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MY WIFE AND I.

WE never fight, my wife and I,
A« other couples do,
- Oat little mairimonial sky
- Is of the brightest blne.
Bhe pever beameme in my den
. Study, 1 should say),
e vows | am the best of men,
Bul then—she has her way!

Some wives are never pleased unless
They wring from you s cheque,
‘Wherewith to iny some costly dross,

"Or jewels for their neck.
'lq‘h le witch ne’er ask from mes
&

valueof a pin—
' She ls
. But

#0 good nod troe, you eee,
then—she keeps ttll,sr tin!

“"Twas not!" “ltwas " 1t was!™ “"Twasnot "
everscold and fight,
Full many & lnckless {Ju r, I wot,
From momming antil night,
If &’er woe have a word or two,
The ekirmish soon Is past,
Theee words are mild and very few,
. Buat @ hos the last,

Miscellany.

ONE OF MY WHIMS.

BY ROSELLA RICE.

#*Well, I guess I'll have to try my cure
in,” I said, wearily, as I sipped my
half cup of coffee at breakfust, and leaned
on the corner of the table with one elbow.
“It’s the best and surest cure for low
spirits that [ know of.™

““What is that?” said Helen, looking up
brightly.

“Why,” said I, “when I become low-
spi and sad, and everything aboul
home looks common and desolate, I just
goabroad among my neighbors, and I am
sure to come back ready to rejoice that
mine is such a pleasant, cheery home,
guiet, and clean, and beautiful.

The family all joined in laughing at
one of re?- “whims,” as they callet% it,
but indeed it was no whim, and if any of

ou women readers, who have good

omes, ever get to thinking that the wall-
paper in your rooms is decidedly ugly,
the Elctums on your walls common, your
books old and uninteresting, nothing good
to eat, your beds too hard, or too soft,
your clothes ill-fitting, yotr children cross
and, ill-bred, your servant esulky, your
husband morose, I do beg of you to try

. my éure.

Everything had been going wrong with
me for two or three weeks, and so that
morning I was realiy oblized to try the
cure. The girls combed my hairnicely, but
I wouldn't let them divide it and putit up,
coil around coil, that would appear stvlish,
and would not be half so comfortable as
Lo wind it up loosely and softly, gnite low
down., Then if I took a notion, while
resting on a log out in the woods, to
throw off my bonnet, and shake my head
freely, there would be no elaborite fix-
ing to come down, little by little, a pin
here, and a pin there. I don’t understand
why, but it has become a habit with
me, if T am out in the woods, my
first impulse is to let my hair down all in
2 heap, loosely and freely, until the first
silting is over.

Soon I concluded to go across the creek,
where lives one of my old neighbors on
whom I wanted to call, Katy Raymond.
Katy used to work for me when she was
a Eljl—she married the .young carpenter
who hoarded with us at the time. Her
first children were sickly little things, and
her married life was not very pleasant.
One of her little girls had an affiection of
the lower limbs and never waiked a step,
and just when she had regained her health
and n to be playful and happy, she
had the scarlet fever, and before she re-
covered from it she took a severe cold
which seitled in her eyes, and she lost the
use of them.

A sweet, little, blind, fair-haired girl,
who could not walk n step, was a great
and loving charge for the poor, impatient
young mother. The other three children
were puny and fretful with their white

Katy was very gladtoseeme, She was
one of those women whose home and
family were her world—her all in ail
She wasa remarkable cleanly housekecper.
The outside walls, beside her door and
windows, were made useful in every
sense of the word.

Beside thelwm dow, v;lhich w;as stl;ad ed by
& morning glory vine, hung her big, iron
frying-pan, sgdar, gridd%e, bi li&kin
, mop, scrubbing-broom, and all su

itchen paraphernalia that should have
been out of sight, no matier how clean,
or how honorable they were to the repu-
tation of a good housekeeper.

“Come in, if you can get in for the
dirt,” was Katy's salutation, and I found
her with her dress ‘ghmed up, her sleeves
rolled up to the elbows, her hair lifted
clear. out of the way onto the top of her
head, busy making bread. She always
did make as much fuss when she mixed
or moulded bread as an ordinary woman
would, if she were going to Europe to
stay all summer.

- How are you, Ka?!" I said as I sat
down in her cushioned rocking-chair.

* Oh, preity well, but I'm head over
ears in work. The bahy was teething Iast
week, and was so cross and fretful that I
didn't get much done, and that makes
80 much more to donow,” and she flew
sbout 80 briskly that she made the dishes
rattle in the cupboard. As soon as the
bread was fixed she washed her hands and
said: “Come into the parlor, my kitch-
en'snot fit to sit down in, it’s so dirty and
dusty,” and all the time Katy knew that
there wasn't a speck of dirt in her sweet-
smelling, tidy kitchen,

_Bhe led the way into the room she dig-
nified by the name of parlor.

I should have called it a hospital, in-
stead, for it had three beds in it, draped
in snow-white counterpanes, and ruffled
pillows; a trundle bed, and the baby’s
cradle, a big bureau, chest, stand, table,
clock, and a set of chairs, including the
twgom roc!fing Chlm 1

people must have ors, thon
because it is the custom}.mrwgit 2 h%ll:"-'
lesque on that empty fashion was Katy’s
well arranged store-room. She sat down
':ea;i‘lvy, :r ile & glatl‘i]ce of her keen, sharp
ept aroun ¢ Troom and over the
ﬂg)r tosee if all were well. -

‘“ Julie,” she said, ‘T see & bit of white
yarn ravelling, sticking on the carpet—
pick it up and burnit, will you? Dear
me!" said she, “it's nothing but dirt, dirt;
I cannot keep everything nice with these
young un's about all the time!”

‘“Well, you have none to spare out of
your mother-love,” said I, a littie nettled
at her useless fretting.

“No, not unless 1'd give them to the

man,” she answered, apologetically.
** Oh, Tl be so glad when school begins,
g.flmovont!;:ng is qpiel:. and cll‘ean once
come in here on the carpet,
Marier!” she screamed out shrilly rf:n
sad-eyed, Jellow-rmd child, who peeped
in at the door with a bunch of flowers in
her hand ; “throw away that truck, and
don’t go tracking around where 1 mopped
this morning—oh, dear!” and she hiptgd
her eyebrows dolorously.

“See what Bessie wants, Marier.,”
Bessie, the little blind, crippled child,
wanted a piece, and Katy told Maria to
split a coid biscuit and give her the top
&:, i;pm t;ith m:n;: of the jam that

e, mote i i
_the bottom of the cupbo:gﬂ.glm St o
‘“And be careful, Marier, and don't
uﬁ;tter acmm]lll. u&d i&f_ you break that dish
'1l take your head off in a trice, now
ria was busy at the cupboard gettin
the piece, and Bessie was s:l:ying, 'glgu:ryg,
oh do hurry, ’'m so hungry "
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Katy had laid the baby out on her lap,
and was pulling his jaw down as deter-
minedly as Sampson did the juw of the
lion, to show me the last new tooth. He
didn’t want to open his mouth, but he
might as well haveyielded gracefully, first
as Iast, for she opened it sany how; and,
though he kicked, and fHoundered, and
cut the air with his legs and arms, I told
her that I saw it, and it looked like a tiny
white pearl.

Just when sghe was telling me how her
other three children cut their first teeth,
one on a shell, and one on a silver half
dollar, we heard the unfortunate little
notched dish fall, and clink like the ring-
Ing of coin, and my heart leaped to my
mouth, for I knew it was bro en, and
knew what the result would be.

There was a seuflling of little feet Aying,
and of little heels in therar, and that very
instant the boy baby with the pearl-of-a-
tooth was thrust under his mother's arm,
as Franklin carried his roll, the iat,
creasy, pink legs sticking straight out,
#nd mother and bhaby darted our like a
streak oflightning, and before I could say
a word, the offender was caught with a
long out-reached arm and the blows fell
thick and fast. One blow would tip her
in one direction, and she would topple
over like a frozen plant that had thawed
and wilted down; then another blow
wonld bend her over in another direction,
She was doubled and twisted out of all
shape trying to dodge the blows from the
strong, horny hand that had grown as
muscular as a hlacksmith's.

“T'll learn you to be careful, you worth-
less, good-for-nothing little jade, yon,”
screamed out the angry mother. ‘‘Oh,
T'll be careful! I'll be careful”™ eried the
poor child, her hair all tossed up over her
head until she looked like a wild beast.

I didn’t know what to do; my eyes
glowed and blazed, and I was too much
excited to be fettered down to the use of
any language in my vocabulary. I was
abused, hurt, angry, and it was no time
for words of remonstrance. I knew I
should so far forget myself as-to be un-
womanly, and do more harm than good,
20 I rose and started home without a word
of good-bye. '

Katy heard the click of the gate latch,
and looking round with a veryv ugly, pur-
Ele-red face, stammered out: ““Why, don't
e in 8 hurry, Rosy!"

« “I'll call again when you are more at
leisure.”  She looked as though she
would sink out of my sight gladly, and
taking advantage of her discomfiture, a
temptation which I could not resist, I
said bitterly, but in as silky tones as I
could assume, *‘I am glad that your valu-
able glass dish was so easily and cheaply
mended, Katy.”

I am afraid the ghastly smile that went
with the congratulation was a horrible
caricature, becoming tha face of a demon
perhaps. Ob, I have mo patience with
thie class of inhuman mothers !

Right among the big, white-armed syca-
mores at the end of a wide green lune is
& white hounse. It looks so home-like,
with the lilacs pressing up sgainst the
windows, and the hop-vine, over the old
gate, toppling over, and all a-tangle with
pretty promises. The garden was a-flame
with flowers, some low and pressing flatly
upon the rich loam, some running up in

y, peaked spikes, and others looking
Fi?ge bright-winged butterflies that go
gadding all over the palings.

Just below the kitchen, among the plum
trees and willows, is a deep gash in the
hill-side, green as emerald, In which is
hidden the spring.

Here, with her married daughter, lives

an old lady whom I onght to meet every
time that I get the blues. It would make
me of myszelf, and of every

murmur that passes my lips. Oh, the
birds were singing, and trilling, and
warbling, and chatting in the bushes and
trees, and all overhead and around
seemed made up of odd bits of sweet
melody !

My heart was made glad and strong,
and T pansed, with one foot on the cool
door-stone, and drank in of the marvel-
ous beauty. Indeed, I almost felt, for a
minute, as if T were beautiful, handsome,
but just then I heard a long-drawn
“w-h-h—ah!” and I caught my breath
and turned away from blue skies, and the
song and hum and murmuor of bird and
bee and brook, snd tiH-wed softly into the
open room and tapped at the half-closed
door of old Aunty Canfield’s bed-room.
“Oh, don't knock, just come right in—
I know who you are; I saw you long ago
coming down the lane,peeking at this and
that and t'other as though everything in
the world was new, and I was so ’fraid
you'd pass by and not come in! But do
tell me what you found in that bare old
lnne?” and the old lady spoke pretty
sharply. p

“Oh, I found a good many things that
were new,” said I; “why, 1 saw rails in
that old fence that were so blotched and
overlaid and covered with moss and lich-
ens, that they looked too pretty to be al-
lowed to waste away, all ont doors alone,
when there are ladies in the cities who
would be so flad to have them to make
nice thinﬁa of.

““Then I saw great broad mats of white
violets—just compact beds of them, beau-
tiful, and in another place grew blue ones,
and in another pale yellow. Why, that
old lane is just a treasure, Auntie I’

“Oh, but amm’t violets just common
cock-ﬁihta, or Johnny-jump-ups #” said
she, *“I mind I used o have to whip my
young 'ung when they were little; they
woul uﬁ) out to the lane and gather their
hats full, and then sit down on the floor
and prétend they were playing cock-fight
with them, hooking them together, and
pulling them apart, and making them pull
heads off, and it allers ended in their
selves fighting, and I would have the
whipping to do. me ! none o
your vi'lets for me, as you call 'em. And
my opinion is that any woman wouldn't
be very smart who would want a rail—
an old mossy rail inside of her house in
any shape whatever,” and here she
!a\ﬁghed until her old fat sides shook like
Jelly. !

& T didn't like to be laughed at, but I was
glad that the whimsical old lady could
raise a laugh, even if it was at my ex-
pense. Soon her daughter came in.
Susie was glad to see me, and gladder to
see her old mother so funny and noisy.
Then the old lady told Busie what we
were laughing at, but somehow Susie
couldn't see anything to laugh about.

She said she had always wanted cone
frames, and moss baskets, and such pretty
things, but her way Lad been hedged up
so that she had no time to devole o any-
thing else than housework. Iler father
and mother and hushand had always
treated her wishes with contempt, and
told her that one good r1oll of her nice,
hard, yellow butter was worth more than
all the fol-de-rols that silly, women spent
their time in making.

I said, ““Well, Susie, we will seleet two
of those mossiest rails out in the lane,
and get the boys to help us make crosses
of them, to put in our yards, to train
some li%hl., airy kind of a vine upon—I
know of nothing prettier, or more orna-
mental for one’s door-yards.” Susie
brightened up, and was very glad, and we
soon made our plans, when and where we
would make them, and have them stand,
when her mother called out sharply,
“‘Busie, if you do put such s thing in the
yard I'll use it to hzm% jrour father’s old
yallerflannel shirts and drawers on; them
old patched ones; see if I don’t now! That
would be fine work, indeed—why folks
would think we were Catholics to see n
cross inthe yard—no, indeed,there'll be no
cross sfuck up out in this yard, that'sso!”

The poor, old, ignorant mother
grew  ve angry, and a purple
spot burned in each cheek, and

\her  eyes pgleamed out viciously.

“Oh Aunty,” I gaid, “it is right to mix in
a little ot the beauty and poetry of life
with the common and bare and bleak.”
“If you want poetry you'll find it in
tlre Paalms of David, but | guess vou and
Susie both ain't fur short of being
heathens. Crosses, indeed! that'sa likely
story; that a woman of my age, the
mother of eleven grown children, and
member of the Methody Church for goin®
on forty year, would bemean herself b
having a cross struck up in her yard. (y

some pap, and go and feed the celves out
in the lot fernent the barn. That's her
work, and she ought to do it, 100."

I saw the tears standing in Susie's eyes,
though she looked down, aad slid the
wide hem of her apron back and forth
through her fingers.

“Well,” I said, ““I'm sorry that I spoke
a word to hurt your feelings, Auntie, and
I wish now that | had not ealled in at sll;
but I heard you were not very well, so I
came in."

“Oh, I'm not a bit well,” she whined
out, in a low, changed voice. “I triedto
empty a feather tick the other day, and I
was very poorly before I got done. 1
guess | must have breathed some of the
feathers into my  lungs, for 1
felt so smothered, and there was such
a lump in my throat,” and the old lady,
4 victim to the whim of the moment, sank
back in her cushioned chair, and her jaw
fell, and no one would have known that
she was the woman of half an hour pre-
vious.

As I started home, I gave Busie, the
poor captive, a good, hearty kiss in the
d oorway, and said, “I love you, poor
Susie, my friend; you must be brave and
of good cheer; your way will not always
be in darkness: come and see me when
you cun, dear;” and I left her with her
tearful fuce buried in her apron.

As I went up into the lane I stopped to
admire the pretty things there, and 1
looked back and saw Susie walking down
the path through the strong fennel, with
a little pail full of feed for the two red
calves that had poked their heads through
between the bars, Poor, peor Susie!

I tried to earry one of the mossy rails
home with me, but it proved to be too
much for my strength. So I laid it aside
for some more stalwart member of my
family. I was not afraid of any opposi-
tion from that quarter—not a man of them
but would be glad to humor me in any
whim, if only for love's sweet sake.

The last call was on Becky Morrison.
She suffered from an incurable disease,
and with her aged parents depending
upon her for support, she could not die
as long as they needed her. The neigh-
bors were very kind and assisted them,
and they wanted for no comfort or luxu-
ry. They loved, and feared, and trusted
God, and gave themselves up to no vain
regrels or repinings. They believed that
“Ie doeth all things well.”

‘When I opened the great field gate, that
led the way through the maple grove, my
home on the green hill side was before me,
a bright picture with its dark back ground
of oak lands and orchards. “Oh, my
beautiful gem !" 1 said with enthusinsm,
as | paused and gathered in the whole
scene,

In the evening, when we sat round the
tea table, my family all about me, I could
hardly eat for emotions of joy. Oh, it
was so good to have a happy, cheerful,
loving and beloved home! The contrast
came up before me vividly.

Instead of a clattering, noisy, dusty,
loom in my home, was a piano, Beside
the chieery fireplace, was a staud on which
lay grandpa’s glasses on the well-read
bible, with books and magazives und
papers ; and on the walls pictures in hand-
some frames., Unlike ty Raymond's
poor hen-pecked husband, who was afraid
to step his cautious feet on his own floor,
my Kingly Charlie, in slippers, would sit
and read aloud, sharing everg' good thing
with me and the children. My boys and
girls were studious little men and women,
who might break every dish in the cup-
board and not feel a blow from my loving
hand. I was their mother and compan-
ion—not & tyrant who dealt with them
conrsely and brutally, My dsnghters
were permitted to indulge in all nnocent
amusements, that make youth so beautiful
to look back upon.

Alter tea I went into the sitting-room,
and I bhad thought I had never seen it
look so homelike, cosy and inviting, 1
thought of all the homes I had seen that
day—EKaty's, on the bank of the creek;
Auntie nfield’s bleak, bare bed-room,
and how she scolded me, and how deso-
late she made it for poor, dear Susie: of
the poor, invalid girl, and her old pn-
rents depending upon her for their sup-
port—and I feit truly thankful that my
lines had fallen in pleasant places, and
that none of these burdens lay upon me
or mine. A sense of my own unworthi-
ness filled my heart with shame, and I
stole out and slipped up to Charlie, and
put my face down beside his, snd whis-
pered: ** Do you know, Charlie, that you
have a very ungrateful, unkind wife, un-
worthy of such a home, and of such &
husband? Do you know it, you poor,
abused fellow?!" Charlie’s warm lips
touched my cheek, and he made his voice
very soft and low and musical, as he an-
swered: ““No, I don't know it, my little
queen, and no word of yours can make
me believeit."— Wood's Household Magazine.

Judge Matthews Explains.

WasHTRGTON, May 16.

Ir will be remembered that Judge Mat-
thews, of Cincinnati, temporary Chair-
man of the Cincinnati Convention,
charged that the slow poison of corrup-
tion pervaded the whole civil and political
Administration of Mr Grant. A friend in
one of the departments of this city, call-
ing Judge Matthews' sattention to this
statement, received this reply, which is
made public by the author's permission:

CxciNNari, May 8.

My Dear SBm: Nothing connected with
the recent disgraced and disgraceful Con-
vention at this place has given me so much
pain a8 your note call’'ng my attention tothe
statement taken from a speech of mine,
printed with the interpretation you evidently
put upon it. Allow me, in the first place, to
say that I was put forward as temporary
Charrman of the Convention withont an
hour's notice, and consequently what T said
was tolally unpremeditated; and, in the
next .[l)‘lnce. that the extraet you make, and
whicl,if 1 had intended it to be taken in the
Liberal sense, would be justly a matter of re-
gret that it had been uttered, does not repre-
sent the truth of my sentiments. On the
contrary, I have no reason to believe, and
never have believed, that personally the pres-
eat Administrution were guilty of corrupt
conduet or motives, and I ought to have
expressed myself 20 as Lo have avoided any
such charge, What I was striving to say
bad reference to the general corruplion of
our publie political life, pervading it in every
department, whereby personal aund party
ends seemed fo be substituted for the public
zood, and the Intest and best illustration, of
which I am free to say I# now to be found in
the action of the wery Convention, in the
{sresenee of which this declaration was made.

am greatly chugrined at the whaole matter,
my own participation in it included, and
have concluded, perhaps mnot sufficiently
goon, thut as s politician and President-
maker I am not a success. T greatly regreot
that T have given offense to you and to many
other personal friends whose integrity T
may have seemed to question, but which 1
can assure you was the farthest from my
thoughts. 1 hope vou will L abl: to regard
it as though it had never been sald,  Very
respectiully, your friend,

BTANLEY MATTHEWS,
— -

—A gentleman in IMlinois arrived home
from a journey of some length, a few
days ago, and found that he had lost his
dog and a pair of old boots. After a long
search he found the dog twenty miles
awny keeping watch and ward over his

boots by the roadside.

| Maxy of our readers—those amon
| elder—of Boston and

| No. 39 Washington street.

' front of granite and iron has superseded |

would look more like if Susii’d make | nume stuck up ig golden letters.

| those who remember Whitney  will not
1

| been making himself useful among the

An Anctioneer’s Fun.

the
will re-
Rooms, at
It is all gone
now. The old office overhead, where I
first tried my band ai the “quill editori
al™ has pussed away, and an imposing

vicinity,
member Whitney's Auction

the modest factde upon which I was so
proud, in those long-gone days, to see my
Ard

fail to remember *‘old Torrey,” his aue-
tioncer, Once upon a time ’I‘urrvy wig
taken sick, and Whitney sent up to the
Tremont Theater for Fullerton to come
down and preside at the evening sale.
This Fullerton wasa wag of the [first
water. He had, aforctime, been a favor-
ite salesman of the mart, but had of Iate

kmigiits of the buskin, and was one of
Gilbert's best men for sudden make-shifts,
At this time Fanny Kemble was at the
Tremont, where she had been literally
electrifying the people by her impersona-
tion of Juliz in **The lfum'lahucﬁ," and
there was hardly 2 man or woman in the
city, with the price of a ticket to spare,
who had not seen her; and the ambitlons
boys of the street, and boys of maturer
yeurs, had repeated the celebrated lines
of Julin’sery:
“Clifford, why don't you speak to mic?
0! Cliford, is It you®" etc,

until they had become as familiar as
household words.

Fuollerton had called for bids upon an
old-fashioned eight-day clock, and had
run it up to ten dollurs, when it hung.

* Going—going—ten dollars. Do I
hear no more? Ten dollars. All done
at ten dollurs?*—8hall T hear fifty*—All
done at ten ?—Going—going—gone ! What
name¥"

There was a pause. Again the auction-
eer demanded—* What name?®” upon
which a timid veoice upon his left an-
swered—** Clifford.™

“O! Cliford, ivit you ?** eried Fullerton,
dropping his hammer, and clasping Lis
hunds, @ {@ Fanny Kemble.

The joke was irresistible.  All present—
and the large room was erowded—recog-
nized the imitation in a moment; and the
andience, in token of their appreciation,
followed up the burst ot lsughter by a
round of vociferous applanse.

“Clifford!" exclaimed the auctioncer,
as soon as the merriment had somewhat
subsided, *'is it cash?—shall we eall it
cash?—0 ! Clifford "—drawing out his
handkerchief in grand burlesque o1 the
divine Fanny—** & #f—is if—yonus"

Clifford, the innocent purchaser, it
seems, was 8 hashful, retiring old bache-

| nel Me Pelter.

lor, entirely unacquainted with theatrical
things, and having become really alarmed |
at the unaccountable merriment of lllt‘l
crowd, he was afraid to open his lips |
nguin, lest he should excite another burst
of the strange humor.

_“Is it cash, sir?" again asked the auc-
tioneer.

All eyes were turned upon Clifford, who
looked very much as did Jerry Blossom
when he wanted to go home to his
mother.

Fullerton would rather lose his cus-
tomer than his joke, and with a last effort
of his imitative powers, throwing himself |
into position, and literally reproducing
the flash snd the tone of the impetuous,
fiery-cyed Fanny, bhe cried—

“Clifford ! Why don't you speak to me?™

The assembly fairly screamed at this,
and amid the uproarions, deafening burst |
poor Clifford made a precipitate holt for
the door, and escaped.—N, Y. Ledger.

e b

NASBY.

[From the Toledo Blade.]

MR. NAFAY AT HOME—THE CORNERS FINALLY
BROUGHT TO THE SUFPORT OF GREELEY.
Coxrnpmt X Roans, i
(wich Is in the State uv Kentncky,) >
May Sth, 1872

I hed a severe time uy it at the Corners,
gittin our people to consent to tukin the
great and good Horris Greeley to their bnz-
zums, and embracin uv him the same as tho
he hed bin Breckinridge, Hoffman, or some
sich man, wich they hed bin more familyer
with. It took four days uyv persistent swear-
in afore I cood convinee em that 1 hed any
idee uy supportin a man wich they hed heerd |
me denounce ez the vilest Ablishen despot |
on earth, a thousand times. Alas! they |
don't know the full elastissity uv the Demo-
erntic mind.

I called & meetin, and give em an account |
uv my stewardship at Cincinnatl,

Icommenst my remarks by sayin that 1
went to Cinemnati with o view uv nominat-
in that sterlin  patriot, Judge Davis, who,
tho in oflis ez a Republikin, hezn't enufl Re-
publikinizm about him to hart him, or that
other sterlin patriot, Chas. Francis Adams,
tho son uv John Quney Adams, but wich
hezn't anything uv the Adams abont him but
the name. It woz & gatherin uv the people,
not an offis-holders convenshen; and that
wuz what wuz the matter with ns. Not one
uv the delegates held a government posish-
en, and not one uv us hed any chance uy
gittin one under Grant. “Grant be d—d."
wuz the ery in chorus. “Give uns anybody
else.” I confest, tho, I wuz somewhat dis-
appointed. The Convenshen hed throwd off
{]ﬂ Adams and Davis and nominated Gree- |

oy, y

“Hang him!" shouted the people. *T kin
lick uny man ina minute who asks me to |
vote for him!" shouted Kernel McePelter.

1 P;lid no attention to these compliments,

“ hed no idee uv even supportin him, and
wuz glad uv his nominashen only ex I bleeved
he wood draw off enuff Republikin votes to
ennhle us to eleet a sound Constitooshnel
Demoerat—""

“That’s wat we wani—a sound Consti-
tooshnel Democrat!” yelled Keruel MePelter,
late uv the Confedrit servis.

“But I hev notist that the great majority
uv the Demokratic i\npurs-fl kin read, my
brethren, and hev that advantage over yoo)
—insist on adoptin him at our Convenshun,
and ef s0, he 18 our candidate.”

“We'll see him—"'

“Hold!" ged I, quickly; **No good Demo-
krat kin bolt a regler nominazhen, and after
all Horris is not the wust one we kin hov.
Our motto wuz ‘Principles, not men.’ We
carried it out to the letter. We adopted
principles; and ez for men, we come ex near
nuthin ¢z po=sible, under the circumstances.
Troo, he I8 a hizh protective tarifl man, wich
don’t soot Elder Pennibacker; but the Elder
must remember that the versateel Horris is
willin, ef we will support him, to treat that
ishoo ex one to be gettled by the people else-
where. He wnz an oppressor uv the South,
Kernel MePelter wood eay. Troo, he waz at
times, and then, agin, at times he wuznt, I
hev wacht the great and good Greeley very
closely for many vears. There ain't no ques-
tion that I now remember uv (except slavery
and the price of the New York Weekiy
Triboow), that he aia’t been on both sides uv
o dozen times. Like the intoxieated indivi-
Juel who coodent git into bed -coz the room
wuz whirlin round, and who determined,
finally, to lay still and wait till the bed
came round to him, all that any question hez
got to do is to stay still and Horris is certin to
come round to it. He bleeved slavery wuz
unconstitooshnel and yet wuz for payin the
nigger ownors for the niggers. He defended
Johm Brown’s rald, and t‘){;[mm-d secession.
Then immejitly thereafter he favored seces-
sion, then insisted on war agin us for secedin,
then urged the Feflral hirelins on to Rich-
mond ; then tried to pateh up a peace with
nf. He hez bin & Radical and a Conserva-
tive; a Fourierite and a believer In bran
bread. He opposed Taylor and sapported
him; he supported Linkin and opposed him;
in ghort, he hez bin on all sides uv all ques-

tiong—one side to-day, and tother to-mor-
row, and very frequently both at the same
time. In short, 1 dop't koow uv nothin |
thit he bezn't bin, and can’t imagine nothin |
that he ain't extremely likely to be, T read
hia record yosterday, and wuz wuss tore up
in my mind than ex tho I hed bin on s drunk
for & week. I never knowed more confusin
or intoxicatin readin,”

“But,” sed Deckin Pogram, * are we Dim-
ocrats to be ¢ prelled to vote for sich 4 bun-
dle ny eontradickshons ¥

“My aged  friend,” I replied blandly,
“woud yoo like to receive fromm me the Lri-
fin sum of eme hundred and elghty dollars,
wich I owe yoo? Wood Bascom ? Wood—"

From every Indivijuel in that awjence

th\em Imm.e up like the roar uv a torrent :
i 'c‘ "

On the question of my payin my debis the
Comers is singlerly yoonanimons,

“ My brethren, the way to my liquidatin is
Post Oriis, und Post-Orfis only. Ef I wuz in
my old place now okkepled by that disgus-
tin nigger, Lubbock, yoo wood hev at least
a chance for yoor money. Ef the great and
vrood Gru-lc)‘ is elected that nigger goes out,
and I go in. ~ Pollock goes out uy the Collee-
tor's Omis, ndd in goes Iesaker Gavitt or Eer-
Wiatkins, the nigger Asses-
sor, woodent be allowsd to hold his place a
minit, and that saint, Deskin Pogram, orthat
other saint, Elder Pennebucker wood be im-
mejitly installed, and—" -

(Hear | hear ! from Issaker Gavitt, Elder
Pennebacker, McPelter and Pogram—EKernel
McPelter carnestly lickin a man who in-
dulged in lafter.)

“In short, my brethren we want the offi-
sis. We hev been eating grass, like Nebu-
chadpezzar, sence 1560 (with the exception
of Johnson's blessed yeers), and Pharoh's
lean kine aint nothin to us. We hunger and
thirst for em. Uv eourse I'd ruther git my
place buck agin thro Breckinridge, but ruther
than not hey it 1'd take it from Wendell
Phillips hisz¢lf. Ef Greeley is nessary to
gittin them 1 go Greeley., He may shift ex
fast ez he pleases, 1 Kin follow him. Pat
that Post Orifis in front uv me, and of he kin
shift faster than I kin, 1 hev over-estimated
my powers in that line. And we shel git the
offisis under him. He will insist upon guali-
ficashens strenuously, but he hez his own
standsard. He beleeves that them who ad-
mire Horrls Greely are ex-offisho, fit for any
place under any government, and them who
don't aint wuth s d—n for snything. Iam
talented at admirin sich men, I am.*"

Pogram, Pennibacker, McPelter and [esa-
ker Gavitt woz entirely convineed, but there
wuz &#till murmuarin among the others,

“You idiots,” said I sternly, *is Grant o
Republikin

“Hejsl—heis™

“Hev yoo, ez Democerats anything to ex-
pect from him ¥

“We hevn't " they replied.

“Do you know the pekoolyarities uv the
great and good Horris ¥ 'We know wat he is
to day, we know wat he wuz yesterday, and
sich uy yoo ez kin read plain print and write
without runnin yoor tongues out kKin asser-
tane wat he wuz before that. Wat he haz
been yoo know, but wat he will be only the
Almity, who knowa all things, kia tell, and
no one but hisself supposes he is uv saffishnt
account to be made the subject of prophecy.
We are very cortin nv a Republikin ef Grant
is elected—we may hev a Republikin ora
Demokrat ef Groeley succeeds. Its an even
chance where he lites, with the per cent. in
our favor, for uy course the Republiking will
make fun uv him, wich is the only thing he
never forgives. Ez an uncertainty is better
for us than a certainty, ‘rah for Greeley ™

They wuz convinst and immejitly a Gree-
ley Club was organized. In Cincinnatl I hed
cembarkt in a speculation. I hed twenty
dollars left from the money I hed borrowed
uy Judge Davis' committee, and I invested
‘em in fifty white hata of an anclent pattern,
expectin to sell em to the Greeley Club, wich
1 intended to organize, at say $1.50 oach.
After the club was organized, I stated to "em
thut the yooniform must be the style uv
dress uy our beloved chief ; & white hat and
the left pantaloons leg on the top uv the
boot leg, and that T hed sekoored white hats
enufl to supply the club. Here a difficalty
okkurred. In the entire party there wuzn't
a pair uv pantaloons which wasn't worn off
at least three inches above where a boot-top
wood be, and it bein warm weather the
aujence waz all barefooted. However they
took the hats readily, and I stashened myself
al a table to receive the cash for "em. A pro-
fit ov fifty-five dollars wusn't o bad. Alas!
how human hopes are blighted! Basceum sed
he'd take them hats, collect the money for
em and credif me on account ! and he did it
I didn't get a dollar uv it!

I swallowed it ez best I mite, for it ain't no
good to make a row about it. No one inthe
Corners kin oppose Bascom, for he hez all
the likker there iz. But we hed a jollificashen
over the orgunizashen. It wuz a cheerin
site to see ity men all in Greeley white hats
drinkin the health uv the great Horris in
Bascom's new whisky! It wuz a cheerin
site to see the zeal wich the admirers uv the
w hite-coated philanthropist, all in white hats,
went for sich niggers ez they found in the
streets that pite! T don't dispair uv seein
niggers flogged under them white hats,

Perrornevm V. Nasny,
(wich wnz Postmnster.)
—_———————-

THE OLD MEN'S GRANT MEETING.

BY JOAN 0. HAYES

WreLL, wife, we've had a meetin’ at the echool-
house on the hiil.

And T was choren Chalrman to keep the old men
still, ’

But1 found T conldn't do it; each man down his
cane would plant,

And shout with ail the voice he had, “I'm goin® in
for Grant!™

Wetalked abont the past four“years, what great
thing= had been done;

How thenation’s debt had melted like the snow
hefore the sun;

We said, to keep it meltin', do a better thing we

can't,
Than to stick and hang together, and all go in for
Grant.

Weall Jlooked through our spectacles npon the
naked facts,
Thendrow the vell of charity o'er giant Sumner's

acts,
We said, “*We like you, Sumner, but go your way
we can't’
Then made the school-house echo with a rousivg
shout for Grant.

We didn't have much charity for Trambull or for
e

Schurs;

Thay stand aronnd the party gate a pair of snari-
ing enre;

Thelr spreches cannot harm ne, nor make Grant
toe their mark,

He's an old Galena tanner, and knows how to han-
dle nARK.

We talked abont Grant's smokin’—we thought it
no great sin:

To vote that out of office we might vote a worse
one in;

And, seein’ we were smokers, "twonldn’t do for os
to rant,

So we lit our pipestogether, and smoked the health
of Grant.

In the tllnlhﬂf the rebellion none of us conld go
to t.

But we rts'nd from morn till evening bow he bat-
tled for the right;

He has heen the nation's servant In the days of
peace and war,

And treason welts before him like the emnoke from
hie cigar,

After T"d adjourned the meotin® [ gave cach the
friendly grip;

We, every one, determined to stand by the war-
tried =hip;

We will not topple over, we will not aven slant,

But pnt our canes down flrm and strong, and stand
up straight for Grant,

- . ——— -

The Connecticnt Senatorial Contest
Puarely a Personal One.

All reports concerning the Senatorial
election in Connecticut agree in the state-
ment that the contest between Mr. Ferry
and Mr. Hawley was one purely person-
al. Thus the New Haven Palladsum, of
Monday, in an article warmly urging the
claims of Mr. Ferry, says: “No one has
the right to express any doubt as to the
sarty fidelity of either” Mr. Ferry or Mr.
]lIuwie_\'. and asks if “Mr. Ferry's Repub-
licanism is not as unquestioned as Mr.
Hawley's.”™ The correspondent of the
New York Werld writes to the same effect,
saying:

“The fight now, so far as the Repnblicans are
concerned, ls entirely on personal gronnds. 1t Is
not claimed by the friends of efther that their candi-
date i & better Republican than the other, but it Is
claimed by the Democrats that Ferry 15 a safer, a
more patriotic, and A more spresentative man
than Hawley. AsT anderstand the feelings of the
Democrats, this and this enly is the ground opon
which they will not vote for him."

The New York Herald correspondent,
after speaking of a rumor that was afloat;
and that had been anthoritatively denied,
to the effect that General Hawley had
given in his adhesion to the Greeley
movement, says:

“Sineewriting my letter this mormning, 1 have had
an interview with a prominont Ferry Hepnhlican,
who is evidenotly alarmed that the ianm-Inn has
gane forth that Mr, Ferry = not in full sympathy
with the Administration, He assures me that the
friends of Ferry in the Hepuhlican party stand

committed to no poliey other than that of the old |
Republican party ; that while there {2 not o much |

enthusiasm as formerly for Grant In this Siate the
general sentiment in the R [)mh'liran party is to
amdhere to the fortunes and policy of the Philadel-

hia Convention and its nominee, no matter who |

e may be, or st least to remals In full sympathy
with the general policy of the Republican party
nntll party line= are more closely mapped oot
He reporte that this fs alike the feellng of those
Hepublicans who sapport Ferry and those who
support Hawley, and that the guestion turns
n!un-'lupun the popularity aml merits of the two
men.®

|
l

We have been at the pains to collate
this testimony, because certain journals
that are supporting the Greeley nomina-
tion have been industrionsly circulsting
the story that the election of Ferry was a
proof of the waning fortunes of the Re-
publican party in Connecticut. That
there is no word of truth in this state-
ment, i« pluinly shown by the extracts we
have quoted.  As the New Haven Pulla-
divm remarked:  *“The election_of a Sen-
ator in May has nothing to do with the
election of a President in November."—
Cincinnati Gazetle,

e ———

Detraction of President Grant.

The Liberal press keeps nup a constant
hue-and-cry about “‘personal govern-
ment.” Genersl Grant is-called “‘the ml-
itary President,” the ““Dictator,” and every
opprobrious epithet is heaped upon him
that could be uttered against a man who
had betrayed his country and his party.
One would suppose, to read the shameless
newspapers  that support the Liberal
cause, that President Grant had abolished
Congress; that he had over-ridden the Su-
preme Court; that he ruled the country
without the assistance or advice of a Cab-
inet, and thut he made and executed laws
regardless of the will of the people, Of
course all tlus loose talk is the merest
bulderdash of dishonest politicians, and
more dishonest newspapers. Of course
they know when they utter and write it
that they are grossly misrepresenting the
President; and if they had ordinary good
sense they would be conscious that such
wild misrepresentations are an insult to
their readers. That there is nothing in
the history of the present Adminisiration
to indieate that its head has ever been a
military man, is as well known to its de-
tructors as itis to the people generally:
and the endless harping upon this one
string is the best evidence in the world of
the utter poverty of the political stock-
in-trade of thre Liberals.

When Congress placed in the hands of
the President power to declare martial
law in the Southern States he waited long
before enforging it, and then only did it
in insignificant portions of two States,
The moral force alone of the Ku Klux
law proved exceedingly beneficent in
;Luelling disorders, and no just eritie of

regident Grant can fail to admit that his
conduct in its enforcement was character-
ized by extreme moderation; was in fact
the act of & cautious and wise civil ruler,
determined to keep within the bonds of
that true conservatism which should con-
trol the civil authority in a Republican
form of government, he slanderers of
President Grant cannot point to a single
veto by him of any important messure
during his administration. They cannot
point to a single instance of his exercise
of the executive authority in contraven-
tion of his pledge made in his inaugural
message that he would have ““no policy
to enforce agninst the will of the people.”
They ecannot point to a single instance
where one of his appointees has been
proved guilty of malfeasance or misfeas-
ance in office that hehas not promptly dis-
charged him from the employ of the Gov-
ernment, They canmot point to a single
law of Congress that he has not faithfally
executed, whether it corresponded to his
personal views or otherwise, The charge
that President Grant has made the Gov-
ernment a personal one is as unfounded
as the others. The charge that he has
appointed relatives and friends to office
is trivial, and the conclusive answer to it
is, that in every instance where such ap-
pointees have proved unfaithful or inefli-
cicat they have been promptly removed.
The grand charge which is repeated every
day in almost all the Libersl journals,
that the negotiations for the annexation
of San Domingo constituted an usurpa-
tion of power is not sustained by the
facts; and the remanding of the whole
question to Congress, without- making a
single effort to influence the action of that
bodyv, was a siriking evidence of his

fidelity to his original pledge, that
he would have * no policy to en-
force against the will of the people.”

A careful review of the history of Pres-
ident Grant's Administration leaves the
Liberals no ground to stand upon. They
are reduced to pure personalities, and the
disgraceful feature of their opposition
consi<ts in the fact that what they falsely
charge aguinst the present Administration
Is precisely what they want to sccomplish
for themselves.

The gaod men who went to Cincinnati,
actuated by honest and praiseworthy mo-
tives, are gradoally but surely gliding
away from the movement, and there is st
present scarcely anything left of it but
bad politicians, who are endesvoring to
trade with the Demoeracy for the indorse-
ment of Baltimore. Whether the trude
succeeds or fails is equally unimportant.
If it succeeds, Mr, Greeley will have no-
thing but Democratic support. If it fails,
he will be driven from the canyass in dis-
grace.— Chicago Inter-Ocean,

—_————— . —

Amusing Scene on a Street Car.

Tuae passengers on one of the Riker's
street cars langhed some yesterday morn-
ing at n scene between the conductor and
a well-dressed young man from George-
town. Asthe car was passing down the
avenue, the young man al the time stand-
ing on the platform taking it easy, with
one foot on a trunk, he was approached
by the conductor and his fare demdnded.
He quietly passed over his five cents.

Conductor.—] demand twenty-five cents
for that trunk.

Young Man (hesitatingly ).—Twenty-five
cents ¥ Well, 1 think, I will not pay it.

Conductor.—Then I shall put the trunk

Young Man.—You had better not, or
you may be sorry for it.

Conductor pulls strap, stops car, dumps
trunk on the avenue, starts car, and after
going some two squares, spproaches the
young man, who was still s calm asa
summer morning, and in an angry mood
says: *Now I have put your trunk off,
what are you going to do about it ¥°

Young Man (coolly).—Well 1 don’t pro-
pose to do anything about it: it’s no con-
cern of mine : it waan't my tronk.

Conductar (fiercelyl—Then why didn't
you tell me so ¥

Young Muan.—Because yvou did not ask
me, and I told you you'd be sorry for it

Conductor (farious).—Then go inside
the car.

Young Man.—Oh no! youw're good
enowgh company for me out here.
At this juncture a portly German

emerges from the car, and angrily says,
“ Here, you feller, where is mine drunk

Young Mun.—My friend, I think that
is your trunk down on the avenue there.

German.—Who puts him off * I have
the monish to pay him. I will see aboot
dot.

The car was stopped, and shortly after-
wards the conductor was seen lo come
sweating up with the trunk on his back
—a part of the performance he did not
enjoy halfl as well ns did the passengers.
— Waskengton Star.

—A dencon who keeps a grocery store
in & neighboring town, having instructed
his clerk, when out of a desired article,
to ceall'the attention of the customer to

.the next nearcst thing, was not a little

astenished when hie pastor called and
inguired for ncw molasses to hear the
clerk say, * We have no new molasses,
but we have got some nice new rom.*

—_— - -—

Tax big drum for the Boston Jubilee is
twelve feet in diameter and five
through. It is being made at Farmington
Ft\lls, Me.

e e

—Does a cow become real estate when | child could

she is turned into a field?

feet |

| my dream.

Youths’ Department.

MYSELF, OR SOMEBODY ELSE.

BY BELL CAMPBELL.
“ 1 this be I—
As | hope it be,
I have u lintle doz at home,
Aud be knows me™

Children—were any of you ever per-
plexed to know whether you were your
own self, or you were somebody else, and
somebody else were yon * I don’t be-
lieve, at allevents, that you ever had such
a strange experience of thot kind as I had
wlien I was about your age.

One day when I was quite a little girl,
I was sent in disgrace to my room, for
un exhibition of ill-temper, with the in-
junction : * Don"t come down agamn till
you can come as our own sunny-faced
danghter.”

I must have liked solitnde then, for 1
did not try 1o put on a sunny face. I sat
on the window seat, kicking the v ood-
work underneath, regardless of the deep
dents my heels were making in the white

=

As I grew older I took in more fully the
mmin%of my dream, and the recollee-
tion of the dark, scowling face that looked
into the mirror, in striking contrast with
the sweet content of my mother's—the
vain search for forfeited love, checked
many an outburst of lemrer. -

Litile boys and girls—keep those
smooth foreheads, sunny eyes and smiling
lips, and there will be no danger that
vour parents will ever doubt your identi-
ty or cven wish to substitute another
child for their own darling. —Iirerside

h‘»'.’:r).
- . —

“Honor Brizht.”

“Will yon, now, truly ¥’
“Yes, honor bright.”
That was all I heard of the talk as T

| looked down at the eager faces thal passed

my window, and it set me to thinking. I
have no idea what Kind of a compact the
boys were making, but whatever it was
they evidently thought it was made spe-
ciafly sure and sacred by thosetwo words,
* Honor bright. You all thiok so, 1 be-
lieve, you boys and girls; there is an un-
wrnitten eodo of honor among you, which
makes it quite right and proper to break
certain kinds of promises, if it suits your
convenience, but rex?' disgraceful to break
others—ihe Aoner bright kimd, May be
you get it from your elders, or, what is
more likely, your elders learned it when
they were boys and girls, and earried the
bad principles with them, ont of small
transactions into great ones, until there is
no telling the mischiefl it has done.

That is a gond motto—hbonor bright—
and I wish you would all adopt it, not for
special things, but for every word and ac-
tion of your whole lives. If you make a
promise, in great things or small, fulfill it
carefully, sacredly, honor bright, no matter
how much it costs you, provided vou
have not pledged vourself to a wrong. If

paint, while passion was as busily disfig-
uring my face. T sat there a long while,
thinking ail sorts of hard things of my
parents, till I fancied I was the most
abused child that ever breathed. Harv-
ing come to this foolish conclusion, I
threw myself upon my bed, resolving that
1 would never go down till some one came
for me,

Presently I heard my mother’s voice
calling: * Dinner is ready for our little
daughter.”

I nad not had my usual Junch, and so
hunger was stronger than my foolish ob-
stinacy. [ determined, however, te wear
a grieved expression; as though I felt
myself shamefully ill-treated.

walked rather sullenly into the din-
ing-room, when what was my astonish-
ment to see my father generonsly heap-
ing the plate of apother little girl, who
certainly looked wonderfully likg me,
only I think she must have Deen a great
deal prettier.

She seemed perfectly at home, and I
noticed that she safd “Yes, =ir." and
“No, ma'am."—*If you please, sir,” and
“I thank you,” without forgetting once. 1
though she behaved very sweetly and my
parents smiled affectionately upon her.

Hedring the door close, the three di-
rected their full gaze upon me. Mother
turned to me rather coldly, saying:

“What do yon want, little girl* Doyon {

know it is impelite to enter a stranger's
house without first knocking?”

“Why, mamma!” I eried, in’ an agony
of nprn-hvm-i:m: “Don’t you know your
own little Carrie®”

The little Carrie at the table laughed
merrily, and said:

“Papa—mamma! This little girl has
got into the wrong house!™

“No, 1 havent” I almost screamed.
“0 mamma! Can’t you see that T am youor
own little danghter? FPopa, see! Don't
I look like mamma? Auntie said she
should know me anywhere for mamma's
daughter.”

“Don’t insult us, horrid child"! said my
father in anger; but mamma bade me
stand in s chair and look into the mirror
with her. 1 shrank back in horror at the
scowling, pouting face whose sullen eyes
looked into mine, beside my sweet-faced

mother's, I

“] thought I was your little girl, mam-
ma," said [ sorrowfully, “Whose am I¥
“] cannot tell,” she replied. “‘Little
girl, I am sorry for you, but I am more
sorry for the mother of such an ill-tem
ered child as your face shows you to be.”
‘'hen she added guickly:

“Do go, child. st once! Do you see
you are giving that scowl of yours to our
own little girl¥™

I glanced toward the other Carrie and
saw her sunny face was clouded, and she
did not look at all sweet. Presently she
began to kick the rounds of the chair
(an old habit of mine when I felt cross)

“Leave the house!” cried egu.pu. thor-
oughly roused; and I rushed from the
room in terror as he followed me to the
door.

Having gained the open road, I ran and
ran, till out of breath I threw myself
under the old elm whose dmoping
branches almost touched the water in »
glassy little cove. A long way from home
it was, but a familiar spol to me.

** 0 whatshall 1 do #” I sobbed.
can | make my parents know that 1 am
their child **

All that long afternoon I thonght over
my many faults, and the pumberless times
I bind made those desr faces sad by my
ill-temper, and thought if my parents
would only take me buack, 1 would try—
oh 8o bhard—to please them.

Just as the setting sun was looking into
the little cove to kiss it good night, 1 re-
solved to try once more. As I smoothed
back my tumbled hair, I glanced into the
bright water, and how glad I was to rec-
ognize the sunny, little face 1 saw at the
dinner-table at home. It was mine now.
I sprang up with a giad shout.

‘1 hey will know me now " I kept re-
peating, as I hastened homeward with
flying steps. .

Remembering my mother's reproof
when I bad last wppeared, I gave a timid
little knock upon the sitting-room door.,
Mamma opened it and said :

* Gind to see you, little girl, you look
so smiling and happy. Come in.”

“0Oh doesn't she know me pow " I
almost gnbbed ; but I resolved tokeep the
smiling face that had looked at me out of
the brook.

My mother gave a troubled glance to-
ward the west window ; and following
her eye, my own rested upon the most
sulky, disagreeabls looking child that 1
had ever secen. She sat in my own little
camp-chair, sewing up a seam over-und-
over stitch. She twitched and broke her
thread and then she muttered the crosses!
words about my dear mother. How I
hated that ugly child ; but I remembered
to have seen her before, somewhere,
After watching her in silence a few min
utes I said in a timid, wistful tone :

“Mamma, aren’t you giad to see your
own little girl again ¥

“T am not your mother, dear ; I wish I
were. I am the motherof that child yon-
der.” She cast such a look of sorrow to-
warnd the waywand girl, that I expected
to see her throw her arms around ber
mother's neck in penitence, but she only
grumbled :

“ Every time I want to play you are
sure to tuke out one of those horrid pil-
low-cases. 1 helieve von make me sew
jnst to plagune me ! Then you keep prais-

ing other girls on purpose to mske me |

feel jealous ™

Iy 1" said I eagerly.
" % No, my dear; besides your mother
will be waiting supper for you. 1 do not
wish to see your sunny face clouded.
Have you any errand #"—seeing that I
hesitated.

“If papa were only here, he would know
me,” I thought.

I eagerly sprang forward as I =aw his
face 1a the doorway. His glance of cool

“How |

7 - | distinet
* Let me sew it for you, I can sew nice- |

you have, there can be no honor abont it,
except in frankly saying, “1 made a bad
promise; I am ashamed of it; I cannot
keep it,” and do not let any foolish no-
tion about honor make you stick to the
wrong.

You don't want to do this thing®* No;
but you said you would. Now stick to it,
hanar bright,

You didn't promise to do it? No; but
voua know it is expected of you. Do it,
honor bright,

Nobody expects it of yon®* Well, but
you know you ought to do it, and do you
remember the Great Captain who expects
every man to do his duty? Do it, Aenor
bright,— Little Corporal.

Mr. Greeley Aceepls.

CINCINNATUS,

Mr. Greeley’s letter, in response to the
official notice of lus nomination by the
Cincinnati Convention, is as follows:

New Yorr, 30th May, 1572,

GextiemEN: [ have chosen not to ae-
knowledge your letier of the 34d instant, on-
til I conld learn how the work of your Con-
vention was recelved in all parts of our great
country, and judge whether that work was
approved and matified by the masses of our
fellow citizens. Their sespouse has from
day to day reached me through telegrams,
| letters, and comments of journalists inde-

pendent of official patronage aud indifferent
| to the smiles or frowns of power. The num-
ber and character of these uneonstrained,
unpurchazed, unsolicited utterances satisfy
me that the movement which found expros-
sion at Cincinoati bas received the stamp

of public approval, and been hailed by a.
| mglurity of our countrymen as the harbinger
of a better day for the Republic. 1 do not
misinterpret this approval as especlally com-
| plimentary to myself, nor even to the chival-

rous and justly-esteemed gontleman with
| whase name 1 thank your Convention for as-
sociating mine. 1 recelve and welcome it us
s spontaneons and deserved tribute to that

" | admirable platform of principles, wherein

| your Convention so tersely, so lacidly, so
| forcibly set forth the convictions which im-
pelled and the purposes which guided its
conrse—a platform which, easting behind it
the wreck and rubbish of worn-out conten-
tions and bygone feuds, embodies in fit and
few worda the needs and aspirations of to-
day. Thongh thousands stand ready to con-
| demn your every act, hardly a syllable of
| criticism or cavil has been simed at your
latform, of which the substance may be

| fairly epitomized as follows:

1. All political right= and franchises, which have
boen ar quired throngh our late bloody convelsion,
must and shall be gusraateed, m.&iuluu.—d,rny:_\-nl
| and respected evermors
| 2 An political righte and franchises which have
| lo=t throngh that convulsion, shouold, and

must, be promptly restored and reestablisbed. so

that there shall fe bruceforth no priscribed clase
| and no disfranchised caste within the Jimits of our
Union. who-e long estran people shall reanite
and fraternize upon the il basie of univer-al
amnesty and impartinl suffraze. :

34 That, suhject 10 our solemn corstitutionnl ob-
Hzation to [||u[)l.l.||'|:| the equal rights of all cltizens,
our policy shoald alm at local sell govemment
and mot centralization; that the civil anthority
shounld be sapreme over the military;
| that the writ of Aobear corpus shonld be zealously
| upbeld as the safesmard of personal freedom; that
the individugd citizen shonld enjoy the lurzest lib-
erty consistent with pablic order, and that there
shall be no Federal subversion of internal polity
of the several Btates and municipalities, bot that
each shall be left free to enforce rights, and pro-
mote the well-belng of its inhabitants by sach
means as the jndgment of its own peuple shall pre-
H:fl"?"hm shall be a real, and not merely a simn-
iated reform, In the civil service of the Republic,
to which end 1t is indispensable that the chief dis-
penser of its vast official patronage shall be shickd-
ed from the main tempiation io oee his power self-
istily, by a rule Inesorably forbidding and preclod-
ing his pe-clection. ;

t. That the maising of revenue, whether by tariff
or otherwise. shall be recognized and trested as
the people’s Immediare husiness, (o be shaped and
dirceted by them through their represcniatives in
Con#ess, whose sction thercon the President
st neliher overrale by hin veto
attempt to dictate, nor presume 1o
punish by bestowing office only on those who
siree with him, or withdrawing it from those who

duﬁm‘l'hat the pablic lands must be sacredly re-
served for ocenparion and moguisition by cultiva-
tore, and not reckless!y squanilered on the projectorns
of railroads for which our people have no present
nevd, and the premature construction of which is
sunusily plunging us into deeper and deeper
ahyrees of foreign indebtedness

7. That the achirvement of these grand purposes
of universal beneficence, Is expected sad soughi
At the hands d!. all who approve them, irrespective

Tiations,
or“.p.‘I"‘?n:iﬂt"nlv pablic falth must be maintained and
the National credit =crved.

9. That the patriotic devoledness and Inesti-
mahle services of our fellow-citizens, who, as
soldiers or sailors, upheld the flag snd maintained
the unity of the Hepublic, shall ever be gratefully
remembered and honorably reqaited.

These propositions, so ably and forcibly

resented in the platform of your Conven-

jon, have already fixed the attention and
commatded the assent of a large majority
of our countrymen who jJjovfully asdopt
them, as T do, as the basi= of 2 true, beneli-
esnt National reconstruction; of a new de-
parture from jealousies, strifes, and hates,
which have no longer adeguate motive, or
even piausible pretext, into an atmosphere
of peace, fraternity and mutual good will
In vain do the drill-sergeants of decaving or-
ranizations fourish menacingly the trunch-
eons, and angrily ipsist that the files shall
be closed and stralghtened.  In vain do the
whippers in of parties, once vital, becanse
rooled In the vital needs of the hour, pro-
test against straying and bolling, de-
pounce men nowlse their inferior as
traitors and remegades, and threaten them
with infamy and ruin. I am confident that
the American people have already made your
canse their own, fully resolved that their
brave hearts and strong arms shall bear it
on to trimmph. In this faith, and with the
understanding that, if clected, I
ghall be.the President not of a pariy, but of
the whole people, I accept your nomination,
in the confident trust that the masses of our

| countrymen, North and South, are eager to

clasp hands across the bloody chasm which
has too long divided them, forgetting Lhat
they have been cnemies in the joyful con-
sciousness that they are, and must hence-
forth remain, brethren.  Yours gratefully,
Horace GEEELEY.
—— A A—

—This is a Rochester, N. Y., receipt

inguiry was more than I could bear.
“Oh papa—mamma! If yon don't
take me back and love me as you used to,
I #hail die! I am your own little daugh- |
ter I" |
“wso you are our own darling. You |
have slept off all your naughtiness, I/
gucss; and papa misses his little gith"” |
S0 mamma lifted me off the bed and
smoothed my hair so tenderly that I wept
anin for very joy.
r 0 mamm?!"itywu all a dream! There |
hasn't been any other little girl here, has |
there?" |
Sitting in papa’s lap after tea, I told |
My parents exchanged mean- |
ing glances, but assured me no other
: ever take my place in their

affections.

for making soup: Take a pail of water
and wash it clean. Then boil it till it is
brown on both sides. Pour iu one bean.
When the bean begins to worry, prepare
to simmer.- If goup won't simmer it's
too rich. Pour in more water. Dry the
water with a towel before you put it in.
The dryer the water the sooner it browns.
Simmer the sonp until the bean bursts
lnuehing. Then add some water and
serve hot at 25 cents n bowlk
——— A

— i Mother, I should not be surprized if
our Susan gets choked some day.” “Why,
myv som *" “Beesnse ber heau twisted
his arms around her neck the other night,
and if she had not kissed him to let her

l go, he would have stmngled her.”



