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BETTY'S PHILOSOPHY.

mi'.nr'r'r went put for her ran-lnlnu ride
] *[-CHIE, WL & parson met,
W l:pﬁfn $uU parmission to get inside,

rorwt te way was Jong and the roads were
L]
And as they jolted and bounced about,

The parson said—and his voice was graff:

“It'a v for the health, no doubt ¢
To‘h-:mr # road 50 rougzh -
*@h! ay,"” said Betty, *“ there's likely chaps
Who scowl snd growl if a stone they mect,
Or 1 hole like that, when it's best, perhaps,
Thdt they should have trouble to keep their

Heut.
For, if onee in a while we should chance to it
On a rough piece, over the road we go,
e'll enjoy more heartily every bit
Ofthe smoother places we find, you know !

The'p 1 nodded and held on tight,
And thought of cushions und other things,
‘Then snid vo Betty, “ 1 think you might
Afferd. to furnish your cart with springs!”
“Oh, ay,” aid Betty, with sudden start,
‘l‘fan"ﬁent her voice to a higher pitch,
“1f i Rere had been springs upon this eart,
Werd both have Ianded in yonder ditch!”

“ There are many that go on a level road,
With gseldom a'jolting up or down,
And'y¥et they manage to spill their load
Bafore'they get to the market-town;
W hile those 1hat travel a ronglhier way
Guow tough in muscle and strong in grace.™
“No donbt,” ﬂ'&iﬂ the parson;*® thanks, and
day!
I'th gind we're gafe at the market-placa!™
—Jesephine Pollard, in Youth's Companion.

A8 AUNT ELLICE TOLD IT.

CHAFPTER 1.

AND so you are teasing for the story
of that night—only because you heard
me refer to it, yesterday, when I was
chatting with your mother, as the only
adventure which ever befel me in all my
five-and-fifty years? And you take it
for granted, you foolish young
pe:‘?lg, ‘because I called it an
* adyenture,’’ that it must needs be as
“thrilling '’ as the stories you waste
your..time in following so breathlessly
through' your modern novels, and be-
hind'the footlights? You will be disap-
pointed then; I give you fair warning!

It‘was all over in a short half hour,
and, moreover, I wasn’t in the least the
heroine of it ; 1 only *“assisted '’ at it, as
the droll French phrase goes, which was
perplexing you in your translation yes-
terday, Dorothy. And, moreover—but
yon want the story, you say, and not ten
minutes of preface? The impertinence
of your generation spoke in that! Well,
you must have the story, then, I sup-

se. Put a fresh log on the fire, Tom ;

don’t want you poking at it, present-
ly, as you'd be certain to do, in.the
midst of the only *thrill’* my small
narrative can boast. Tell the maid not
to brin% the lamps for hali an hour;
story-tellers are owlish, you know, in
their love for the dark.

It happened to me the winter I was
eichteen years old. I had been spend-
ing the Christmas holidays with Uncle
Philip and Aunt Hester Heywood, up in
Ayr; and as always happened when I
went to them, my visit of a fortnight had
lengthened out into months; and Febru-
ry found me still with them. I never
was &5 happy elsewhere as at Ayr. At
home, as you know, I had quite a patri-
archal tribe of brothers and sisters, to
share with me papa's affection, and the
Eossibilities of our very limited income;

ut at Ayr I reigned supreme; and I
am sure that no child of their own could
have held a warmer place than I, in
Uncle Philip and Aunt Hester's hearts.
Their marri had been childless; and
it was natural that the only child of Un-
cle Philip's favorite sister should be so
very dear to them. They were clannish
folks, always, the Heywoods; and they
never made any very friendly advances
to the second Mrs. Ainsworth—good
housewifely soul that she was! nor to
any of her big brood of children. It was
usually rather pointedly to Miss Ellice
Ainsworth that letters of invitation came
addressed.

I had never been happier at Ayr, than
that winter I was eizhteen years old.
Aunt Hester gave me first, that vear, a
respongible share in the entertaining of
the guests of whom her hospitable house
was rarely empty; and this was a pride
ne less than a pleasure to me, for she
had striet old-fashioned ideas of the

lace  of younf girls in social

ife, , had Aunt Hester. 1 was very
happy'in the society of the clever young
eople who found, in Madam Heywood's
ome, & congenial atmosphere. And
among the guests was the heroine of my
little adventure ; to which I am coming,
eventually, Tom, in spite of your im-
patient doubts to the contrary! She
was the daughter of one of Uncle Philip's
college chums, a Miss Eleanor Forrester.
She ‘must have been about twenty-four
ears old then. I believe I worshiped
ier with a hero-worship that would have
satisfied the heart of Thomas Carlyle
himself! It was net so muchthat she
was beautiful (though looking back
through the years, 1 still think her face,
in certain .moods, the most beautiful
face I ever saw), as that she was at once
so frank and so gracioms, so genuine,
and so sweet. Bhe had not the some-
what rough self-assertion which so often
belongs to ‘'women of her power and
courdge; she had not the finesse, the
subtle, false *¢policy’” which so often
belongs to women of her infinite tact
and sweetness. She was a bit of a Di
Vernon in her way, too; I think it was
her superb horsemanship that so en-
deared her to Uncle Philip's heart, at
first. 'Her physical strength and endur-
ance were a proverb among us; she had
provéd them equal, more than once, in
unobtrisive ways to those of manya
young man of our society; not always
to the young man’s unmixed satisfac-
tion. .

I yemember, as if it were yesterday,
one .keen, clear January .m.-mﬂ.
when, returning from a skating frolic
on the river, we nmd';nd l?)i;k Francis and
Alec Stuart sta ore a target,
which they had ju-‘:ﬁat. up in the fir-
grove for & little pistol-practice. "There
are eertain momenis—and these are by
no nieans' the most vital momeats of
one’s lite—which photograph themselves
on the memory, without one’s knowing
why or bow; but there they remain,
vivid and fresh forever. And so that
minute, photographed itself with me. I
shut = again [ see the fir-
wot.:s,- ith a wderi.l:ﬁ of last night’s
SNOW, white on the sturdy green
branches, and fluffing down, now and
then, in a diamond-dust, as the sharp
wmls‘ stirred and

stilled; patches of
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p WA

| Blashing _icily at the footiof the lawn-

snow, too, on the brown carpet under [ ants whose feet *“leive no traces on the

foot, which even igto the January chi

sent forth a faint odor, like a mcmgtl'%‘
of vanished summer noons; the cold.
blue sky, wiih. afew light clouds, rose
from the near suuset, sailing across it,
above the swaying fir-tops; the river

slope; the late; keen light fallicg slant-
ing upon the merry group under the
gray old trees. 1 can see Eleanor For-
rester, inthe short, “rough suit of the
dark blue she loved to wear, with the
red of an abounding and joyous health
in her delicate face, and her bri bair
all tossed and ruffled in the wind.. She’
had been examining, rather eritically,
the pistol Alee Stuart had handed her,
at her lsughing requést; and now, as
she gave it back, -

*1t's quite time 1 had a little prae-
tice in this sort of thing, " she said ; *‘un-
less 1 wish to lose entirely the aim
brother Jack used to_.declare my chief
accomplishment in schoolgirl days!”

* My armory is quite at yotmeervice,
whenev&rg: propose to recomntence
practice, .Miss Eleanor,”" said Uncle,
Philip, the smile which "he nlways
had for her brave young beanty. *¢I
used to be quité & ‘¢éonnoisseur {n fire-
arms once, and fook pride in the little
armory Finherited from my father, who
held such tastes before me. I remem-
ber he used to have a loaded revolver
kept in every guest-chamber in the
house; I dare say you would find cne or
two in the old cabinets up yonder still.
I had them overhauled and reloaded
not very long ago; and I have an im-
pression that some of them were left
where we found them. We will look
over them together some day, Miss
Eleanor.”

““Thank youn; it would F‘ive me hearty
pleasure,” she said. ‘I delight in a
well-made little revolver, almost as much
as my brothers do. 1T have seen the
time more than once when I have felt
the safer for their company.”

¢ [t does seem to me,’’ cried Alec
Stuart, suddenly addressing her with a
brusqueness that had rather grown on
him of late. ¢ It doesseem to me, Miss

 sea_sand or the winter’s ,mm,",annd
whose presence only the watch-dogs
know. And I can assure you that with,
the storm, and our evening’s entertain-
ment, weak-minded folks like we were
in small humor for sleep when sleep
time game; and I fancy that even the
gentlemen looked forward with” more
than usual satisfiction to their nightly
m in the library to have a soothing

not wholly uawelcome. As ‘the
maid was lighting our bedroom eandles,
I heard Francis say, in .answer to

the this afternoon that |
hood, and thought he must be in hiding
somewhere hereabout. I haven't a frag-
ment of my usual sympathy with justice-
hunted men, ia his case. The msan is
a cold-blooded scoundrel, :gda‘ I hope
they’ll have him —the soonerthe better."

** Of whom are yon speaking "’ gsever-
al of us asked, in & !

“Of that raséal, B “who es-
| caped from the county jai last Thurs-
‘day.” said Diek. ¢ The one who beat.
and-. robbed that '‘old man -’ at
Lester—left him for dead, you know
-—l;a.nd I- bel{l’e;e they ul:lsd other
charges to forw \against
him %: his trial ne:tgweek. Some of the
best men of the force are on his track,
and 1 don't think he’ll slip through
their fingers. It is a puzzie to me,
though, where he can be in hiding here-
abouts; the country is so open, I should
think he'd find it hard work to keep
cover.”

The gentlemen were still discussing
the matter when we leibl th;m. As I
stopped on the upper landing to sa
goocr-night to Eleaggxﬁ—her mo%'n was nyt
the opposite end of a corridor from
mine—a blast of wind struck the great
staircase window behind us; and one of

tening, came crashing against the glass
with a noise that reverberated like a
thunderclap through the quiet house. I
threw both arms around Eleanor, with
a terrified scream; and the mext mo<

Eleanor, that you possess the most ex- | ment, realizing my folly, and weak

traordinary number of supertluous ac-
complishments of any young lady of
my acquaintance: How you ever find
time to add to your gentlemanly tastes
any feminine pleasures, I must confess
puzzles me!”’

She turned toward him - (we were
walking back to the house, now, and he
was by her side), with a very kind
amusement in her gray eyes.

‘¢ And it seems to me,” she said,
“that you, in common with most of your
sex, are very unreasonable on this sort
of subject! And so my pistol shpoting
is to follow my riding and swimming,
under the ban of unqualified condema-
tion! Unconventional, such tastes may
be in women, I grant you; but unwom-
anly I am sure they are not. Gentle-
women will not need teaching as to
how and where to indulge them; but
properly exercised, such sport brings a
strength of muscle and a power of nerve
whioch women, as well as men, need
sorely enough in the hard places of their
lives! And I think that women who
use every means in their power to make
healthy their bodies for healthy minds
to dwell in should be helped, and not
laughed at. I beg your pardon,’ she
ended, abruptly, as the silence about
her warned her how earnestly she had
been speaking. “Indeed, I didn't mean
to make a speech. But I don't like to
be laughed at as ‘eccentrie,’ when I am
only using the right, natural means
which I believe exist to boys, ifen and
women alike, to strength and usefulness,
and in the truest sense, self-possession!"

We had arrived at the hall door as
Eleanor finished speaking; .and as it
opened, the warm firelight flashed out
ruddily across the twilight snow.
Stuart stood aside for Eleanor to passin,
and taking off his cap, stood uncovered,
‘¢ [ owe you an apology for my rudeness,
Miss Eleanor,” he said, **and [ don’t
know how best to make it. Only per-
haps you ecan fancy that & man
who would gladly be of service
to a wo—to womankind—and feels
how little he could ever serve them
in the high things of mind and spirit, |
may feel resentful, a little, when we sec
them so *‘arm’'d and well preparéd’
against physieal evils; also, that he can
not hope to serve them even there!™

Was it the firelight ﬁn‘e Eleanor's
face that rosy glow, as she passed him
with no answer but a bend of her fair
head?

¢ Oh yes, his apology was all very
Pretty.“ I gaid, resentfull)', to Aunt

lester, as we went up stairs together.

¢+ But I don’t see why Mr. Alec Stuart
need, in the least concern humself with
Eleanor Forrester's tastes and inclina-
tions, in the first place!™

# Unless, indeed,” Aunt Hester an-
swered, smiling down into my vexed
face, ** unless, indeed, Mr. Alec Stuart
has come to look upon Eleanor’s tastes
and inclinations as upon those of the
womsan he would make his wife. I have
thought he might be so looking at them
this many & month, my dear!’

CHAPTER II.

I think it happened on a Tuesday aft-
ernoon—that little episode under the fir-
trees. The following Saturday the
fiercest stormof that winter swept over
Ayr. Even thesolid, . sturdy Hey-
wood House shook under the raging as-
sault of the north wind that, charged
with sharp rain and sleet, flung itself
against the wall, and roared at the win-
dows. I remember that early in the
afternoon a few of us, impatient at the
drowsiness with which the heat of in-
doors weighed down their 'm;lidg,
merrily dared each other to a —or
wade, rather—round the barn thrgugh
the snow ; but so' deep was the snow,
and so strong was the wind, and so
sharp the sleet, which out one’s face
like millions of tiny spears, that I was
glad to turn back before I had left the
hall door thirty feet behind, and when I
had st red up the steps, I found my-
self so faint with buffeting and loss of
breath, that Uncle Philip took me up
like & baby in his strong arms and car-
ried me to the settle by the blazing fire.

We tried no more ‘‘excursioning”
that day.

In the evening, after candlcs were
brought, we sat around the t fire-
place; singing a little at“first with no
aceompaniment but the raging wind
outside; apd  by-and-by ;- drifted
into story-telling; such stories as
seem afloat in the very air of
such wild black nights as that—of ad-

from the nervous strain of the evening’s
talk, I burst into a passion of hysterical
erying.

““ My dear!" said Eleanor, *‘‘my
dear!”—and held me to her, smoothing
my hair with her strong warm hand.
* You must not stay alone such & night
as this, in that great room of yours, you
foolish child!'" she =aid. ** Why, we
should have you in a brain fever before
morning, Ellice! \What do you say to
my making you a visit for the night? I
might be useful in tying up shutters, you
know, or scaring hobgoblins; and you
might find a little leisure to sleep. Shall
I come?”

I tearfully entreated her to come
I was not & heroic young person,
you may perhaps have remarked—
and we were soon established in the
great room I was then occupying. I
had given up my own private and par-
ticular little ‘‘bower’—a cosy, sunny
place opening directly from Aunt Hes-
ter's room —to a small cousin, who, be-
ing still young enough to need occa-
sional peepings inupon during the night,
was paturally established as near Auntie
as possible. This being the only room
then vacant, I was forced to take pos-
session of it. And what a room it was!

Quite large enough, 1 am sure, for a |

small banqueting hall; it had been the
state bedchamber in colonial days. 1t
had too many doors for one even to be
sure one had counted them correctly;
and every door, like the windows, was
curtain with some heavy, somber
drapery ; and the floor and wainscotings
were of dark wood: You ecan fancy it
was a cheerful sleeping-place for a nerv-
ous person, on a stormy night.

We prepared for bed slowly; and
while I was brushing out my hair by the
fire, Eleanor was ‘“rummaging’ hither
and thither about the room, bringing to
light its many quaintnesses, and seem-
ing to enjoy herself heartily. Opening a
drawer in a tall old cabinet which stood
near one of the curtained alcoves, she
chanced upon some odd Dbits of bric-a-
brac that interested her for she lingered
lonz over them. I noticed that one of
them, as she lifted it, seemed to have, in
the firelight, the gleam of steel; and I
was about to ask her what it was, when
the wind, suddenly scurrying down the
wide chimney, sent the coals flying over
and beyond the hearth; and in the hur-
ry of gathering them up, I forgot my
curiosity.

Not long after, we blew out our can-
dles; and, comforted and protected by
the sense of Eleanor's dear and strong
companionship, it was not long before 1
fell asleep. i

I woke suddenly, with a sense of sti-
fling and oppression, and became con-
scious that 1 was struggling with both
hands to free myself from some weight
which was being close pressed against
my face. My eyes once fully open, L
saw, to my amazement, that it wasthe
coverlid from whose pressure over my
mouth I was struggling to free myself,
and that Elesnor's hand held it there.

" She was very pale; there was no color
in all her face but the burning gray of
her eyes; and thz{ were looknﬁédo'g
into mine with such & command in the
to be silent and motionless as no spokes
word could have made more forceful.

In the moment's after my con-’
sciousness fully eame, I heard the dis-

Then the storm, which had Tulled a mo-
ment, broke forth again with a roar as
of loosened demons; and thiough the
tumult, Eleanor spoke, in a whisper so
low that senses less terrer-keen than’
mine could not have caught s word:

¢« Ellice, I want you to be perfectly
quiet. I have held this against your
mouth for fear that, waking, you might
cry out. If voa will keep u}uiﬁa quiet,
and do as I ind yon, you will save both
our lives.”

I solemnly believe that if she had said,
instead, ¢ If vou scream, you will lose |
both our lives,** I should have screamed
outright, in the madness of helpless feari
But those words, ** save our lives,” held
just hope enough to lift me out of the
terror of the moment toward possible
self-possession. “*1 will be quiet," I
tried to whisper, but my dry lips could
.only form the words soun

* Yes, [ believe you
and took away'the pressire from my
fare. *““Listen, there is a @an in that
closet vonder; I have see%) im. He

hed aside the curtains yme out;
ne heard the nerva.? in the

rooms atve, and closed the curtains to

2B

venture by mountaln and sea—of yisit-

wait till all was quict. That must have | named Shakespeare.

some question of Unecle Philip’s: . ¢*No|
sir, they’ve not caught him yet; I heard | Aod
88 '

they had tr him into this bor-{

the shutters, partially torn from its fas- |

ighe said, |

besn half an hour ago.
1 19 = =T . — 4
She paused a moment, for the storm
hed Iulled again, and she feared that
even her breathless whisper might be
heard. ' As the wind rose aguin, she
went on:

He will try

the upper drawer of that cabinet.
saw it there to-night. I wantit. With
it in my hand, I shall be

1 shall presently spedak aloud, asif to
wake ;Ishn{lmom,asuinpain;
and I shall beg you to bring me the
vial of laudaoum in that drawer.
u - will | cross the room,
‘mﬁ“m i e oo B
_ ) ). room for
blankets t 'w‘mmmu in, and .

once oygside. this door, rush to Uncle
Philip’s room and alarm the house. You
have nothing to fear; - the man will not
come: ;jout until you have left the room;
he would rathér have one screaming
woman to desl with than two. And you
need not fear for me; I shall have my

" She did not give me & moment’s time,
gnd it was well she did not. Instantly
she had lain down, and was half seream-
ing, ‘“Wake, wake, Ellige! Will you
never wake? Lam almost mad with that
ain of mine again! My medicine~my
audanpm —is yonder in that drawer;
oh! get it for me; quick! quick! Don't
stop to talk!™
She pushed me from the bed; T stag-
gered across the room. It came to me,
evén 23‘!: that watehing eyes might not
su tie tottering gait of one just.
roused from sleep, and, opening the
drawer, I saw again that steely gleam
in the firelight. My fingers closed over
the “pistoly" and a blessed sense of
strength seemed to ran through me, from
that hard, coeld contact. The eurtains
of the alecove just behind me faintly
moved. I crossed the room, and
laid the pistol in Eleanor's hand.
There- was a second's pause, and
then—¢ My dear,” she said; *if I
could ‘be quite warm, now, I think the
trouble would soon be over. Go into
the press-room and get me those blank-
et.s..l~ You  foolish child,” she cried,
as’ sl.a‘gerod in my effort to gain the
door. *“To be so fgghtaned aﬁhaen the
worst dangerisover! What you brought
me has helped me already; I am strong-
er. Go quickly, and eome soon baeck!™
I was almost insensible, before I stood
‘in: the hall. * But once there my life
surged back to me again; and with it,
such an intolerable sense of Eleanor's
danger, as gave wings to my feet. I
don't know how I roused them, or what
I said, but the time could almost be
counted by seconds, before a crowd of
people, in every stage of undress, and
grasping all sorts of weapons from rifles
to curling-irons, were trooping along the
co:rig?r 8s moiselessly as they micght,
AlecStuart’sface—Isawinthe light ofthe
candles the frightened servants held —
was whiter than Eleanor's had been
when I woke to find her bending over
me. . i

““There is a loaded pistol yonder, itIt

perfectly safe. |
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Democratic Vitality,
““We “observe that some Wepublican
paperi—mainly, however, of I.E: rural
persunsion—are ‘predieting “the early
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“infinitely more dangerous than the
most powerful and vindictive eremies
—Dewmocratie life becomes little short
of a miracle, and it is difficult to
imagine any combination of circum-
stances which will suspend the miracle.

To those who study politics from
what may be termed the philosophical
stundpoint, the secret of this uncon-
querable vitality is easily discovered.
‘The bed-rock upon whic{ the Demo-
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even National in(lqpcﬁapcﬁ
It was in the mind of Thomas Je
and other apostles of humam libe in

in apparently indissoluble bonds, a
when popular government was yvet only
a bright and seemingly unrealizable
dream. This bed-rock is simply the
rights, power and wisdom of the people
in their broadest and best sense, Lin-
coln, though he went—unwillingly, we
believe—widely astray in  practice,
enunciated the Democratic theory with
absolute correctness in  the famous
sentence, **a Government of the peo-
ple, by the people, and fo# ¢ people.”
This is Jeffersonian ‘Démecraey of the
straightest and purest sort. The Hamil-
tonian Federalism —which Mr. Garfield
so mdch admires ‘and' his gm
virtually adopted—is a° Gové

radically different chat;aet;:; It is a
“ strong Governmens; stre
eomingg from tl:':u ?ce::ltdi:ﬁq
tendencies which invariably an
inevitably diminish and at last
bsorb thé rights: II:E "ot

pense of the' people’s pocket, and in-
tended to blind their eyes to the gradual

Just a8 the door crashed back under

A man stood directly bafore the fire-
place, his figure outlined blackly against
the dying flame; a dark, low-browed,
cronehing figure, across whose lowering
forehead an ugly cut showed, from un-
der ‘& pushed-up bandage; a fizure
whose right haod ciutched a
short sharp knife; its  blade
flashed in the flickering light.
His eyes were fixad in a sorvof terrified
fascination on Eleanor, toward whose
bedside he had evidently been moving,
when, at the click ef her pistol, he had
raised his eyes, and stood paralyzed.
Eleanor® was sitting uwpright in bed, her
long bright hair falling all about her,
her hand (I noticed, with the strange
strained interest in little, irrelevant
things we feel so often when we are in

ain or fear, how oddly that white

tents!) firmdy gra<ping her shining,
deadly livtle werpon. ITer finger was on
the tHigoer; and hér finger did not
tremble. That her aim was a good one,
the crouching figure, stopping midway
in its stealthy approach to the bed, did
not seem to doubt,

Of course that is all there is to tell.
After that it was only a momentary
struggle of one man with many; and
then he was bound and taken away.
And Eleanor sent back the meney of-
fered her for his capture, to be used for
the benefit of poor prisoners. It was

horrible; it was like taking blood-
money!" she said. Yes, of course it
was B s you knew that from the

first, did you not? He had been skulk-
ing about the outbuildings a day, it
seemed ; and had taken advantage of an
opan door and an empty Kkitchen to
find his way up to the great room he
supposed nnoccupied: He had meant
to avail himself of the storm that night,
to make his escape with whatever
small yaluables in the shape of trinkets
or plate be eould lay his hands on.

.of course Eleanor fainted, when
the reaction from the intense strain
came? No, she did not faint, Lhoq?
she ed a little weak and white. It
was [ who fainted, when I realized her
safety, and saw Alec Stuart on his knees
at her bedside, thanking God that no

IID{H_ ‘eame to her. 3
YV hile [ was recovering consciousness,

tant clocks across the river strike one.|'g discovered that Dick Francis was chaf-

ing my hands and calling me s blessed

livlg e. Iremember feebly laugh-
-ing Bt the Botiop of 3 persun of my- re-
cént behagoior d that title. And

of course Eleanor married ‘Alec Stuart?
Of course. And Dick and I *‘stood up"
mwith them, as the phrase went in those
ddays; and “*stood up’’ together a twelve
montl later, at the same altar-rail, only
this time hand in hand. Do i‘on ever
see Eleanor Stuart now? My deay,
Eleanor went home to the Hi Coun-

| tries long ago. Her life in this world

was not long, to have won such love,
‘and done such good and beautilul work.
"And Alee Siuart followed within a year..
He was & man to do his whkole duty to
the last; but I think he must have beéu
glad when it was done, and he eoald go
home to Eleanor. '
And that is quite all my story. And
nem ~that, as I said in
only adventure
all my five-and

jpa ot seem much of an
,‘: o m think it
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Tae Mavor-elect o New Orleans is

loss of their liberties—a loss for which
there is no remedy save revolution.

Uncle Philip's hand, we heard within a | In & Republie, therefore, there must
sharp click, and a loud oath, in a rough, | always be a Democratie party; that is,
startling voice ; and then we could see. | g party which represents the Jeffer-

sonian” theory of goverhiment / as 3
sed to th:y Hﬁmﬁonim. W’henm
emocratic party dies, the public

will have , ceased to -egﬁ. yThe name

“Demoeratic” is mothing, abd snother

might be substituted whenever desira-

ble. The Demoecratic party of Jeffer-
son's day wus called ‘‘Bepublican.”

But the principles are everything, and

when  these ,qunﬂmed,

goveroment w in its eotlin.’ e

yresent Demoeratic party were to
and, as did l‘-ﬂ gallant rivalithe Whig,

within six. mopths it wouldl' Baye a Jue-

cessof embodsing, no matter how much

mental ideas. Aud wklhi),o
policy may be this, that th

thereverse of Democratic—the principle

and, and the licht Jace wrist-rufiiing +is immutable aad -immortal; *‘the same
above'it, centrasted with its grim con- |

yesterdsy, to-dsy and forever.”

It is gasy. tho%nre. for the dullest of
our spablican ¥iriends to see that
thonZh they have beaten the Democratic

eandidate for the Presidency for the
sixth successive time (including the

the Democratic party than wh s
mont was nominatéd, Thephavé mere=
ly thrown down the India-rubber ball
again, and may now watchi it bounce
once more—as it has bounced nine
times in the last gighty years. This
** bouncingness,” if we may coin a
word, is illustrated  in the Invincible
ood-nature with which Demoerats
1ave borne ﬁg'r iates. dcfeut.BTh(g
are not gour dllen as were Repu
licans a&nﬂ Maine autKrise. he
show none of that Republican spirit
which Grantmanifested (before Indiana)
when be said, io, sabstsnce, that in
event of Democratic victory the North
would watch €Congress and the new Ad-
ministration tﬂﬂly, and “":i}i:ﬁ-
wrong (that to suit Bep:

*« would rise up and put a stop to it."
The Democracy, sadly disappointed in-
deed, but not in the feast disheartened,
contemplate the future with perfect
complacency; able to stand l.nyth.l:ﬁ
the rest of the peuple can stand,
knowing that the people will as mlly
sooner or later come to them on their
bed-rock principle as the Mississippi

flow tod-q-?. Wrn
pel'l':dto be u{n s loo! round for

t dawn of popular gov t, and

z‘mnm . of
IRIE et Lok Boos
—Jewell ought't;_

S S ikely shat ho ja. PR recol:
't ab , ¢ recol-
Pt IR L YW
Eullelou innocence in letting Truth get

old &f .it, will bitter his existence
wm;_wﬁ-;; eyl

——Which is to be cheated? Grant,

Oonklli. Cameron & Co.,or8churz,
Curtis, McVeigh & (P‘P 4 not be
“good Lbérd, gdoll you

(Pa.) Putriol , - ; -

F o
gre==t 'arﬁeid's election is- él

invitation for everybody to
the Government as much as
and then to commit perjury in ordes,!
sereen himself.
e M e [
——The Republioan * business men'™
are safe now. Garlield and free trade
will cause a great boom in merchandise
of all kinds, includine jmported Coolie

| bor. oy :
o odiitavo .

Europe as well as America, while En-
gland and her colonies werg'still Bai '

i po : T |
the peoples” It w a** splendid Govern-
ment;” the spleador being he. ex- |

disgnised, the same essential andgfunda- | ¢ " Do deny havi
e P

thing—and is occasionally something | ¢

fraud) théy are no nearer d“-"ﬁjﬁ Folows up its master.  An ungra

k
P e’ ‘Bofpangoiiy dhoe | 2700y

much longer, Mr. Gartield. —-—H’c:rm’.otmrpi
4
A

tree. the
process, the ashes of the bark are pow-
ered and mixed with the clay
_tg I:i“ be obtained ﬁ:; beds of
t vers—this kind preferred,
as ii takes up a Isrxoq:‘muyo!m
ash, and thus produces a stronger kind
f ware.

THar the hardest stoel is not the
most durable for railroads ap
an examination of the wear of some of
the stéel rails on the Great Northern
Line, England. Seven of the rails,
which Iny sidé by side on this road, were
taken up and tested, and it was found
in one instance that a hard rail had been
worn away one-sixteenth of an inch by
traffic amounti to 5,251,000 ton
while a soft rail for the same amount
wear had withstood 8,402,000 tons; in
another instance, the total was 15,531,
000 tons for the hard rail and 31,061,000
tons for the soft rail, the wear being the
r.ma—one—slxteemh of an inch. Analy-

is showed this last rall to consist of
99.475 cent. of iron snd minute
quantities of carbon, phosphorus, sili-
"eon, manganese, sulphur and copper.

PITH AND POINT.

Co'LABORERS—Anthracite miners.

Tax man who missed his footing
probably had his boots stolen.—Bosion
Transcript.

Ax exchange speaks of a man bulnﬁ
¢ gored to death by an bull,’* as
a -natured bull would do such a
thing.— Fond du Lac Reporter.
© A max living n the country flods light-
ning-rodson his house to be n so-'. ro-
tection. They keep llghmln&u pedtﬁou
from calling and chinning the head of the
Fbouu.—h’ew Orleans Picayune.

He didn't know i was loaded There
were only three fingers in it, but it car-
o g oMo g g e

along very ']

ough he is **a little short-handed."—

ndrews® Queen.

He was brought before the Galveston

rder on the charge of drunkenness :
* Do you plead guilty or not guilty "
‘I don't plead at all. I deny every-
been up
re re?"’ ¢ ] should smile. Why,
dgn. I deny being here t now,

u catch me T:‘ing myself away just
wake me up and let me know it.""—Gal.
veston News.

A FEW facts not so generally known
as they should be: A watch fitted with
a second-hand neéd not necessarily be a
oeoond-h::: w;teh. Do:“b:l: pn'g::lly
agree about bleedi ta.
Steam” is a mna:x that no':eumu
mmati-
tal Judge is apt to pass an incorrect sen-
tence. , Poachers who get into pre-
serves very -often find themselves in
pickles. Any fool can make & woman
talk, but it's hard to make ope listen.
A thorn in the bush is worth two in the
hand.—Jedy.

Why He Cheered.
Noropry who attended the ward meet-
on the corner of Gslveston Avenue
and Oleander Street could have failed
to notioe the enthusiasm of the ragged.’
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snd chok
square yelp. About
;ﬁ:i,,,“‘:;‘.,-.m v, aad | .
express
'lf‘lw Jet them out. Iw
" the * Greenbackers, Radicals
;—mﬂl.ﬁqmlmm
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