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THE KEY TO THOMAS® HEART.

BY WILL CARLETON, AUTHOR OF ‘‘BETSY AND I her wa
ARE oUT.’

H 1 T. S \ ¢ 2 \J R ! . . . . . .
Ride "I“gome: Uncle Nathan? I don't care a0 had she picked up that creature,— | we might take in orders for bathing|they had pounced ujp a chicken. |
My poor old heart’s in a hurry; I'm anxious to imeaning the child, who was the most|dresses, we were getting on so fast.— Lizzie started up bigolessly.  “If
y t through } ; * S o P < ) |
My sogle omr‘::ﬁ(s’ my body; my legs are hr;“d“ ulous object you can imagine, and | And then we all picked up our thim-|it should be that chil®®ae exclaim-|
- .7 - i e 1

from strong ; |set us all to laughing at the firs
An’ it's mighty kind o’ you, doctor, to help | ]; 3 : & .
3 ' slimpse. was dresse such g
i i s o E pse. It was dressed in such ar
I'm some’at full o’ hustle; there's business to
be done,

youngest son.
You used to know him, doctor, ere he his age

did get, ) ton frock, so short that it hardly m\-i weall agreed.
An if Iv::n t mistaken, you sometimes see lnm‘“l the child’s knees. Its slim ll;u‘c.‘

We took him through his boyhood, with never
a ground for fears,

But somehow he stumbled over his early man-

jabsurd way, with a boy’s hat on its

‘: Pomeroy had gone out to buy a lot of pany, and Catharine carried the child
|things we needed for our \\'nrk.—llcr-Futf at last to be fed in the kitchen.—
‘cules braid, and smoked pearl buttons, | Of course, it kept our tongues going
"and oiled silk for caps. Mazie asked | for awhile afterwards, and there wasn’t
: s it anything particular that/much scewing done, until Mazie re-
‘was wanted, and where under the sun | marked, sarcastically, that she thought

tibles and went to work again.
1
I

s{was not to be found. couldn’t

ishaggy head, and a boy’s jacket, with{member exactly where I had laid it
I've just been out to the village to see my | the sleevescut off, round its waist, and ,down: and yet, as I had never left the
under that was a girl’s little faded cot-{ room. it must be somewhere around,

ing everything about, and

Nearly all, at least, but my thimble

Ie=

However, after scatter-
upsetting
{arms, and its long pipe-stem legs, made | the work-basket, and rummaging the
you think of a young Shanghai before | table-drawer, and turning things in-

ing, and were gettin quite cheerful!
over it, when sudden a great outery
came from the kiteln regions. We
heard a seream fromook, and a sort
of scattering rush o into the base-
ment hall, and thera serecch, as if

ed. “Mazie!
that voice ?” 1 {

We gprang up withc,s's asking to be
excused, and rushed ui,':nm the hall,
where the first thing % zaw was cook
struggling up the base “nt stairs, and
dragging, sure cnougi'{.ur poor little
Shanghat with her. gt

“I've got her, miss! ['ve got her!™
she screamed. I spi yher goin’ past }

Jot! f‘)]:'t you know (

»

{ ILe considers her an angel, Mrs. Pome-

i hers after all.

]
thimble!

1874,

responsible now for what I did then,
am{ have I not the consciousness of
identity though this total change has
taken place? The principle of iden-
tity, that which makes me the same
person that I was seven years ago, 18
not flesh, blood, or bones. These evolve
into the elements out of which they
came, and go into the composition of
other organic beings, and come back
to me in another stage of life on earth,
and identity is not to be affirmed of
anvthing that thus changes its rela-
tions, and has no fixed habitation in
the individual to be identified.

It is gown a natural body, it is rais-
ed a spiritual body.” In that truth is
the germ of the whole philosophy of
the resurrcction. A spirit doth not
have flesh and blood. But it has a
body. It may, and I doubt not it will,
be in the human form, such as Christ
and Moses and Elias had when the

was such a good report of him that
Mrs. Pomeroy brought him home, and
made him her little page. Hc
door for us whenever we go over to see
Mazie, and gives us all a beaming
But Lizzie is his adoration.—

(\l)t‘]l.\‘

smile.

roy says, on account of that quarter, 1
S'.l.l\}m;'l‘: and quite disappointed when
he discovered thai the thimble wasn't

One of these days, when he's a little
bigger and stronger, he's to be Mr.
Pomeroy's office boy.  And, after that|
what's to hinder his being a lawyer
and a statesman, and a member of Con-
ares, may be?  Wouldn't it be funny,
though? and all to grow out of aj

Seribner's Magazine. i

|

hood’s years,
The landmarks that we showed
to wander from.
Though'in his heart there was
boy than Tom.

him, he scems
never a lLetter
He was quick o’ mind an’ body in all he done

)

an’ said;

. = N 5

{1ts feathers are grown: and altogether {side out, generally, there was still no
] . - . . . < -

there was such a comical look about it ! sign of it.

that w

{the windy, an’ I jumyd at her ’l'«-r--I
she had time to run.” !

Selecked j}liSrsllzﬁu@ :

appeared unto men. It may be, and
doubt not it will be, the form that we
now wear, not necessarily the form we

But all the gold he reached for, it seemed to
-turn to lead. !

The devil of grog it caught him, an’ held him, [ In fact, it seemed as much amused|

though the while
He has never grudged his parents a pleasant
word an’ smile.

The devil of grog it caught him, an’ then he
turned an’ said,

By that which fed from off him, he henceforth
would be fed ;

An’ that which lived upon him, should give
him a livin’ o’er;

An’ so he keeps that doggery that's next to
Wilson's store.

anybody know what they wouldn’t be
coming after next? But it was Mrs.

to be sent away, and she didn’t know
-} abon 1

But howso’er he’s wandered, I've al'ays so far what to do about it.
beard

That he had a sense of honor, and never broke
his word ;

An’ his mother, from the good Lord, she says,
has understood

That, if he agrees to be sober, he'll keep the
promise good.

course,” said Mazie.

But Catharine didn’t know there
was a rag-bag, and looked as if she
thought it beneath the dignity of the
house to keep such a thing. Mazie
didn’t know herself; but I happened
to have seen one hanging in the hall
n I wanted to get rid

{

An’ 50 when just this mornin’ these poor old
eyes o’ mine

Saw all the women round him, a coaxin’ him
to sign

’
An’ when the widow Adams let fly a homespun ' ¢loset once whe

An’ heplr:gke;t’i kind o’ wild like an’ started un- | °f Some scraps,
aware. where to find it.

So she went to feteh it, and came
!back presently with a large calico bag
{pretty well siuffed with the snips and

An’ glanced at ker an instant, an’ then at his
kegs o' rum,

{ somehow knew in & minute the turnin’ point
had come;

An’ he would be as
there's beer,

Or else let go forever, and sink in the sea of sin.

good a man as ever yet

g . v - l- perfectly delighted whca all this trash upen all of as atonee. It was it -
Yewrgicr, whatever efforts might carry g o, o o0 tied into the big basket she|that wretched little rag beggar ! “Yon're a e girl,” sl
or fail, I £ | T h e ;
There was ouly nnelcould help God to turn the | carried. and we were so amused with] “And to think of. our giving him began, “and a b irl.
SRV Saeaes e oy e g . ar i quarters and pennies!” cried Mazie wall cert v
Ao’ T skulked away in a hurry—I was bound her grimaces, that we went upon cur | Uart "‘- sasipenLe - Gk ’ g shall certainly — )
% 11030 my {'8"— : et kneesz and picked up all the scraps of | “Andsponge cakeand gingerbread! But, before she I il finish her s
0 the mother, who carries the kKey to 2 1} sliaie 3 2 e -
geThomas' beart. i flannel that were scattered on the floor feXClatne :’],u ie. St tence, that child is ted her.
She’s gettin’ old an’ feebl e add to her treasure. ! “What do you say him for?” I'snap-1 <] aint a honest Ittlegirl—I aint a|
e's m o an’ feebDle; an chudish 1o her - N - it v 1) 1 e 1 . ' § & aad
gtjslk; i ' “Now, then, what are you going to ped out crossl) Fhe horrid little brave little girl <l got & girl at all
An' we've no horse an’ buggy, an’ she will | o with the rags®” [ asked her, as I|object was a girl, and so much the he jerked out.  “Pmaboy. Lam,an’ I
have to walk; : | - - i

i : e
But she would be fast to come, sir, the gracious | Stuffed the last handful into the basket.

chance to seize, | “Take 'em home to Mum,” she said.
If she had to crawl to Thomas upon her hands

an’ knees. ywith a beaming face.
“Who's Mum?

asked Lizzie.

AR T - Your mother?

Crawl?—walk? No, not if I know it!

*
So s

t

Pomeroy's orders that no beggars were

“Why, give her the rag-bag, of

and I told Catharine|

!
';mv in the least like a girl.
11
|

0Ny

Jjecourse, |
‘born ; but the thimble waz one of Mrs.

i Pomeroy's precious things still.

{ I had no business to have touched it,

ft']fh'.’r.

!::nz to go up stairs for my own; but

It}ns lay in a work-basket conveniently
1

'nv;n‘. and I slipped it on my finger
without thinKing, which is nothing
lnrw for me, [ suppose; for mother says
'm_\' thinking generally does come when
lit's too late to do any good.

: It was certainly so this time; for af-

i'tvr all our rummaging,—and Liz
has eves that could find a needle in a
| haystack,—we had to give it up inde-

+

1 . P v - . . 1
;~pu1r. I'he thimble wasn’t in that

{ room, and none of

s had left the room
Isince it was on my finger. So there

| picces that Mrs. Pomeroy’s dress mak-|Was only one conelusion,—somebody |
T . qs 3 . : . - wl I _
er had left.  The ridiculous child was| bad carried it off; and fh"-"“'“c‘h\"lxhl‘.gn‘ > the ¢

i worse.”
A

“No it was,” said

“But, d

[azie, innocently.

, do vou know, 1t didn’t scem

to

It talked
1

and looked like a bov.

vour mind at rest “y . 1 . - “Asif that 1o Kt ntd o
N ~ A . My s the m: all oot Asaf that made a bit of differen
Why, bang it! I'm Tom’s customer, and said Mum’s the woman. Hain't goty B T e i i
to be his best! anv mother.” [ said, peevishily. “lm_\ or girl—it's
But if this blooded horse here will show his 3 . M o 1} ot ¢
usua! power, = 3 “Is the woman good to you? ])”i‘l“ one. I'he 1 has stolen

Poor Tom shall see his mother in less than half|
an hour. |

vou like her?” asked I
q Jleasant Story.

| The object “shook her flaxen Lewd,”

like “the lady from over the Rhine,”
MRS. POMEROY'S PAGE.

» again.

and wn-civilly answered:
“No. sl

=h
“What makes you =0 glad to get the

> ain’g!”

2 i I racs for her, then 7 eried Mazie.
BY MARY E. BRADLEY. e i
I “’Canse we get whacked when w
Did you notice him when he opened{don’t bring ‘em,” she said, coolly.—

ing , = {corp . . . -

the door for us, just now—a cunning|«There’s Jinny, an’ Sally, an’ Mary
little chap, with a curly head, and a| Ann an’ me, an’ some of us gets whack-
bluesailor suit? Perhaps youthought | cd every night for not fetchin® enough.
he was Mazie Pomeroy's little brother, | Mum's a hard hitter. too, she is.”
or something >—people do, sometimes,| The girls looked at each other, and
because Mrs. Pomeroy always keeps|Lizzie cried pitifully, “You poor little

. . . | -
him dressed so nicely, and not in monkey!

“buttons,” either. i

She starves yon, too, I dare
sav,—the horrid woman!”

el *How could

| Mrs. Pomeroy™s
l '

whyv did von

a4 going

|

it? You

world; but this attack
rprise,
I help your touching

exclaimed.

indignantly:
“Why, Jet! you ashamed of
vourself, to blame Lizzie*”

' So tl

aren't
aren t

iy were both down upon me,
fand I was down upon my=clf, for that
matter: and when Mrs. Pomeroy came
hthe

back wit

|
|

He isn’t the least relation, th”“.’-ﬂ“‘ “Well, she don't feed us werry high, | funcral.  We had asked Catharine and
only her little page; and it’s quite a! —Muin don’t,” was the answer, with|the cook, and we had hunted up stairs

I had{a coniidential nod at Lizzic.
i

story, the way we found him.

quite a good deal, in fact,—for it all , pick up in the street for dinner, aint
came about through an accident that | none too fillin’, miss.
happened to me last summer, \_\'h(-niit is yourself.,”

Lizzie Prior and I were spending the| This was more than we conld stand,
{ong vacation with Mazie. Mrs. Pome-|of course.  We sereamed with laugh-
roy has a cottage at Long Branch, you | ter at the ideaof Lizzic “knowing how
know, and she was kind enough to in-|it was herself;” and Mazie, as soon as
vite Lizzie and me to go down “'ir]‘iéll(‘(’"“l‘i’n"ft her breath, ordered Cath-
Magzie for the holidays. arine to take the child down stairs and

We were to stop a week in New York | feed her.

before we went to the Branch, just tu! “Giive her all she can possibly eat,
get our little finerics together. Mazic!and a whole lot of gingerbread and

You know how

“Cold!
gomething to do with it, you see,—|mush for brekfus, an’ wotever you can |

and down; but it was all no use, any
more than my erying like a baby,
which I couldn’t ll"ll'. either, |

Mrs. Pomeroy was lovely about it,
It's her
was mine,

as she is about everything.
snatare to,” and I wish it

She brushed the tears off my cheeks
Ij

with her lace handkerchief, and sai:
That aceident’s would |

was not to ery.

herself, in exactly the same way, and
she didn’t blame me in the least.  Still
I knew how sorry she was, in spite of
her being =0 sweet, and [ blamed my-

before any of us were

It was just a picce of lazine S5

And Mazie cried

happen, and she might have lost it,|

was clever with her needle, and she
had the idea of an astonishing bathing
dress that was to take the shine out of
everything on the beach. Lizzie and|
I followed her lead, and we were all
three up to our eyes in blue and gray
and scarlet flannels,—making a great
litter of scraps and cuttings, too,—
when Catharine came up stairs, one|
morning, with a little object of a child
behind her.

Catharine is the parlor maid, and
ghe wanted her mistress; but Mrs.

sponge-cake to take home with her,”
said Mazie.

“And here, you oddity!” cried Liz-
zie, “there’s a quarter for you to keep.
Mind you don’t give it to Mum,
though,”

Such eyes as that creature made! 1
wish you could have seen how they
flashed like fire, at first, and then soft-
ened all over, and the way &ghe snatch-
ed Lizzie's hand and kissed it—actu-
ally kissed it! Mazie and I found
some pennies to keep the quarter com-

self enough, I can tell you.

We couldn’t talk of anything else,
and the whole story was told over and
over, till, before we knew it, it was one
o’clock, and the luncheon bell rang.
I thought I shouldn’t cat & mouthful
when I went down, but there was a
great dish of strawberries, and the
most delicious frozen custard; and one
must feel pretty bad, you know, to re-
fuse these on a hot June day. I didn’t
refuse them, neither did Mazie nor

Lizzie; in fact we had a second help-

| “Here's vour thimle”—stuffing it

! ] . < .“‘““M“.t help sereaming,— | ) l l"";—'f“\ to be worried ; !‘l':‘.thv mis- ‘ “] warn't .;L\_;oin’t,o‘m—nn'.\ f"f!'io*»lz 7 S | put off whenwe die, nor the form that
(though we are not so hard-hearted as chief of it was, I had been using Mrs. | the child, trying te sake herself out|prom “Ireneus’ Letters,” in N. Y Obasrver | we Tuare o iy GRS period in our life
to laugh when it hurts anybody’s feel- | Pomeroy’s thimble: and. besides being | of cook’s grasp.  “1 as a comin’ i"""‘:Knowledge of One Another in the Future!on carth, but the form that identifies
{ings, I want you to know. a very handsome one, she thought \f L purpose to give theyouny lady her| Life. the spirjt Athut 18 ours, thutamakes the
It didirt hust dhis monkey atall, [F5thing of i for another resson. 1t himble wot Tfound . herags.  You | Voneleter, aking s o o i 42 S0t S 298 3055 5 0
was made of a lump of ( ;I:l:-'rlll«ll"!'lg‘;v-lll!ll:' go, I say! : = l ,‘; -“' ‘ : “_“n;n {l, g I\Am” p.~r<nn;|lit\-rlmtmukes s

iwith us as we were with it; and stared | that her only brother had dug with]  And all in a secor: she had twisted ‘“ ”‘x ”h"-‘“ B Ml"_ {-”“m",. 2l ';"I- ing in the universe, of all time past and
fand grinned in the drollest way while {his own hands: and not long after he [herself out of her ol jacket, that she ! them unanswered.  An “opinion™ isfall time to come, one and not another,
{ Catharine was explaining Ilmtx it had|bad it made for her, he had lost lll\i!,"f" in cook's hands, «nd darted away i worth nothing, or very little, unless it and so \liY"TFL‘ fl'“") all 9{)‘_1]‘{!‘5 1;3 to be
{come to beg for rags to sell: and did|life at the mines. It all happened, of|to Lizzie. 18 for ’ by reasons, ;‘md \_sh: noyou h('-M to his own responsi 1.xt f}l‘ eve_::
; = . | l ome to the areument, there is little to|ry thought and deed. Thiss'what is

be said.

; s Yot it is frequently the case|meant by identity. And when the spir-
into her hand—* ‘:-:"l‘l' aint it?¥— "’!Ht persons in _;”;'r‘x\\. OV x_":‘n‘- death 1itual ]JUJ_V. like unto the glorions bOdy
{ Mum tried to grabitvhen it rolled out !' those t love, especially parents of Christ, is raised in the human form
o' the rags, but I hoo.ad it an’ run, cos : weeping on account of the death of and the same fn.rm that was b(;(rne on
I thought vou'd be wntin’it. Guess|th ren, write to me to inquir earth, we shall know as we are known.
nought you eds : if - mav indulwe the belief that in]All the faculties of the mind are im-
{you dropped it in the lasket with them g e 5000 present, they will mortal, and surely we shall not know
{rags you picked up of the floor.” | know and enjov the one who has gonelless than we do now. All the affec-
| So there it was, as dear as daylight. [ before them. This is the burden of|tions of the soul remain, and surely we
I had let the thimble glip off my fin-| ¥ ’ which touched me very shall love those who are dear to Hls
, ) : & g “our allusions to long since | And thus we come naturally and scrip-
ger,—it was rather lage for me, any-) vor to forzotten jovs.— | turally to the conclusion that we shall
how,—when I was staffing those flun-| e f sympathy iv ;s }.;";E and | recommnize, and love, and enjoy in heaven
‘nwl scraps into the basket, and thegone forever,—to vour fresh sorrow all the good w].mm we loved on eart.h.
poor little monkey 3at we had beenjthat has now m_,x.l‘-' ther chair va-]  That the enjoyment of heaven will

tabusing for a thief, bal rescued it from |
Mum’'s clutches, and sraved her wrath

|
| to restore it to us!

{

[ It secemed at first 0 impossible to
believe, that we }d only stare at
| 7, e

each other, ang,
Mrs. Po

Did you ever?”
¢ first one to
Of praise or

be marred by the absence of any dear
to us is not possible, because the hap-
| piness is perfect. The highest of all
jov is the consummation of the perfect
will of infinite wisdom and love; and
that is the consummation which con-
stitutes the blessedness of the heaven-
Iy state. But it is consistent with our
higher joy in Him who is the light and
life of heaven, that we should rejoice
in re-union with children and friends
who were the delight of our lives while
here, and whose society we confidently
anticipate as part of the pleasures

u.;»v-nwl
lightly

when
a

le,—have

cant at vouar flires
fountains sealed, yet
that thev are casily of
waters of spmpathy are
thirsty soul.

Shall we know our friends in heaven?
The friends we have known on earth,
our children and those we hayve loved ?
I have not a doubt of it. The Bible
speaks very rarely and only indirectly
r“: t, agvd the fow passages

sealed so
wened,
wanted by

the s

ldon’t care what Mum save, [ aint

'ing to have no more nonsense aboutit.” |

} '

ead out

And held up his head and spr

ladies would ruther give 'em the rag .”‘

oarl hritton 1wl thines 3 |

pearl buttons and things, ! [1is own mother was dead, he went on E1ie st of then
she found us all king as so r As @ : E

she found us all looking as sober as a ¢ explain, and Mum had kept himlthat the good arc to sit

. . |
two vears, and made him beg for her. |

1

But he was going to “cut it” now, and |
do something else foraliving. “Hed
have to keep out of Mum’s way after
this, or she’d make jelly of him.  An’
if the lady could give himaold pair o
trowzes, he'd be werry much obliged,
an’ he would’t trouble her no more.”

Mrs. Pomeroy asked him what he
meant to do for a living, and, as his
answer was not perfectly satisfactory,
she coneluded to keep the monkey in
the house till Mr. Pomeroy came home.
e was made very comfortably in the
kitchen, with a plate of strawberries
and unlimited bread and butter; and
to come to the end of my story, he has
been very comfortable ever since.

The Pomeroys are the best in the
world, I do believe. 'They took pains
to hunt up “Mum,” and find out
whether she really had any right to
the boy; and she hadn’t, and was an
awful old creature besides, and every-
thing the little “what-is-it” said was|
true. So it ended in his being sent to'
some respectable people in thg’ coun-
try, to be civilized a little; aﬁ when
we cama back from the B%]ch there

/
7

v

e joften eited and fondled as teachjge it
,|are not so clearly in proof, as h*i-
fy us in saving that it is a positive don-

ago-fon the

{who have anticipated us in the realms

11

1ld zo to hispthere.

David sate

Chut the child would not come to]  Thus have I given you, dear sir, my

Aund it is certainly a fair infer-| “opinion,” which is, indeed, of little

nee that he expeeted to know his boy | worth, but you will be more strength-

wi ¢« went to the place whither the | ened when I tell you that it is the opin-
[ ehild had zone before him. Doubtless[ion, and the confident faith of the
David had the same belief that we have | Church in all the ages, that patriarchs

Lot 1
su ol L

and apostles held it, and that it is far
casier to tear the soul from the body
than to take this faith out of the heart
of a Christian.

] and in the midst of his
gave expreszion to it and found
the hope.  And such inei-
stons, even if they were far

rriet

omfort in

his comiecal little legs with such a lord hev are. would! But there is something better and
. air.——we 1, vou never saw ¢ the saints{zreater than this expectation of know-
: ike it. anc it's no nse trying hed th fuith in re-|mg our friends in heaven. You may
to describe it. or to cxpress our amaze- | 3 ire state, that we do now. | ?n-_\’exj_v unwise to spex}d your time in
: i : . "1t has been the faith. too. of those who! thinking much about it. It is better
ment. Catharine declared afterwards, 1o not have the Bible or anv knowl-|to live t‘”‘"‘r and in the pl‘(.‘BEllt! to live
that it made her fee all over in spotsi| (1o of the way of life by the Saviour. | for the living and not with the dead:
whatever that mears; and cook said| The paran philosophe rsof Greeee and | to live so that when ('hfi?f' Sh&!l ap-
that “it bate Banagher, to see the im-| Rome, whose writings have come down | pear you may appear with Him in
| pidence of a little spider like that.”— |1 1% 2l0cr jhe Socigtumemal :;~i~'"‘r.\- 5 __“___ﬂ_il_ms.ua
sicaid : ; I} \ s . havve contident asser-
amiabie pBat Mazie turned to me in her mn-n-g,w» fexpectation that th ;x|x»-:'|-.nn-~.~; Abraham Lincoln's Dream as Told by
[cent way: tof human fr hips will be renewed Dickens.
“I told you it talked like a boy,”|in the future and the more enjoy-] I dined with Charles Sumner, last
said she: “now you see.” led b it I not be marred by the Sunday, against my rule; and as I had
Well, we inquiried, of course, why |fvar of another separation. |stipulated for no party, Mr. Stanton
e R . i S| The same idea s apparently assum-| was the only other guest besides his
it wore a frock, and made a preten A1 by sacred writers, as oné that is|own secretary. Stanton is a man with
of beng a girl;and we were informed. f<pontancons in every human breast.—|a very remarkable memory, and extra-
with a condescending air, that it was{ Even the death of a patriarch is .-'!m-I.mlin.:n'il)‘ familiar with my books. He
“just a notion of Mum's. Nhe | ken of as his being gathered with his{and Sumner having been the first two
e i O re DL AR e | fathers, which would hardly be the ex-|{ men at the bedside of the dying Pres-
= 2770 I pression if it were supposed that helident, and having remained with him

was not to know them when he was in!until he breathed his last, we were led
And the promisefinto a very interesting conversation
down with!after dinner, when, each of them giv-
cut worthios, Abraham, Isaae | ing his own narrative separately, the
and Jacob, wonld not be worth much, jusual diserepancies about details of
if we were not to know them from one | time were observable.  Then Mr. Stan-
another, and the innumerable host of | fon told us a curious little story, which
saints in light. Whether or not we will [ will form the remainder of this short
require individual introduction in or-{letter. On the afternoon of the day
Jder to have knowledee of the formand{on which the President was shot there
features of the fied, it % not im- l was a cabinet council, at which he pre-
portant for us now toinguire.  There|sided. Mr. Stanton, being at the time
are saints and anzels enongh to usher{commander-in-chief of the Northern
us into the socicty we seek, and tobring f troops that were concentrated about
us unto the knowled ze of the great and | here, arrived rather l:lte——indeet}ll, they
wize in the ranks of heaven, so that we | were waiting for him—and, on his en-
need not apprehend that we, or those|tering the room, the President broke
off in something he was saying, and re-
of the blessed, will be lonely among|marked “Let us proceed to business,
the multitudes. | zentlemen.” Mr. Stanton thennot:iced,

That there is a sense in which unrtwith areat surpxiise,.thz}t th_e Pregldqnt
bodies will he the same then as now,|sat with great dignity in his chair, in-
<o that our identity will be preservedstead of rolling about in the mt?lst un-
and recoenizable by our friends, is as!cainly attitudes, as his invariable cus-
clearly true as the doetrine of the resur- | tom was, and that, instead of telling
rection itself.  Indeed, if it be nntltlru(l‘.;irrvHv\'mlt m;l qu]estiom(lible :zori;sf,rhe
there is to be no resarrcetion.  Flesh|was grave and calm, and quite a differ-
and blood and bones will not be mn-ient lﬁ:m. Mr. Stanton, 0(111 leaving the
stituent parts of the resurreetion body, | council with the attorney-general said
but we are not tlesh, blood and bones,  to him: “That is the most satisfacto-
only nor mainly. These change with |ry cabinet meeting I have attended for
progressive years. They are not the|many a long day. What an extraor-
same to-day they were yesterday. And | dinary change in Mr. Lincoln!” The
seven years ago a body totally different | attorney.general replied, “we all saw
in actual atoms from the onc that now | that before you came in. While we
burdens me, I carricd about. Yet|were waiting for you, he said with his
would it not be very foolish in me tolchin down on his breast, Gentlemen,
pretend that I am not the same being, {something very extraordinary is going
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to happen, and that very soon.” To
which the attorney-general observed,
something good sir, I hope. Then the
President answered very gravely, “I
don’t know; I don’t know; but it will
happen, and shortly, too.” Th’ely were
all impressed by his manner. The at-
torney-general took him up again.—
“Have you received any information,
sir, not disclosed to us?”’ *“No,” an-
swered the President; “but I have had
a dream, and I have now had the same
dream three times—once on the night
preceding the battle of Bull Run;
once on a night preceding such anoth-
er (naming a battle also not favorable
to the North.) His chin sank on his
breast again, and he sat reflecting.—
“Might one ask the nature of this
dream, sir?” said the attorney-general.
«Well, replied the President, without
lifting his head or changing his atti-
tude. “I am on a great, broad rolling
river, and I am in a boat—and I drift,
and I drift—but this is not business,
gentlemen.” Mr. Stanton and the at-
torney-general said, as they walked on
togetger, it would be curious to notice
whether anything ensued on this; and
they agreed to notice. He was shot
that night.— Foster’s Life of Dickens.

How Squire Skeggs got Skinned by the
“Pharoah Men.”

“You see,” said the Squire, pitching
his voice to an exegetical altitude, “it
was sorter this way. Last Chuseday
wuz a week ago, I sailed down from
Gwinnett to Atlanty with seven bags
of cotton. Arter I sold ’em, I kinder
loafed roun’ lookin’ at things in gene-
ral an’ feelin’ just as haf)py as you
please, when who should I run agin
but Kurnel Blasengame. Me and the
Kurnel used to be boys together, an’
we wuz as thick as five kittensin arag
basket. We drank outen the same
gord,an’ we got the lint snatched outen
us by the same bandy-legged school-
teacher. I wuz gitten as lonesome as
a rain-crow, afore I struck up with the
Kurnel, an’ I was glad to see him—
durned glad. We knocked roun’ townt
smartually, an’ the Kurnel interjuiced
me to a whole raft of fellers—mighty
nice boys they wuz, too. Arter supper
the Kurnel says:

“‘Skeggs,” says he, ‘less go to my,
room whar we kin talk over ole times
sorter comfortable an’ ondisturbed
like.

“‘Greeable,” says I, an” we walked a
squar or so an’ turned into a alley an’
walked up a narrer parof stara. - The
Kurnel ﬁm a little rap at a green doog,
an aslick lookin’ merlatter popped out
an’ axed us in. He wus the (fnrndest
perlitest nigger you ever seen.. He jest
got u{: an’ spun aroun’ like a tom cat
with her tail afire. The room wuz as
fine as a fiddle an’ full of picturs an’
sofy’s, an’ the cheers wuz as soft ag
lamb’s wool, an’ I thought to meself
that the Kurnel wuz a luxurient cuss.
Thar was a lot of might,y nice fellers
scattered roun’ a laffin® an’ a talkin®
quite soshabel like. Aperient, the
Kurnel wuzent much sot back, for he
sorter laffed to himself an’ then he
says:

“‘Boys,” says he, ‘I hev fetched upa
fren’, Jedge Hightower, this is Squire
Skeggs, of Gwinnett. Majer Bnggs‘,-
Squire Skeggs, an’ so on all roun’.—
The Kurnel turns to me an’ says:

“‘Reely, I wuzent expectin’ compa=
ny, Skeggs, but the members of the
Young Men’s Christtin Sosashun make
my room ther headquarters.’ :

“I ups an says I wuz mighty glad fo -
mect the boys. T used to bea lgrema-~
tive’ Babtis myself afore I got to cus-
sin’ the Yankees, an’ hev always had
a sorter hankerin’ arter pious leks.—
They all laffed and shook han’s over
nfin, and we sot thar a smokin’ and a
chawin’ just as muchuel as you please,
I disremember how it come up, but
presently Majer Briggs gits up an’ says:

“+Kurnel, what about that new par-
lor game you got out the other day?’

“:0h,’ sez the Kurnel, lookin’ sorter
sheepish, ‘that wuz a humbug. Ican’t
make no head nor tail outen it.’

“<I'll bet I kin manage it,’ sez Jedge
Hightower, quite animated like.’

“<P’ll1 show you how, Judge with
pleasure,” sez the Kurnel, an’ then he
went to a table, unlocked a box an’
tuck out a deck of keerds an a whole
lot of little whatyoumayecallems, simi-
lar to horn buttons, some white an’
some red.’”

Squire Skeggs paused and supplied
his tireless jaws with a fresh quid of
tobacco.

“‘It ain’t no use to tell you any
more. When them fellers got done
larnin’ me that game I didn’t have
money enough to take me down stairs.
I say I looked a leetle wild, for when
the Jedge closed the box hé said:

“‘We hev had a pleasant evenin’,
Squire. You’ll find the Kurnel wait-
in’ for you on the steps, and he’ll give
your money back.’

“I ain’t never laid eyes on the Kur-
nel sence, an’ when 1 do thar’s goin’
to be a case for the Kurriner—you
mind my words. I seed Rufe Lester
next day—you know Rufe; he’s in the
Legislature now, but I used to give
him pop-corn when he wuzent o high
—I seed Rufe an’ he sed I wuz tuckin
by the Pharoah men. Tuck inain’tno
name for it. Derned ef I didn’t go to
the bottom an git skinned alive,”—
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