 
line, and cut off co operation by the divi
sion on the right, thus taking from General 
Ewell half of his corps at the moment the 
fatter was forced to make his light. So 
that—

Though Johnson was making good pro
gress in his attack, there was no movement 
on my right, and the enemy not being 
pressed in that direction, concentrated on 
my two brigades in such overwhelming 
force as to render it necessary for them to 
retire. Tbnp, after having victory in tlieir 
grasp, they were compelled to relinquish it, 
because General Lee’s orders hau again 
failed to be carried out.

General Lee's official report states that 
General Ewell was ordored to attack simul
taneously with me. The canse of his fail
ure to do so is now evident, as well as .the 
cause of the signal failure of the attack 
that was finally forced upon him by re
newed orders.

No wonder that General Eaily availed 
himself of tho moment of political preju
dice to seize a victim who might be used as 
a screen to his own person. No wonder that 
he devotes years of labor and circumlocu
tion to discredit tho report from “Head
quarters Army Northern Virginia, July 31, 
1863,” to “ GencralS. General, Adjutant and 
Insdcslor General," signed “U. E. Lee, 
General, Richmond, Virginia,” as ;hasiy, 
premature and untrn3 and to im
pose upon the public a magazine 
article, of romantic history, without date or 
superscription, indorsed and corrected by 
himself, as “General Lee’s authentic do- 
tailed report of the matter;” while he pro 
duces the report of General Longstreet, of 
July '27, 1863 (of four days prior date to 
Goneral Lee’s official report), written un
der the influence of profoundest confidence 
in General Lee, and nis declaration “It is 
all my fault," as mature and beyond perad- 
ventnre.

GeneralEarly and his associates have pur
sued me continuously, and when they conld 
find nothing new npon which to vont their 
spleen, have put some of their old documents 
through new editions, and now that I have 
at last ventured to speak, he admonishes 
me that silence would ho much more be
coming, and attempts to overwhelm me 
with his indignation. As the wolf that soils 
whatever it touches, and makes that his 
plea for devouring those who venture a 
remonstrance. The indulgence of these 
ravenous propensities dopo permanent in
jury to others however, but it may be

-This attack was begun with great rigor by 
Johneon and two of my brigades,- Immediately on 
his right*.which were the only portion of the 
dirielou tA n  availabie, as tho other two brigades 
had boon sent off to the left to watch tho York 
road.—General Barly’s Address. *

calculated to impair the loveliness of dispo
sition of the author.

Tbe only sympathy that he has discovered 
in the letters of General Lee and General 
Longslreet is in the personal aspirations of 
the latter. His peculiar mind should not 
be expected to see otherwise. General Lee 
sa'd:

1 have seen and beard of expressions of 
discontent in the public journals at the re
sult of the expedition. I don’t know how 
far this feeling extends in the army. My 
brother officers have been too kind to re
port it, and so far thé troops have been too 
generous to exhibit it.

My letter said in substance that, rather 
than say anything calculated to impair the 
respect and confldence of the troops and 
the people in General Lee, I would will
ingly take and bear the responsibility of 
the loss of the battle till I could relieve my
self of that responsibility at some future 
time without injury to the cause. When it 
is known that neither had any idea ol the 
other’s letter, thebe may seem a corrobora
tive and sympathetic feeling not unworthy 
of note. Bat if there is not, this is only 
another of my mistakes. Why this extreme 
bitterness and denunciation ? Let ns apply 
General Early’s argument to himself. He 
makes a wonderful complaint and conuuo- 
tion*througk eight columns of a newspaper 
because, forsooth, I published, a few weeks 
ago, a partial reply to a slanderous attack 
npon me made by him years ago, and wants 
to know why it is that 1 could not remain 
silent, and tells of the beauties and virtues 
of patience and silence. Why is it, let me 
ask, that he can not show us a little of the 
virtue that he extols—for a month or two, at 
least. And yet he meekly says:

I have not endeavored to claim credit for 
myself at the expense of any one, and in 
all that 1 have published l ‘have avoided, 
as far as possible, saying anything to the 
disparagement of any of my comrades.

In his closing paragraph he say e: “lam  
done with General Longstreet.” Sorry that 
he must leave me so soon. I am not yet 
done with the eecond day at Gettys
burg, and expected when I set out in this 
controversy to meet him on several other 
fields. Besides, I have not yet had time to 
respond to new disparaging comparisons in 
his letter of the tenth instant. But for his 
known fixedness of purpose, I should beg 
some friend to intercede in favor of recon
sidering his resolution.

JAMES LONGSTREET. 
New Orleans, March 22, 1876.

A ntiqu ities in Florida.
A correspondent of the Cincinnati Com

mercial, writing from Pineiastle, Florida, 
says:

The Commercial copies an account of the 
opening ot a mound on Colonel Hart's 
plantation on Murphy's Island, near 
Filatka. It is one of the points noticed by 
Sparks, Bartram and Brenton. Coming 
down the St. John’s there are several such 
sitee. On the eouthern end of Lake George 
is an artificial reservoir, 103 yards wide 
and 100 yards long, and a tumulus, also 
artificial, and probably built of the earth 
removed from the former. There were 
tound on it live oaks of three feet in di
ameter. On Black Creek were found re
mains of the early French colony, and in 
Orange, on the base of a heap of earth, 
like a ruined fortification, inclosed in the 
arms of a U, a head, with double 
eyelot holes aud a silver (heraldic) f'eur de 
lys let in. It is hard to determine ii it was 
tne work of an ingenious savage or a white 
man, but the characteristic symbol points 
to the latter. In the big Cypress Swamp, 
crossed by Do Soto's expedition, a very 
narrow bladed Spanish as, rt-semlding a 
wedge, was found bv some lloosier ex
plorers. We have in Florida a river Miami 
(or Maiaco), or rather a series of water 
courses, like an unstranded rope. Remem
bering how the names of rivers and moun
tains survive, 1 have supposed, from this 
characteristic, that t’uo original significa 
tiou of the Aigic word Miami, found f.-oiu 
Ohio to Florida, means watershed. Silver 
Springs, to which point the navigation of 
the Oeklawaba is limited by low water, has 
many relics of ancient civilization about 
it—pottery, axes, arrow heads, all the 
marks of a dense population. Every river 
shows such marks. Tuey are abundant on 
Ytie rich lands of Marion and Alachua conn- 
ties, in the hummooks of the Suwanee, on 
the Miami, St. John's, Indian river and the 
Kissiuee.

The characteristic of the artificial topo
graphy of the Florida tribes, was a high, 
pyramidal mound; an earth form, resem
bling the Mexican Tcocalhs and tbe Egyp
tian pyramids, near a lake or river, and 
having stately avenues leading up to it or 
to an artificial reservoir, strangely suggest
ing that artificial irrigation, seen in the 
New Mexican accqaias, and a period when 
a powerful Indian nationality, unbroken by 
physical cataclysms or rebellions he’d, in 
populous civilization, all the Southern States 
between the two seas. Indeed, Bristow's 
narrative, published in 1656. and describ
ing the mountain of Olaimi lifting its 
barren, round summit above the holy 
city of Melilot at its base, is a suffi
ciently accurate description of ths Iudian 
city and rock of Lnm. As remarkable as 
the pyramidal mounds and artificial lakes 
are the highways, about fifty yards wide, 
sunk a little below the common level, and 
the earth thrown np on each side, making a 
bank about two feet high. From the St. 
John's to tho Keys, these mounds, reser
voirs and highways were visible a few 
years ago. There are 6iioh mound cities 
near Like Monroe and Lake Harney, be
sides those on Lake George. Blue or white 
glass beads are iound, and small earthen
ware pyramids of triangular bases, sug
gesting some symbol allied to the pyra
midal Teocullis. Some bones found in these 
mounds are liug«*, indicating gigantic 
stature, but the Indian understood the law 
of the “survival of the fittest,” and the 
loyal races in Florida were anakime, seven 
or eight feet in stature.

The Northern tourist who expects to see 
these curiosities drifts over the slow, 
smooth rivers under picturesipie toliage, 
and sees very little of them. To find them, 
one must penetrate the hummouks, and have 
an educated eye to detect the difference be
tween a natural and an artificial elevation

N apoleon and the S tone C utter,
Napoleon, when at the height of bis 

power, being once at Annens, while tra
versing the square, in the midst of the ac
clamations of tbe inhabitants who had as
sembled around him, cast his eyes npon the 
multitude and perceived, in cue of the cor
ners of the square, a stonecutter who had 
not been induced to quit his work by the 
curiosity which animated tho crowd by 
whom he was surrounded. Tbe indifference 
of this man excited the curiosity of Napo
leon. He wished to know something about 
him, and passing through the crowd, urged 
on his horse until he arrived close to him.

“What are you doing there ?” said Na
poleon.

The workman raised his eyes and recog
nized the Emperor.

“I am cutting stone.”
“You have served under me,” quickly ob

served the Emporor, who reeogm/.ed an old 
soldier.

“ it is true, sire.”
“You were present at the campaign of 

Ujfyp?—you were a brigadier in such a 
corps ?”

“Yes. sire.”
“Why have you quitted the service 1”
“Because I had completed my time and 

obtained my discharge.”
“I am sorry for it; you were a brave man. 

I shall be happy to do for you anything in 
my power; say, what do you require from 
me ?”

“That yonr majesty will allow me to cut 
my stone in quiet; my work suffices me; I 
am in want ot nothing.”

This fact brings to mind the interview of 
Diogenes with Alexander; but tho modest 
pride of the Greek philosopher was not 
equal to the reply of the stpaeontter.”

A polished gentleman has been seen 
leaving the chair of a bootblack.

PL A Y ING » T O R E .

ET GEOKOB COOPBB.

“ Ting-a-ling !” now they have opened the store; 
Never »aa »och an assortment before !
M ud pies in plenty, parcels of sand.
Pebbles for sugar plums always on bawl.

“ Plenty of customers are coming to bur—
Brown sugar, white sugar; which will you try. 
Pap«*r for ironey ; their wealth, tco, ia tü§i ;
In spite of the panic they scatter it fast.

Oulck little hands tie the bundle with care ; 
Bummer’s glad music is filling the air j 
Birdies fly over and wonder^ no doubt,
What all these gay little lolks are about.
Sweet rosy cheeks, with your smiles of delight ; 
Desr lo v in g  eyes, that are winsome and bri^Jt, 
Lips «liât are pure as the fair morning dew— 
Older hearts iongto go-sboppn g with you.

E« d is the snn in the tops of the tr*os ;
Baden with «wefts homeward wander the tf  c-s ; 
Little feet now have grown weary or play.
Little bands close up tlie store for the day.

W A L T  W H IT M A N .

H ie  R em in isc e n c e s  of tb e  W a r .

This venerable author has in press a work 
entitled “Memoranda of the War.” In his 
introduction be says:

“I commenced at tho close of 1862, and 
continued 6teadily through 1863,1864 andl865 
to visit the sick and wounded of the army, 
both on the field and in the hospitals in and 
aronnd Washington City. From the first I 
kept little note books, just a sheet or two 
of paper folded small and fastened with a 
pin, to carry in tbe pocket for impromptu 
jottings in pencil to refresh my memory of 
names and circumstances, and what was 
specially wanted, eto. In these I briefed 
cases, persons, sights, occurrences in camp, 
by the bedside, and not seldom by the 
corpses of the dead. Some were scratched 
down from narratives I heard and itemized 
while watching or waiting or tending some
body amid those scenes. I have perhaps 
forty euch little note hoiks left, forming a 
special history ot those years for myself 
alone, full of associations never to be poesi- 
bly said or sung. I leave them just as I 
threw them by daring the war, blotched 
here and there with more than one blood 
stain, hurriedly written, sometimes at the 
clinique, not seldom amid the excitement of 
uncertainty, or defeat or of action, or get
ting ready for it, or a march.”

With tho above for introduction, we will 
now give a few extracts:

Future years will never know the seeth
ing hell and the black infernal background 
of countless minor eceues and interiors (oot 
the lew great battles of the secession war; 
and it is beBt they should not. In the 
mushy influences of current times the 
fervid atmosphere and typical events of 
those years are in danger of being totally 
forgotten. I have at night watched by the 
side of a sick man in the hospital, one who 
could not live many hours. I have seen his 
eyes flash and burn as he recurred to the 
cruelties on his surrendered brother, and 
mutilation« of the corpse afterward. [See 
following the incident at Upporville—the 
seventeen, killed as in the description, were 
left there on the ground. After they dropped 
dead, no one touched them—all were made 
sure of, however. The carcasses were left 
for the citizens to bury or'not, as they 
chose.]

Snob was the war. It wa3 not a quadrille 
in a ball room. Its interior history will not 
only never be written, its practicality, 
minutia of deeds and passions, will never 
be soggested. The actual soldier of 
1862-65, North and South, with all Lis 
ways, his incredible dauntlessness, habits, 
practices, tastes, language, his appetite, 
rankness, his superb strength and animal
ity. lawless gait, and a hundred unnamed 
lights and shades of camp—I say, will never 
be written—perhaps must net end should 
not be.

The hospital part of the drama, from 
1861 to 1865, doserves perhaps to be speci
ally recM'Jed. Of that many-threaded 
drama, with its sudden and strange sur
prise*, its confounding of prophecies, its 
moments of despair, the dread of foreign 
interference, the interminable campaigns, 
tbe blooey battles, the mighty and cum
brous and green armies, the draf’s and 
bounties—the immense money expenditure, 
like a heavy pouring constant rain—with, 
over the whole iand. the last three years of 
the struggle, an unending, universal 
mourning^wai! of womeD, parents, or
phans—the marrow of the tragedy eoncen 
tra-ted in these hospitals—(it seems some
times as if the whole interest of the land, 
North and South, was one vast central hos
pital, and all the rest of the affair but 
flan-tes)— those forming the untold and un
written history of thu war—infinitely 
greater (like lite'e) than the few scraps and 
distortions that are ever told or written. 
Think how much, i n i of importance, will 
be—how much, ri\i » and military, has al
ready been—buried »n tne «grave in eternal 
dai knees. *

May 12, 1863.—We already talk of histo
ries of the e . r  (presently to accumulate)— 
yes, technical histories of some things, sta
tistics, official reports, and so on. but shall 
we ever get histories of the real things? 
There was part of the late battle at Chan- 
celloreviile (second Fredericksburg) a little 
over a week ago, Saturday, Saturday night 
and Sunday, under General Joe Hooker. I 
would like to give just a glimpse of—a mo
ment's look in a terrible storm at sea, of 
which a few suggestions are enough, and 
full details impossible. Tho fighting had 
been very hot during the day, and after 
an intermission the latter part, was re
sumed at night and kept up with furious 
energy till three o’clock in the morning. That 
afternoon (Saturday) an attack, eudden and 
strong, by Stonewall Jack->on. had gained 
a great advantage to the Southern army, 
and broken our lines, catering us like a 
wedge, and leaving tl i .gs it that position 
at dark. But Hooker at eleven o'clock at 
night made a desperate push, drove the 
secesh forces back, restored nis original 
lines, and resumed his plans. This night 
scrimmage was very exciting, and affonled 
oountless strange and fearful piotures. The 
fighting had been general both at Chancel- 
lorsville and northeast at Fredericksburg. 
(We hear of some poor fighting, episodes, 
skedaddling on our part. I think not of it. 
I think of the fierce bravery, tho general 
rule.) One corps, the sixth, Sedwick's 
fight3 four dashing ami bloody battles in 
thirty-six hours, retreating in great jeopardy, 
losing largely and maintaining itseli. fight
ing with the eedrnest desperation under all 
circumstances, getting over the Rappahan
nock only by the skin of its teeth, yet get
ting over. 1? lost many, many brave men 
yet it took vengeance, ample vengeance.

But it was the tug of Saturday evening, 
and through the night and Sunday mornin^ 
1 wanted to make a special note of. It was 
largfly in the woods, and quite a general 
engagement. The night was very pleasant, 
at times tho moon shining out full and clear, 
all nature so calm in itself, the early sum
mer grass so rioh, and toliage of the trees— 
yet there the battle raging, and many good 
fellows lying helpless, with new accessions 
to them, and every minute atnid tbe rattle 
of muskets and crash of cannon (tor there 
was an artillery contest too), the red, life
blood oozing out from heads or trunks or 
limbs upon that green and dew-cool grass. 
The woods take fire, and many of the 
wounded, nnable to move (especially some 
of the divisions in the Sixth Corps) are 
consumed — quite large spaces are 
swept over, burning the tîead also— 
some of the men have their hair 
and beards singed—some, splatches of 
burns on their faces and hands—others 
holes burnt in their clothing. The flashes 
of fire from the cannon, the quick flaring 
flames and smoke, and the immense roar— 
the musketry so general, the light nearly 
bright enough for each to see one another— 
the crashing, tramping of men—the yell
ing close quarters—we hear the secesh 
yelis—our men cheer loudly back, espe
cially if Hooker is in sight—hand to hand 
cm fliots, each side stands np to it, brave, 
determined as demons, they often charge 
upon uo—a thousand deeds are done worth 
to write newer, greater poems on—and still 
the woods on fire—still many aro not only 
scorched—too many, unable too move, are 
burned to death. Then the camp of the 
wounded—O heavens, what scene is this! 
is this indeed numanity—these butchers’ 
shambles ? There are several of them. There 
they lie, in the largest, in an open spaoe in 
the woods, from 500 to 600 poor fellows—the 
groans and soreams—the odor of blood, 
mixed with the fresh «cent of the night, 
the grass, the tree«—that slaughterhouse— 
O, well is it their mother«, their siaters can 
not see them—can not conceive, and never 
conceived these thing«. Une man ia «hot 
by a shell, both in tne arm and leg—both 
are amputated—there lie the rejected mem
bers. some have their legs blown off—some

ballets throngh tho breast—some indeserib- 
ablv horrid wounds in the face or bead, all 
mutilated, sickening, torn, gouged ou?_ 
some in the abdomen—some mere boys— 
here is one, bis face ss colorless m  chalk, 
lying perfectly still, a bullet has perforated 
the abdomen—lit« is ebbing fast, there 
is no help for him. In «»“ PL ®VBe
wounded »re man j  rebele, badlj bur. toey 
take their regular turns with the reit, just 
the eame as any—the surgeons use them put
the eame. Suoh is a fragment, a reflection 
afar off of the bloody scene—while over ell 
the clear, large moon comes out at times 
softly, qnie'tly shining. Such, amid the 
woods, that scene of flitting sonls—amid 
the crack and crash of yelling sounds—the 
impalpable oerfnme of the woods—and yet 
the pungent", stiffing smoke—shed with the 
radiance of the moon, the round, maternal 
queen, looking from heaven at intervals so 
placid—the sky so heavenly—the clear-ob
scure up there, those buoyant nppor oceans 
—a few large placid stars beyond, coming 
ont and then disappearing—the melancholy, 
draperied night above, around. And there, 
upon tbe road, the field®, and in those 
wood®, that contest—never one more des- 
pcrate in any age or land—no fancy cattle, 
no semi-display, but fierce and savage 
demons fighting there—courage anc. scorn 
ot death the rule, exceptions almoi? none.

What history, again, I say, can ever 
give—for who can know—the mad. deter
mined tussle of tbe armies, in all their sep
arate large and little squads—as this—each 
steeped from crown to toe in desperate, 
mortal purparts? Who know the conflict 
hand-to-hand—the many conflicts in the 
dark, those* shadowj-tangled, fashing 
moenbeamed woods—the writhing groups 
and squads—hear through the woods the 
cries, the din, the cracking guns and pis
tols—the distant cannon—the cheers and 
calls, and the threats and awful music of 
the oaths—the indescribable mix—the offi
cers’ orders, persuasions, encouragements— 
the devils fully roused in hnman hearts— 
the strong words: Charge, men, charge’
The flash of the naked sword, and many » 
flame and smoke. And still tbe broken, 
clear and clouded heaven—and still again 
the moonlight pouring silvery soit its 
radiant patohes over all? Who paint the 
scene, the sudden, partial panic of the after
noon, at dusk? Who paint the irrepreseible 
advance of the Second Division of the 
Third Corps, under Hooker himself, sud
denly ordered up—those rapid filing phan
toms throngh tho woods? Who show what 
moves there in the shadows, fluid and firm— 
to save (and it did save) the army’s name, 
perhaps tho nation? And there the veter. SB 
hold the field. (Brave Berry falls not ye' — 
but Death has marked him—soon he falls.)

Of scenes like these, I say, who writeB, 
who ever oan write, tbe storj ? Of many a 
score, aye, thousands, North and South, of 
nnwrit heroes, unknown heroisms, incred
ible, impromptu, first class desperations, 
who telle? No history ever. No poem 
sings, no music sounds, those bravest men 
of all—those deeds. No formal General’s 
report, nor print, nor book in tbe library, 
nor column in the paper, embalms the 
bravest, North or South, East 'or West. 
Unnamed, unknown, remain and still re
main the bravest soldiers. Our manliest— 
our boys—our hardy darlings. Iadeed, no 
picture gives them. Likely their very 
names are lost. Likely the typic one of 
them (standing, no doubt, for hundreds, 
thousands) crawls aside to some busk- 
clump, or ferny tuft, on receiving his death 
shot—there sheltering a little while, soak
ing roots, grass and soil with red blood— 
the battle advances, retreats, flits from the 
scene, sweeps by—and there, happily with 
pain and suffering (yet less, far less, than 
is supposed) the last lethargy winds like a 
serpent around him—the eyes glaze in 
death—none reeks—perhaps the- buria.- 
squads, in truce, a week afterward, search 
not the secluded spot—And there, a? las*, 
the bravest soldier crumbles in the s?il ol 
mother eaith, nnbnried and unknown.

T h e L ife and T r ia ls  s f  H yn cin tb e.
Near the cathedral ia a dingy public 

building, dating back to Calvin's time, and 
here, in a low, close, “upper chamber,'’ 
preached Pere Hyacinthe. We went to 
hear him one Sunday morning, and had a 
good deal of difficulty in finding the place. 
The hall was well filled, hut I should say 
that the greater part of the audience were 
tourists—many of them American?. Tke 
service was singular, but very simple. The 
Fere was assisted ODly by two young gen
tlemen in ordinary dress." There was a lit
tle chanting, a few gennflexions, and the 
elevation of the host. Then followed 
the reading of prayers, with re
sponses, and the singing" of a b.ymn by a 
small choir, the congregation joining "in. 
The sermon was delivered in a flowing 
white embroidered robe, singularly be
coming to the grand Napoleonic face and 
figure of the preacher. Indeed, so elegant 
so refined, so regal did he look, as he came 
forward to the edge of the platform, and 
began speaking, with earnest, but grace
ful gestures—little more than the varied 
sweep of his beautiful hands—that it made 
one shndder to think of him as a bare
footed Dominican in a coarse brown robe, 
with a rope about his waist and a toneure. 
He spoke rapidly, but very clearly and 
most eloquently, though in apparent forget
fulness of the art of eloquence and the rales 
of rhetoric. It was soul talking to soul. 
Daring the discourse, which was on 
civil and religions liberty, he paid a 
noble tribute to America which was pleas
ant for ns to hear. We were told that a 
year or two ago Pere Hyacinthe had a 
large congregation of disaffected Catholics 
and liberal Protestants, but that he found 
that his fame and power were being used 
to build up a sect which might be as intol
erant and arrogant as any other, end lov
ing religious liberty and purity witb a pas
sion of unselfish devotion he broke with 
some ..f lus strongest ailh. rents and u ad» 
a new departure. He is net a man to be a 
zealot, or a small Pope. Now, liia little 
flock of honest men and women ia to his 
rniad. and he preached to them as grandly 
as ever he preached to crowds of devotees, 
and ot  ̂ the rich and noble, * from 
the pulpit of the Madeleine or Notre 
Dame. It must bo confessed that he is 
not much loved in Geneva by the 
religious (strictly speaking) portion of com
munity. Religious party Hues are drawn 
too straight to take him in cm either s:de. 
TheCaivanists distrust, the Catholics hate 
him. He has olten been insulted by coarse 
bigots and ignorant zealots. Usually he 
takes no notice of these insults, but occa
sionally he turns upon his tormenters, and 
deals with them in a summary and salutary 
fashion. A short time before our visit to 
Geneva he was one day accosted in the 
street by a wagon full of market women, 
who screamed after him such opprobrious 
epithets as “apostate,” “traitor,” “rene
gade.” M. Loyson is a gallant man, but 
he thought this was going a little too far. 
He called a few gendarmes—fortunately 
every fifth man you meet in. Geneva 
is a gendarme—and had the vociferous 
ladies arrested. They were taken to the 
police court and fined and reprimanded, for 
their exuberant piety and untempered zea’ 
But such things disturb him little. Ho 
keeps on his way, showing .by tbe calm of 
his manoorand conversation and the beauti
ful sertnity of his face, that as his day so is 
his strength and his peace—a strength no 
less divine that much of it comes thiongh 
the love of a faithful wife—a peace no less 
sweet and comforting that it is sometimes 
dropped into his soul in the kiss of his baby- 
boy. The sacred name he has borne lor so 
many years has for him a now consecration 
when it comes from the lips of his child— 
not as “Pere,” but as “Mon Pere.”—Letter 
from Grace Greenwood.

Cheap at H a lt the i ’r ice . 
At the lower end of Woodward j 

yesterday an old apple-woman offer, 
fruit to a vessel captain, who was t 
over the good times of 1864. She v 
three cents apiece for her apples, H 
her a pleasant look and said:

“ Well, well. Why you look as yo 
you did ten years ago. Same bri *t 
and red check—same white teeth " ".

“Take an apple for two cents, cai 
she replied. ’ J

“I presume you are fifty years 01« 
continued, “but wbo’d know it I L 
ladjes at thirty look as old as you do 

“Take an apple for a cent, oapta'i 
answered, smiling like a rose 

“Some rich old fellow wiil come 
someday, searching for a buxom wife 
the captain, “and you won’t have to i 
apples any more.” 1

“ Pt“ "» two fora  oent, tal
» li i f t o r “  V  J® excl«®ed. and ran after him and dropped two moi
his overooat pooket.—Detroit Free Pn


