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¥on serap of blue is ali T know

CU Hﬂ'ﬂ‘. m' but oft’ there sweeps
Across the space fair clouds of snow,

Soft, billowy folds o'er purple deeps.
: o.om waves of rosy mist
! team vapors softly
; Across the blue, by sunlips kissed.
{ m“mmruve wandered from the throne
! God, to bless a erippled child

Onw PP
hom the sun-god never smiled.

Beyond the wind:: is a place
once a His

My hand I reach acapss e
: Ohs.” where His lips had kissed it brown.
: glad warm sun it comes to me

And fills my little world with light,
; How glorious the earth must be

Since my one corner is so br ght.

This is my flower. T've never
X seen

The meadows glad with Rolden bloom.

B;I; rinst this little spot of green
bgs meadow gladaess to my room.

Ican not walk, but one don't m{u

So much the things they've never had,
Ben s my link toearth, and this

Keeps me from thinking things that's sad.

He brought those pictures on the w
This broken vase, that bit of t:lu]'a.n1
Sometimes a flower, once a ball
A careless boy had thrown away.
How grand the rich men's homes must be,
So many things to make them fine,
When just their “drift-wood™ comes to me
And brightens up this home of mine.

Enough to eat? Yes, Indy, we
Have suppers fit for kings at night
_Baa comes home, but sometimes he
Don't seem to have much appetite.
"Most always there is orange peel
For desert, or an apple core,
Sometimes a whole one round and real,
What-eculd a fellow ask for more?

We'reclose to God, we live so high,
Here on the world's great outside rim.
1feel its prayers as they pass by
On their long journey up to Him.
I'm happy, for God vids me stay
Right here with Ben. It's better so
Since I have all I need each day,
And know all that God gives to know.

My sky might never seem so blue,
My blossom never seem so sweet,
If once I suw the grander view
Or meadow blossoms kissed my foet.
If once I roamed by rippling rills
My crippled feet would taunt me then,
The beauty of God's thousand hills
Is naught to me since I have Ben.

‘What, lady! You've adopted Ben?
He's such a prince of boys, and he
Sent you up here to find our den®
And me—you also "dopted me?
And there are whole skies full of blue
, For us, and meadows full of sweet;
Whole oranges and apples too,
And some great man will cure my feet?

T've watched for angels to come through
My window, like the soft-winged air,
T've kept it wide for them, but you
Come up the creaking, dusty stair.
T've thought of Heaven until it seemed
I understood its wonderous worth,
But oh, I never thought or dreamed,
That God would send it down to earth.
Rose Hartwick 7horpe, in Delroit Free Press.
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“CRUNCHER’S NI1ECE.”

A Stroke of Fortune at a Lucky
Moment.

Owen Stanley, huddled in the corner
of a third-class carringe, was gaing
from Manchester to Chatburn, where
a position in a lawyer's office awaited
him. The prospect was not cheertul,
but it was the only means Owen had
of earning his bread since that un-
lucky misunderstanding with Unecle
Rivmond. Also, if Unele Raymond
never would <ee the rights of that mis-

erable :ffiir, ks work at Chatburn
waould be a stepping-stone to a belter
pli-ce

Owen's thoughts  were  decidedly
gloomy, anl there was nothing to en-

liven them in the contemplation of his
f:llow-travelers. These were twoshy,

kward, countrr maidens; the high
and mighty valet of agentleman in an-
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other compartment, a thin young man,
with a wide strip of black plaster
obliquely traversing his nose, and a
wizened, little old woman in a rusty-
bonnet, upon which the dejected feath-
ers were so arranged. as to make it
suggest a molting hen. During the
entire journey, this old lady had ob-
served a sphinx-like silence, until. as
they neared the Chatburn Station, she
gave vent to the sudden and unex-
pected statement, addressed to no one
in particular: “Cruncherses lives in
that red house yonder, with them yel-
ler chimney-pots. They say he uses
that niece of h's'n erful: a-starvin’ an’
a-beatin’ of her in a way as never
was."

Nobody replied to this gloomy reve-
lation, and the old lady relapsed into
her former silence. Mr. Stanley
smiled grimly to himself, as he won-
dered if many of his future townspeo-
ple bore such enviable reputations.

«Chatburn!'’ roared the guard, and
Owen descended. - W hen he presented
himself at the office whither he was
bound, he was informed that his serv-
jces were not required. Mr, Topham,
the head of the establishment, was un-
expectedly obliged to accompany his
duughter to a milder climate on ac-
count of her health, and the office was
to be virtually closed for three months,
Mr. Topham regretted exceedingly a
mistake that had prevented a telegram
from being sent to Mr Stanley, tell-
ing him of this change of plan.

+This leaves me in a pretty fix!"
muttered Owen to himself, as he
turned away. “Whatnext? is a ques-
tion fate must answer. I have, let me
sec—seven shillings, three pence, and
a postage-stamp, in available cash—
and no prospect of a farthing more,
unless I earn it. Not enough to set
up a monkey and barrel-organ. I'm
rather old for newsboy or bootblack,
and too big for chimney-sweep. Plain-
1y, 1 must not be squeamish about any
thing that offers.”’

As he walked nimlessly down the
street, he read the name, **C runcher,
Attorney,’’ beside a dingy office-doox,
with *Clerk Wanted”’ chalked under-
nenth.

Cruncher—that was the name of
the ogre the old gossip denounced in
the train. Could this be the same
m'trgere. Bob. take this letter dow‘u
to the red house on the east road; it's
for Mrs. Cruncher. The house wit;h
the yellow chimney-pots; you can t
mistake it, unless you try,” called a
young man from the window, to a
country lout just quitting the house.

No longer any doubt in Owen's
mind of this being the Mr. Cruncher
accused by the oracle in the bedrag-
gled bonnet. Should he take warning
and shun the place, or dismiss the old

woman’s maunderings from his mind
altogether? or, another view of the
case, should he watch if there were
perchance means of helping a fair
damsel in  distress — befriending
Cruncher’s unlucky niece? Then he
laughed at his own chivalrous non-
sense. He could imagine the type of
young lady the one in question would
be; addicted to jet beads and loud
ribbons; fond of a yellow-backed
novel, and considered a finished musi-
cian by herself ard friends. owing to
her taking manner of rattling off four
or five walizes and the airs most af-
fected by the barrel-organs. In those
haleyon days before the quarrel with
Uncle Raymond, Owen had known a
higher type of womanhood than he
was likelv to be thrown with now,
and he smiled bitterly at his interest
in the probably fictitious misery of
Cruncher’s niece. Why should, he
give two thoughts to the weal or woe
of a girl he had never seen? He was
astonished himself

Nevertheless. he presented himself
before Mr. Cruncher, and after a
sharp eross-questioning, was engaged
to fill the post vacant in the offl ce.

From a fellow-clerk Owen soon
gleaned all there was to gather con-
cerning the history of his employer.
He was not liked in the place; he and
his family kept closely to themselves
in their house outside the toin; they
had no visitors, and people let them
alone. There was a niece, a pretty-
looking girl of the name of Le; J ack-
son, the clerk, had heard some tales
of her being ill-treated, but he sup-
posed it was idle gossip.

Owen was inclined to believe that
these rumors were not mere gossip,
since he had had the pleasure of mak-
ing Mr. Cruncher's acquaintance. He
was a cold, fish-like man, with a cruel,
shallow, light-blue eye, and a manner
that kept children and dogs at a dis-
ereet distance. Owen., not having
much foed for thought during his
leisure hours, was prepared to believe
old Cruncher capable of any de-
Dravity.

The following Sunday the young
man had an opportunity of seeing
the entire Cruneher household in
church. Paler and malerfamilias, a
scowling, cross-eyeil little boy of four,
an elderly Abigail, and, of most im-

portance in Owen’s eyes, an ex-
ceedingly pretty girl of about
twenty. She was very shabbily

dressed, and had a weary, sad look, quite
unsuited to her age; still, hers was to
Owen the sweetest, loveliest face he
had ever seen. As he had a Kind of
haunting conviction that he would, he
began to love her from the moment
their eyes met in that one quick, com-
prehensive look which sees so much.
The pew in which Owen sat was at
right angles with Me. Cruncher’s, so,
without dislocation of his neck, the
young man could study the form and
features of this girl who already had
such strong influence upon him.

When the service was over, Mr.
Cruncher stalked grimly forth, follow-
ed by the silent members of his family,
each and all evidently in great awe of
him. He vouchsafed not the shadow
of a recognition to Owen, who was no
more to him than any other piece of
office-furniture. The young man had
cherished dreams of a possible intro-
duction to the object ot his admiration,
but he now saw how idle such fancies
were.

“Louise, hold Tommy's hand tight.
You stupidly let him trip on the step,
last Sunday!"’ said Mrs. Crancher, in
petulant tones, with a look to match,
to her niece as they passed Owen.

It was some consolation to have
learned her name. Louise L ee—it was
a pretty name, and sunited herr Was
her life made unhappy by that solemn
old brute of a man? The thought was
torture to Owen. Could any one who
was not very unhappy have such a sad
look about mouth and eyes? And the
tone of the old woman in addressing
her was harsh and unkind. The state
of affairs for the poor girl seemed as
bad, if not worse, than the gossips re-
ported. Owen longed for money and
power and influence, and all the good
things of this life, to take her away
from her present bondage and give
her a home fit for a Princess. But
none of these blessings came to him,
and he had to content himself as best
he might with seeing Lonise once a
week at church. She never appeared
elsewhere, and in the gloomy red
house was inaeccssible as the Sleep-
ing Beauty before the arrival of the
Prince. A zeal for regular attendance
at church, hitherto foreign to him,
seized upon Owen, making him an ob-
jeet of praise of more than one moth-
erly old lady and eligible spinster in
the place.

H: had observed thatit was Louise's
habit, sanctioned by the elders of the
family, to draw pictures for the amuse-
ment of the youthful Tommy during
the sermon—a practice probably econ-
sidered more beneficial to the young
gentleman than slumber. Neither
Tommy's parents northrs Abigail took
the least interest in these works of
art, and they were quietly inspected
and destroyed by Tommy only, each

Sunday.
One morning Owen lost his way
hopelessly in the labyrinths of the

hymn-book. As he was siraggling to
recover himself a pretty hand in a
shabby glove—Louise’s hand—held
toward him a book with the place
marked by a scrap of paper. Owen
was nncomfortably conscious of blush-
ing as he accepted the offered civility;
but it was so more than charming to
be noticed, even in the most common-
place way, by her

The bit of paper between the pages
was folded in two. Hoe idly pressed it
apart with his thumb, and to his as-
tonishment read these words, evi-
dently written in furtive haste: *Look,
to-morrow, in my uncle's hat-lining
when he comes to the office.”

This appeared, indeed, like the be-
ginning of a most interesting advent-
are, and the overture made by a girl
whom he feared ignored his very ex-
istence! How he sat quietly through the
sermon, and passed the rest of the day
and night until old Cruncher ap-
peared at his usual post next morn-
ing. Owen never quite knew. When
he saw his patron deeply absorbed in
a pile of lettems, Owen, like a coat-
and-umbrella thief, stole out into the
passage where such articles were de-

posited, and possessed himself of the
old gentleman’s sedate-looking hat.
There, as he expressed, he found
stowed away in the lining a tiny little
note. With trembling fingersthe now
hopeful lover Inid smooth the compli-
cated folds of the paper and read:
Please do not think me forward or presum-
ing in making the following reguest: I am in
great trouble. To-morrow evening at seven I
shall not be missed for half an hour. Will you

meet me at the end of the lane leading past our
house—where the wood begins? L. L.

For the first time since the young
man’s arrival at the office Mr. Crunch-
er had occasion to complain of his in-
accuracy and inattention in his work
The head of the establishment was,
however, guarded in his reproof, for
Stanley was a valuable assistant, in
the main, and seemed content with as-
tonishingly little pay.

The following evening Owen was at
the place of rendezvous fully half an
hour too soon. Ashe was beginning
to despair of Louise’s coming she ap-
peared, breathless and greatly agitat-
ed.

“What must you think of me," she
began, **making an appointment with
you, almost a stranger, at dusk, in
this theatrical manner?”

“I'm sure the motive for all your
actions is good,"” replied Owen, gal-
lantly.

*] have a strong motive in this case,
certainly,”” continued Louise. ]
wish to ask your advice on a matter
of the utmost importance to me. I
have studied your face as much as I
darved in chnreh’ —Owen’s heart gave
a bound «f delightt Then she had
looked at and thought about him!—
“and I think I can trust you, and call
you my friend. I haveno other.™

She looked se lovely with the #ears
in her eyes, as she said this, that
Owen longed to take her in his arms
and kiss her, instead of declaring him-
self her devoted servant in plain
words.

*Lat us sit down on this fallen tree
and I will begin my story at the begin-
ning. You men of the law are im-
patient of unnecessary preamble,”
Louise went on, with a bright smile
for a momentdispeling the melancholy
clouding her face. *Last February,
now nearly four months ago, I was
traveling alone from here to Clover
on an errand for my aunt. My com-
panions in the compartment were a
very pretty old lady, an ordinary-look-
ing gentleman of about five and forty,
aml a younger man, not at all
oydinary-looking. He had large, black
eyes, with a wild look in them, and
nis dress and manners were quite dif-
ferent from these of the people I was
accustomed to secing. He sat op-
posite me, and soon after the train
started began staring at me in a most
annoying way."

*The impertinent rascal! How I
wish I had been there to punch his
head!” exclaimed Owen, with warmth.

*He perhaps did nothing to merit
quite such severe punishment; but he
was certainly then, and has been since,
indirectly, the cause of a great deal of
misery to me. H: amused himself for
some time with casting what I sup-
pose were admiring glances at me,
pressing his hand to his heart and
siching profoundly. Then suddenly,
to my utter amazement, he threw him-
self on his knees before me, declared,
in very bad E nglish, that he loved me
to distraction, and, most startling of
all, tore off his very handsome watch
and chain and flung them into my
lap.”

“The man was mad, of course.”

“Yes: we learned this for a fact afi-
erwards. I looked =atour traveling-
companion—the middle-aged man al-
ready mentioned—in helpless fright.
He started up, and, with what I then
thought admirable presence of mind,
exclaimed, angrily: ‘How dare you
insult my wife, sir?

*’This strong language had the de-
sired effect, and the man seemed to
shrink into himself and become quiet
as alamb. I suppose believing me to
be the wife of somebody else shattered
his hopes.”

Here again the rare, sweet smile
lent a new charm to Louise’s face.

“Try as I might,” she continued, *I
could not prevail upon him to take
back his watech, snd at the next sia-
tion the gentleman who ealled me his
wife gave my admirer, with his watch,
into the hands of a policeman, as mad.
That is the last we ever saw ot him,
but we heard later that he was a Pole,
and incurably insane. The old lady in
the coupe with us looked inquiringly
at my rescuer, who laughed, and mur-
mured something I did not under-
stand. I thanked him as 1 descended
at my destination, never dreaming
that he was to cross my path again.”

Here Lounise broke off. and the rest
of her narrative was told less clibly.

“You perhaps know, Mr Stanley,
that I am an orphan, dependant on
my uncle for every thing and conse-
quently in his power for good or
evil.”

«More evil than good, I fancy,”
Owen wished to say, but refrained till
he should have heard the end of the
story. 1f he could sit thus for ever on
the mossy old log, listening to Louise's
sweet voice, and watching her charm-
ing piay of expression, how happy he
believed he would be!

“Some weeks ago, one afternoon,
my uncle called me from mending
Tommy's stockings, and told me =n
friend wished to see me in the draw-
ingeroom. I, who had no friends, was
much surprised; nor did this surprise
lessen when I was presented to the
man who had silenced the crazy Pole
that day in the train. His name was
Mitchell, and he turneid out to be an
old friend of my uncle’s “Rich as
Creesus and a bachelor,” my uncle
said to me, with a knowing wink,
when our visitor had departed.

I took a great dislike to Mr. Miteh-
ell; in manner and appearance he was
most repugnant to me. Bat I thought
very little about him oue way or an-
other—why should I interest myself
in & man older than my father? —un-
til, a week later, Uuncle Thomwas in-
formed me that Mr. Mitchell wished
to marry me."’

+Preposterous!’” exclaimed Owen.

«] don't often laugh in the presence
of Uncle Thomas, but when he told
me this, I laughed heartily. This
made my uncle very angry? Why
should I make game of the offer of a
man of whom I might be proud? I,
who would be in the work-house if it

Bae,
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were not for the charity of my rela.
tions!"’

*The brute!""

«Jf I was so silly as not to know on
which side my bread was buttered—it
was often diffienlt to tell—he wonld
turn me out-of-doors, and that wounld
perhaps bring me to my senses. But
why need I tell you the particulars of
this and many another most painful
scene? I was silent and undecided
for awhile, and at last found courage
to tell Mr. Mitchell that I could not
marry him.

“He listened with a disagreeable
smile, and replied: ‘My young lady
will not find refusal so easy as she
thinks.’ )

*“Owing to rusty conduet on the
part of your amiable uncle.”’ inter-
polated Owen.

*I belived this was his meaning,
until the next day. Then my aunt
informed me ealmly that I was already
married to Mr. Mitchell.”’

“Is that good lady subject to such
fits of mental aberration?”

“I stared at her in amazement, when
she proceeded to explain to me that.
according to Scotch law, if a man in
the presence of a witness ssys a
woman is his wife, and she does not
deny it, it becomes a legal marriage.
There was a witness in the train that
day—the old lady I mentioned—Mr.
Mitchell is Scotch, and was determined
to have his righis.

*l could not believe aunt was in
earnest, but it seems she was, and
what is worse, they all beset me every
hour of the day with speeches to the
effect that it is of no use to try to es-
cape my destiny—Mr. Mitchell has
the law on his side, and the sooner,
for appearance’s sake, I consent to
another marriage ceremony in church,
the better.

“] have asked you to meet me here
this evening, Mr. Stanley, to tell me
truly if there is any ground for their
saying I am Mc. Mitchell's wife.”

“It is the most preposterous, cow-
ardly lie I ever heard of !"" exclaimed
Owen, quite boiling over with indig-
nation. *In some parts of Scotland,
long ago. some such rubbish as they
tell vou might be true; but we are not
in Scotland. To have this rich man’s
money in the family, your reprobate
of an uncle is trying to play upon
your innocent ignorance, knowing or
believing you had no one to enlighten
you. He ought to be exposed and
prosecuted for his villainy.””

©Oh, I'm so glad and thankful you
assure me that this dreadful man has
no power over me!' said Louise, with
a profound sigh of relief

“You poor little friendless thing!"
As if of its own accord, Owen’s arm
encircled the girl's waist, and he ten-
derly and reverently kissed her unre-
sisting lips.

“And now 1 must fly back to the
house. D2ar me! the half-hourislong
past.”’

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t let them
persuade you to commit any rash folly.
Trust in me,”” said Owen, taking an-
other kiss in farewell.

Arviving at his lodgings, he found
two letters awaiting him; one from
Travers, a speeial chum in the old
luxurious days, and the other—he
could bhardly believe his eves—from
Uncle Raymond!

He dashed into the perusal of this
last at once, and discovered that, after
a year and a month, his former friend
and benefactor, his father's only
brother. was on the tr:ack of the fellow
who had committed a certain forgery
—a crime of which Morris Raymond,
in hot, sudden anger, had aceused his
nephew. Strong circumstantial evi-
dence against Owen was not wanting,
and thus suffiring for the misdeed of
another, he was thrust out for a rough
struggle with the world.

Now, through the merest chance, the
real culprit had been discovered, and
the letter in Owen's trembling hand
contained ample apology for past in-
justice, and an earnestly expressed de-
sire that old relations be renewed.

“*As you are reinstated with the old
boy’' —an extract from Travers' letter
—*I suppose we shall soon have you
among us again. I hope it will not
break your heart to hear that Nelly
Welland has given you the slip.
When she heard of your misfortune she
transferred  her affections to Mor-
timer."’

] think I have found some one who
will console me for the fickle Noally,”
said Owen, to himself. “Did ever a
stroke of fortune come at a luckier
moment?"’

0!d Cruncher’s hat plaved the role
of post-box on several occasions after
this; thare were other lefe-a-leles upon
the mossy log. and here O wen told
Louise the old, old story—told and
listened to with tender, sweet delight.
Uncle Raymond’s letter emboldened
Owen to prompt measures in depriv-
ing Mr. Miichell of his so-called bride,
and Mr. Cruncher of his niece.

Violent opposition, rage, bitter re-
proaches of ingratitude, a batile of
angry words, waxed fast and furious
for a time at the *‘red house with the
yeller chimney-pots,” but love gained
tha victory.—ZLucy Blake, in Leslie's
Week'y.

A Daughter's Devotion.

“No, Gzorge, our engagement must
be broken. Father has failed, you
know."

“When did your father fail? I
hadn’t heard of it,” he said, turning
pale.

*He failed yesterday. and is very
much prostrated in consequence. My
whole time must be given to him now.
He needs my undivided care and at-
tention, and though it may break
your heart, George, we must part for-
ever.” .

“Noble giri!"" thought Gaorge, as he
hastily grabbed his hat, and with his
broken heart went out into the night.
—Tezas Siflings.

-
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—*You say. Mr. Smith,” said the girl,
in a low, thoughtful this-is-a-serious-
matter sort of tone, *‘that you have
loved me for five years and have never
dared tell me so until to-night?"
“Yes,"" he replied. **Well, I can not
be your wife. A man whe has no
more courage than that would fe
to be asleep while a burglar stole his
baby’s shoes.”
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FARMERS AND TAXATION.
How the War Tariff * Protects™ the Ag-
ricultural Class.

The farmer is told that the tariff pro-
tects him by br.nging foreign laborers
over here to work in our protected
mines and factories, thus increasing
tiie home consumption of farm produce
and creating a better home market for
it. But in spite of the vast increase of
our population by immigration in the
last ten years, the farmer is painfully
conscious of the fact that he is getting
less for his beef, less for his pork and
less for his grain than he got ten years
ago. While his unmarketable surplus
is increasing every year, the tariff
forces him to pay out of his reduced
tncome more for his transportation
and more for all the necessaries he has
to buy. It forces him to buy in a mo-
nopoly market and sell in a free-trade
market in competition with the pauper
labor produce of India and Russia. It
forces him to furnish the great bulk of
our exports, to bear the whole burden
of our foreign trade, to pay the cost of
its transportation both ways to foreign
ship-owners. It aims to increase that
cost by shutting out importations so
that our exports will have to pay the
cost of the ship voyage both ways.

In addition to all this, whenever
foreign governments begin to retal-
iate by placing protective duties on
what we sell to them it is the farmer’s
produce that suffers again, because
there is nothing else on which they
can retaliate. Enormous import du-
ties are paid on all the flour, meat and
live-stockwe send to the West Indies.
France and Germany levy import du-
ties to protect their farmers from
ruinous competition with American
breadstuffs, pork and bacon, and now
our Consul at Stockholm writes that
the Swedish Parliament has decided to
fmpose a duty of 5.4 cents per kilo-
gram on pork and 6.75 cents on,bacon.

Thus does the farmer have to bear
the brunt of our trade obstruction pol-
icy, both as to its direct and indirect
effects. Free-trade England, the bete
noir of our protectionist orators, is the
only foreign Government that gives
him a show. She buys our cotton,
grain and meat. carries our produce
and finds her profit in a vast foreign
trade of which our tariff and naviga-
tion laws have given her almost a mo-
nopoly. Our war tariff period has been
the period of England’'s greatest trade
expansion and greatest increase in
wealth.

Facts like these are so apparent that
the farmers of the Northwest will no
longer blindly follow the lead of the
millionaire monopolists and trust
barons of the East in their support of
the war tarifft The demand for re-
vision can no longer be howled down
by the cry that any reduction of du-
ties which average forty-seven per
cent. means ‘‘free trade” and the
prostration of all our industries. The
party that goes into the next election
on any such platform foredooms itself
to overwhelming defeat in spite of all
the corruption-funds the robber trusts
can pour into the contest.—SL Louis
Post- Dispalch.

WORTHY OF CONFIDENCE.

Grover Clevelana's Ontiring Vigilance,
Courage and Firmness.

Senator John James Ingalls, who is
not friendly to the President, has ex-
pressed the opinion that Mr. Cleveland
is more phenomenad than Napoleon.

The vitriolic Senator from Kansas
did not mean to be complimentary.
But he was so in spite of himself. For
those qualities of the great French
soldier and law-giver, in which Mr
Cleveland resembled him, were his
good qualities. Grover Cleveland
possesses much o. the keenness of
vision, the untiring vigilance, the
courage and firmness, and not a little
of the audacity in great things, that
made Napoleon Bonaparte the great-
est soMier in history.

As a power in the world's affairs
there was no accounting for Napoleon,
and there is no accounting for Grover
Cleveland. Both will take places in
history among phenomena. Both rose
suddenly from obscurity, and when so
elevated wvoth displayed remarkable
powers of leadership. It is hard to
estimate public men with accuracy
during their lifetime, but it is safe to
say that Grpver Cleveland will take
rank as one of the most remarkable
men the United States has produced. In
1880 the country had never even heard
the name of the man whom four years
later it elected to the highest pesition
in the world. Called to the head of
the Nation without the slightest ex-
perience in National politics; never,

it is said, having set foot in
the capital of his country until he
went there for his inauguration,

he at once mastered the multifari-
ous affairs of the Government with a
thoroughness and detail which, per-
haps, no President before him ever
quite equaled. 1t was thus that Na-
poleon mastered the affairs of the
army and then the affairs of France.
Not only this, but President Cleveland
at once displayed a large, broad-mind-
ed, comprehensive grasp of the great
questions of the time. He saw the
way the country should go, and with a
cautious yet resolute hand he turned
it in that direction. First assuring
himself that he was right, he has not
failed in the quality of courage which
Napoleon had, and which so fgw
political leaders of our times possess—
the courage to *‘go ahead.”

The election of 1884, and the result-
ing administration of Grover Cleve-
land, have made the issues of the war
*schestnuts.”” The country has been
moved ahead twenty years in the
march of progress, and is to-day
measurably nearer a settlement of the
great questions that are agitating the
people than it was even one year ago.
And the President, in serving well his
country, has in the best and highest
sense served well his party. The
Democratie party is a bolder, broader
and better party for his leadership.

1t is a fortunate thing for the coun-
try that this man’s leadership is not
only net seriously questioned, but has
the unanimous and enthusiastic sup-
port of his party. Better still, the
conviction is general that the country
will vote, by an overwhelming ma-
jority, to give him the opportunity to

continue and finish the good work he -

has begun.—Boston Globe,

ICE-BERG POLITICS.

The Ludicrous JlInconsisiency of Ohilo's
Favorite Republican Som.

There ought always to be an appeal
open from the John Sherman en
in a frantic pursuit of the Presidency
to the John Sherman unvexed by the
buzzing of the Presidential bee in his
bonnet. The *““favorite son’ of Ohio,
for whom that State exhibits such ar-
dent and wuncontrollable affection ev-
ery four years, has always a cool and
often a clear head, and is at times hap-
p¥ inshowing the absurdity of unmean-
ing and misleading epithets and cam-
paign cries.

Thus, in 1867, when advocating a
reduction of the tanff, Congressman
Sherman said it was **simply an ab-
surdity to talk about a free-trade tar-
iff and to talk about a protective
tariff is unnecessary because the wit
of man could not possibly frame a
tariff that would produce $140,000,000
in gold without amply protecting our
domestic industry.’”” A year later the
same Sherman found it necessary again
to rebuke the reckless and demagogic
howl of *free trade' when nothing
was under consideration except a mod-
erate reduction of a high tariff He
said:

In considering so complicated a subjectas a
tariff nothing can be more deceptive than the
application of such general phrases as a “‘pro-
tective tarifl,” “a revenue tarifl,” “‘a free-trade
tarifl.”” Everylaw imposing a duty on imported
goods is necessarily a restraint on trade. Itim-
poses a burden upon the purchase and sale of
imported goods and tends to prevent every im-

portation. The expression “a free-trade tariff"
involves an absurdity. * * #

Certainly. But if the term *‘‘a free-
trade tariff”’ was an absurdity in 1868
Sherman’s recent sally, in which he
hurled the epithet “‘free trade’ at the
authors of a schemeto reduce the tariff
from 47 to an average of 36 per cent.,
shou’'d have been greeted with roars of
laughter, If a 36 per cent. tariff is not
highly protective, what is it? It is
higher than the Clay tariff of 1842.
We have Sherman’'s word for it that it
is 36 per cent. above any thing that
can possibly be styled *‘free trade.”
Moreover, he declared that the wit of
man could not frame a tariff that
*‘swwould produce 140 millions of revenue
without amply protecting domestie in-
dustry;”’ and yet the proposed 36 per
cent. tariff, which will yield 168 mill-
ions, he pronounces *“a free-trade
scheme.” Such a performance as this
would seem to support the claim of
John Sherman’s latest sbiographer, to
the effect that the Senator is a many-
sided man and holds doctrines accep-
table to voters of every party, condition
or class—ultra-protectionists and reve-
nue reformers, Nationalists and State-
sovereignty bigots, distillers and Pro-
hibitionists, blacks, whites, Chinese
and Indians not taxed. Years of Pres-
idency-hunting have effaced all trace
of consistency in him, and he is now
before the public rivaling in his politi-
cal professions the auctioneer who
wairranted his line of suspenders to be
“Jong enough for any man and short
enough for any boy." —Chicage ITib-
une.

CURRENT COMMENT.

——We predict a total failure of the

attempt to make the average American
citizen in 1888 cast his vote under the
delusion that this is 1863.—St. Louis
Post- Dispatch.
Already this Democratic Ad-
ministration has paid $50,000,000 more
to soldiers in pensions than was paid
in any four years of Republican Ad-
ministration.—Bowling Green Demo-
cratl.

It was said in years back that
thers was no difference of principle
between the Democratic party and the
Republican party; but in this cam-
paign at least that will not be true.—
Boston Globe.

Let those who complain that we
do not get enough Civil-Service reform
reflect on how much of it we would be
likely to get if Mr. Blnine or Mr. Sher-
man were to succeed Mr. Cleveland.—
Boston Globe.

Young Mr. Hayes, of Ohio, son
of his father, is learning to be a car-
penter. The first thing he should turn
his plane to should be a returning
board, or a plank from the Republican
platform.—Detroit Free Press.

——The New Sonth is simply the
old South with the heel of tyranny re-
moved from her neck. It is tha old
South recovering from the waste and
desolation of war. 1t is not the infu-
sion of new blood and brains from the
North, but the expulsion of the North-
ern carpet-bagger, and the placing of
intelligence and honesty at the top iu-
stead - of ignorance and debauchery,
protected by bayonets. — Nashville
Democrat.

Reforms are accompanied in the
United Stutes by the movement of the
masses of the people. The leaders
and wire-pallers care only for spoils;
the people, on the contrary, care only
for such policies as make for the gen-
eral advantage. The wire-pullers are
afraid to touch tariff reform for fear
they may burn their fingers; but the
voters and tax-payers demand it, and
they will have it. They know the time
is ripe for it. —Philadelphia Record.

There are two Republican par-
ties in Virginia, one led by Billy Ma-
hone and the other by ex-Congress-
man John S. Wise. The Mahone par-
ty favors Sherman for President, and
the Wise party is solid for Blaine.
Both parties will go to the Chicago
convention, and the one denied admit-
tance will take pleasure in knifing the
other during the campaign. On the
whole, things look cheerful in old Vir-
ginia. When political scalawags fall
out, patriots embrace the opportunity
to do business.—Si. Louis Republican.

Two Brethren at Outs.

—

Mahone, a Sherman'te, and White-
law Reid, a Blainiac, are impeaching
each other’s loyality to the Republican
party. Mahone was a Confederate
General who trained with the Demo-
crats after the war until a few years
ago, when a coalition with the Re-
publicans 1n Virginia on a local ques-
tion gave him a seat \n the Senate and
make him a Republican. Yet, he does
not scruple to arraign Reid as a Re-
publican *“suspect” for supporting,
with Mahone himself, the Democratie
eandidate for President in 1872 Itis
a very common thing in politics for the
pot and kettle to scorn each other's
blackness, —St Lowis Post-Dispalch,

PITH AND POINT. ~
—1It is no use hiding from » friend
what is known to an enemy. Ty
—That man who is looking for sym-
pathy needs it. —. Call.
—The note that is not due till two
years will be harder on you than the
note due in a year.
—There is no place where style
counts so little as in the lining of a
pocketbook. —Danswlle Breeze.
—Plain girls are thought to wear
best because it is noticed when they
lose their beauty. —MN. O. Picayune.

~—There are many people who would
like to trade their characters for their
reputations, and vice versa.— Ollawa
News.

—About every thing in this world
18 unhealthy except the uncomfortable
things which nobody eares for.-—>Mar-
tha's Vinevard Herald.

—I never knew one who made it his
business to lash the faults of others,
that was not guilty of greater ones
himself. — dddison.

—The reason some men can’t make
both ends meet is because they are too
busily engaged in making one end
drink. — 7%d- Bits.

—If an ugly woman of wit and worth
can not be loved until she is known, a
beautiful fool will cease to please when
she is found out. —Ayton.

—To pursue joy is to lose it. The
only way to get it is to follow steadily
the path of duty, without thinking of
joy. and then, like sleep, it comes mos
surely unsought. .

—He who hunts for faults will be
very apt to find them; but we would
advise all such to commence at home,
where they will likely find enough to
prevent their going abroad to seek
for more.

—An adequate amount of small
change will give us the equivalent of
the largest piece of money, but what
aggregate of little men will amount to
a single great one, that precious coin-
age of the mint of nature. — Lowell.

—Whatever temper of mind we
choose will surely become chronic in
time, and will be known to those
among whom we live as our temper,
our own particular temper, as dis-
tinguished from the tempers of other
people.

—Is there nothing of more worth
than dry goods and groeeries? Do
the rivers run only to multiply pick-
erel? Do the clouds rain only toraise
the price of wheat? Do oceanic tides
—those *‘‘equal pulses of the sea' —
rise and fall only to throw clams
ashore?—Adustin Phelps.

THE SHAKER CLOAK.

A Feminine Garmont Which Is the Ne
FPlus Ultra of Ugliness.

The ugliest garment ever hooked
about a prelty woman's neck is the
Shaker cloak, sometimes called a
monk's coat, and referred to by others
as anun's cover. The garment is of
peculiar shape, ankle depth, and gath-
ered to a yoke of shoulder length.
Two or three years ngo some tourists
copied the Shaker coat from the
Dutch, and, like the model, the design
was made of heavy cloth, lined to
keep it down, and finished with &
cowl. From November to April the
wrap was the sensation of the hour.
Not more than five ladies in the city
had one, and they appeared in the
sleighing parties, on the toboggan
grounds, in the carriage, and at the
operas, thrown over a faultless tollet
Actually they turned fashion mad
The local cutters were besieged, but
they had never seen the garment,
and the would-be . customer could
neither describe nor sketch a
model, and there was disappointment
on all hands. This season the shops
are flooded with the wraps. They
make a lithe woman look like a barrel
and a fat one elephantine. Made of
Iadies’ cloth, it does not take a very
healthy wind to inflate them, and
when the wearer, who feels that she
must do something, gathers the fronts
in her hand, making a swell at her
back, there is an irresistible longing
to deal it a blow just to ascertain how
much loud er the report of a cracker-
bag would sound. Up-town, down-
town, in the cars and thoroughfares,
at church, theater and concert, and in
the suburban trains you encounter the
hapeles, slouchy, unsightly garments,
as varied in tint as spring millinery,
hiding a graceful figure and making
a poor one bulky. It is hard to under-_
stand the taste that permits a woman
of limited means to indulge in a style
of this sort, for the very f act of its be-
ing popular should condemn it in the
eyes of good judgment. Now and
then & buyer will get canght in her
selection and pick out the very article
that has become s craze. In that
case a woman of wisdom will be far-
seeing enough to transfer her pur-
chase to a second-hand shop or dis-
pose of it below cost to her ehamber~
maid, on the weekly-payment plan if
need be.— Chicago Times.
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A L T WA T e L T

The Advice of a Sage.

A young man who was about to
start in business on Michigan avenue,
went to an old retired merehant the
other day to secure business advice.

«How much cash have you gotP”
was the blunt mmquiry.

“*About $300."

“And how mueh stock will you put
inP”’

“About $2.000."

“Um! Then your first move must
be to engrave your name on a flag-
stone im front of your store; your
next to paint your signs on all the
fences for ten miles around the city.”

“And why, oh, Sagef"

*That the publio six 1nonths hence
may recall the faot that you went into
business instead of going into a luna-
tic asylum! Good morning. sit?'’'—
Detroit Free Press,

A Logical Conclusion.

M. was extremoly fond of the pleas-
ures of the table.

Noticing one day that his beard had
turned gray while his bhair remained
black, he imparted the sad intelliganea.
to n friend: L S -

*I am afraid, M.,”" was the unfeel-
Ing reply, *thas it's becauss yo
workel your jaws & good deal al
than you have yoyr brain."




