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THE LOVED AND THE LOST.
mw Mmmt Why do we call them

mqnuﬂ miss them from our onward road?
“(Go0‘'s unseen angel o'er our pathway crost,
ALooked on us all, and loving them the most,

Stralghtway relfeved them of life's weary load

_And this we call & “loss’; oh, selfish sorrow
Of selfish hoarts] Oh! we of little fuith!
Let us look round, some argument to borrow
Why we in patisnce should await the morrow
Thst surely must sucesed this night of death,

@ _AYy, look upon this dreary, desert path,

thorns and thistles wherosoo'er we turn;
What trials and what teurs, what wrongs aod
wrath,
‘What struggles and what strife the journoy
hath

1
They have escaped from these, and lo! we
lugdrin

Ask the poor sallor when the wreck is done,
Who with his tréasurd sirove the shore to
reach,
‘While with the raging waves he battled on,
Was it not Joy where every joy seemed gons,
To see his loved ones landed on the beach?

« A poor wayfarer, londing by the hand
A listie child, had haled by the well
“To wash from off her feet the elinging sand
And tell the tired boy of that bright land
Where, this long journey pest, they longed to
dwell;

FWhenlo! the King who maly mansions had
Drew near and looked unon the suflering

= twaln,

“Then pitying spoke: “Give me the little Ind;

In strength renewed, and glorious beauty elad,
I'll bring him with me whea Ieome sguin.

Did she muke answer selfishly and wrong—

“* Nauy, but the woos I foel he too must share!"
Or, rather bursting into joyful song,
Go on her way rejoicing and made strong

To struggzle on, sipos he wis freed from care?

We will do lkewise: death has mude no breach
In love and sympothy, in bope and trust;
1T outward sign or sound our 2ars ne'er resch,
There is un inward spiritusl speech
That greets us still, though mortal tongues be
dust,

It bids vs do the worle that they lnid down—
Take up the song where they broke off the
straing
So journeying till we reach the Heavenly town,
Where are lald up our treasuses nnd our crown,
And our lost loved ones will be found agalin.
—Church of Boglund Miguzine,
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CHAPTER IX.—CONTINUHED,

Tad knew nothing about playing n
trout, and if he had it would have made
no difference, owing to his primitive
fishing tnckle. He pulled vigorously;
g0 did the teout, and “snap!” went the
end of the alder pole, leaviog Tad in a
mul frenzy of excitement, with three-
fourths of the rod in bhiz kauds, dane-
ing muwldly on the rocks

Joo was egual to the situntion.
Dropping his nwa pole, he made g dive
for the broken fragmoent, which was

* floating in sight.  Gathering the slack

line cavefully in his hands. a vizorous
tug lawded high and dey the Largest
trowt ever eanght in Mill brook.
T o Thsre!” Joe exclaimed, as Tad ve-
garided his prize in an amazement too
doep forwords, you've eanght the one
yea!l trout vou've wanted to—now, 1
aiess we'd better he getting  home,
without doing any more fishing."

“All right,” retmrned Twd, mourn-
fully, “but you eanzht lim, sfter all,

Joe' But Joo stoutly asserted that
T hookel bim fivst, while he—dJoe—
only Lelped to bring the big tish safo to
« lnnd.  And, in the discussion of the ex-
citing episolde. the walk home was ae-
complishad in o surprisingly short time.
Tad's big trout was baked for sup-
per. amd it was genceally agreed by the
four who partook thereof that the lavor
was particulavly tine.  Tad himself se-
cretly thonght he hud never eaten any
thing so delicions in his whole life.
But'it is not uniikely that the knowl-
edze that he himself had furnished this
important adjunect o the evening meal
gave it an adiditional relish for Tad.
By this time Tad had begun to feel
very much =t ease with ®hese quiet,
home-like people.  As they guthered
about the open fire-place, with ‘ts
smoldering  back-log, after the tea-
things were cleaved away, and the big
kerosene-lamp was lighted, he opened
his heart to their kindly guestioning
and spoke frecly of his past life. There
was really little or nothing to keep
back, for, as L have said. thanks to the
memory of his mother's teachings and
anatural aprightness of character, Tad
had  esenped “the evil wnys which a
homeless, friendless boy is so apt to fall
into, and, though he had faults in
sbundance, he was, on the whole, a
thore upright young fellow than many

whose surroundings and advautages
had been far more favorable than
Tad’s.

*So you're to hegin ship’s duties to
Miss Smith o ‘\lamda)—vll. Tad?* re-
amnrked the Captain, thoughliu!lv to
break a little silonce which had fallen
upon the group.

“Yes, sir,” was the repls,
<o hope she'll like me.™

“She'll be hard to suit if she don™,™
returned Mes, Flagr, clicking Ler nee-
dlies muph.uitall\' together s they
flashed in and out of liu- meshes of a
blue FYarn sock that she was kmooing
for the C aptain.  For the good I'ui\.
whose beart was largs enongh to take
in at least half a tluzvn maotherless boys
and girls, bad begun to regurd Tad
with considerable favor

| knm\' elm’ll hku rml." S\Id Polly,
[} e AT

“and I
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while Bounce slumbered
her lap.

“You just go on and do your duty
unto Miss Smith sccordin’ as you'd
nave it done to you, Tad," remarked
the Captain, oracularly, **and you
necdn't have no fears. Miss Smith,”
continued Captain Flagg, with upraised
finger to command attention, *is a fe-
male that's had a tempestuous v'y'ge
in life, as it were, a-losing of every re-
lation she had, which has gone to make
her a biteranky; but she’s good-hearted
and God-fearin’, and once you get into
her good books, you're always there.”

“They say she's got a han'sum prop-
erty that her folks left her—some-
wheres nigh ten thousan' dollars,” Mrs.
Flagg observed, in a voice indicative of
considernble respect for the possessor
of such wealth. For in Bixport the
person with an unencumbered estate
and & thousand dollars was “well-to-
do™"; he who had five thousand was well
off; while the owner of ten thousand
doilars was regurded in the light of a
millionaire.

1 Mﬁiﬂngpaju
' whfehdmwu-maﬂing(ormm &n’a.
peacefully in

CHAPTER X,

On the following morning, when
Tad, baving opened his eyes to the
rlad sunlight which streamed in at the
east window of his little room, began
to pull his drowsy ideas together, he
remembered that it was Sunday,

“They'll want me to go to church,
and I don't look dc‘-cout," thought Tad,
disconsolately, with a glance in the di-
rection of the chair whepe he had
placed his 4threadbare clothing the
night before.

But what was this? A partly worn
suit of serviceable tweed cloth—the
very counterpart of that in which Joe
Wlutm-\ was arrayed w hoen he sprang
aboard the “ﬁal"_) J.,'" hung over lhc
chair-hack.  And that was not all. In
the chair itself lay all the other essen-
tinls of a boy's toilet. neatly folded,
even to a coarse white linen collar,
whisp of black neck-ribbon, a pair of
but little" used lace-up boots, and a
“second-hest” stiaw hat.

Searcely able to believe the evidence
of his astonished eyes, Tl slipped out
of bed and proceeded to investieate.
Un the top of the pile was a bit of pn-
per, whercon, in an irvegular, boyish
sernwl, were written the words: “to Pay
for makin® Miss smith think you was
deef and playin i was o bare.—J. Whit-
ney."

After Tad had gone to bed eon the
previous evening, Mrs. Flage slipped
over to Dencon Whitney’s, and ably
secomded by the speeinl pleadings of
Joe, succewded in enlisting the full sym-
pathies of the family in behalf of shal-
bily-dressed Tad,  Joe's wardrobe was
overhauled, and a selection made, re-
sulting in the surprise to Tad which I
have mentioned.

“Well, he's what I eall a nice-look-
ing boy,” was Mrs. Flagg's inward
comment, as Twd, with hair neatly

**WELL,

HE 18
LOOKING BOY.”

WHAT I CALL A NICE-

combed and face and hands serubbed
till they fairly shone, eame shyly down-
stairs dressed in his new suit.

Polly smiled upon him approvingly:
the Captain remarked that he didn’t
know nbout wking such n dandified-
looking chap to chuveh along of such
plain=dressed follks ns the Flagg family;
amnd Mrs. Flagg gave him a motherly
kiss.

“That’s so much like Joe,” " laughed
Polly, as the display of the paper which
Tad had found with his little gift
neeessitated an explanation of Joe's
previous performances.

“Always remember, Thd,” coun-
selled the Captain, with a grave dhake
of the head, ns they sat down to the
table together, *“what Solomon says
about 1 wise son makin® a glad father
—and—and he that is not warned
thereby is not wise.” conecluded Captain
Flage, who was sometimes a little hazy
in the correctness of his gquotations.

After breakfast, the Captain read a
chapter from the New Testament aloud,
making comments upon the text, for
the edifieation of Tad and Polly, who
listened with respectful attention. And
then, after awhile, at the summons of
the rather unmusical church-bell, the
whole family decorously made their
way to the meeting-house, close by.

The Bixporters were, generally speak-
ing. n chureh-going people; and, on the
pleasant April morning of which I
speak, the church was well filled.

To Tad’s secret joy, Deacon Whit-
ney's pew was next Captain Flagg's,
and soon he had the extreme satisfae-
tion &f secing Joe filing in nhend of his
sister, followed by Mrs. Whitney and
the deacon. Joe sat at the extreme
end, and thus the two boys were divided
only by the slight partition between
the pews.,

Joo greeted Tad with a wink, and
claspinge his hands together, rolled kis
eves upwand, as though in rapturons
astonishment at Tod's festive appear-
anece.

“L think you'ra just as good as you

L1
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ishedb‘j‘lpoknof his sister’s fan, and
& glance of mild rebuke from the dea-
con, subsided into a temporary atten-
tion, with his hands being plunged
deeply into his pockets and his eyes
fixed steadfastly upon good Mr. Allen.
But, I am sorry to say, Joe's

were by no means in keeping with the
place. He was cherishing, and even
planning, a dire revenge on uncon-
scious Samantha Nason—who sat di-
rectly in front of him, in Miss Smith’s
pew—for what he ealled her “tattling™
of the previous day.

The service proceeded in the gooa
old-fashioned way peculiar to country
churches.  "All  denominations wor-
shipped Geder the same roof, and Mr.
Allen’s words were but a plain and
simple talk about the lessons taught by
One who once walked upon earth, and
spake as never man spake. There was
very much in it that Tad perfectly un-
derstood, and, as he listened, a dim de-
sire to fashion his young life after the
teachings of the great Master began to
take form in hiz mind. True, it was
only embodied in the simple thougit,
“I'll try to be n better boy,” yvet from
such beginnings oftentimes comes the
real success of a trume Christian life.
And when the sermon closml Tad felt
thut e should never be tived of listen-
ing to a minister who made things as
plain as did Mr. Allen.

Now, it was Samantha Nason's inva-
rinble habit to sit through the singing,
while the others rose. “I work hard
all the week, and I'm  going to make
Sunday my day of rest," said Samnn-
tha once, a little defiantly, *‘an’ I guess
I can worship the Lord as well settin’
down as standin' ap.™

As the closing hymn was being sung,
Tad noticed that Joo, who all through
the service had kept his right hand
persisteatly in his pocket, slowly with-
drew it, though without removing his
eyes from the pages of the hymn-book,
and, seemingly holdingz something in
his grasp, slipped his ¢losed hand gently
slong on the ledge of the pew before
him, till it was in close proximity to
the buek of Miss Nason's neck. Then
he stole a sly glance in the direction of
his father and mother; who were too
intent upon following the words of the
hymn (in which their daughter Nellie's
voice uprose as elear nnd sweet as the
notes of a woodland bivd) to notice the
movements of theie son.  Slowly Joe's
fingers unclosed, and after o moment
his hand stole buck to a place beside its
fellow.

“Now what s he up to!” thought
Tad, warned by the shadowy grin on
Joe's features.  And, following the
direction of his friend’s eyes, Tad's un-
gpoken guestion was answered. Clumsi-
Iy elambering over the back of the
prim rufile about Miss Nason's neck
wus a brown wood-beetle, as big as
the end of Tad’s little finger. But be-
fore he could decide what to do Miss
Nason bounced to her feet with a stifled
exclamation, and eclutched fimntically
at her back hair. Unfortunately she
eaught hold of the nnocent beetle it-
self, and, giving vent to a shrill
seream  that muule the rafters of the
house ving, she threw it violently from
her, to the great consternation of
every one in the house, many of whom
imungined Miss Nason had diseovered a
mouse in the pew,

Mr. Allen pronounced the benadie-
tion and dismissed his eongregation.
And naughty Joe Whitney, holding his
cap before his face, ehoked and gasped,
in the agonies of suppressed laughter,
all the way te  ~ door

"

CHAPTER XI.

The pmmme of April had given
place to the fulfillments of June, filling
the air with summer sunshine and
beauty., Twl, under the supervision of
Miss Smiih, whose ungular features
were shaded by an immense garden-
hat, was weeding the pansy-lied in the
front yard. DMiss Smith, who was a
creat flower-lover; made somoewhat of
. specialty of cultivating swoet-peas
and pansies, which she gave away in
their season with a liberal handd.

You would hardly have recognized
Tad in the brown-faced boy, in blue
overnlls, bending lovingly over the
quaint, upturned flower-faces  that
peered into his own. He had taken to
his new voeation with surprising read-
iness, apd Miss Smith secretly econgrat-
ulated herself on having at last found
a boy after her own heart, though she
seldoni allowed her satisfaction to show
itself in the form of words.

“Here comes that Forrest chap
again,” muttered Miss Smith, discon-
tentedly, as she glineed toward an

claborately-dressed young man  who
was sauntering along the elm-shaded
street; I wish he'd kept away shout
his own business, and not come idling
round, taking your attention off'n your
work."

For Mr. Paul Forrest wasone of John
Doty’s city boarders, who had seraped
an acquaintance with Tad very soon
after coming to Bixport. He seemoed |
to take a singular interest in Tad, |
which, as he tl:Lplnmwl to Miss Smith, |
arose from the boy’s strong resem-
blance to his youngest and only brother,
who had died a year previous—ssthe
Inat one, exeepting myzelf, of a family
of seven.” he said, with a sad smile.

For Mr. Forrest did » great deal of |
smiling, first and last: and, enrious |

enough, Tad, in sume vague way, was
reminded by it of the genial My Jones,
whom he had met in Boston, before |
Of course. hlh'
was simply an absurd faney on his |
part. The fraudulent Jones was a

smoeth-faced younz man, with sold- |

T
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| just the thing, cither,’

lto the other.

ﬁngo in aahh
wllitnﬂ and most even

ever seen outside a
dentist’s estabffshment; neither was the
little blueish . sear visible upon
Forest's white forehead, that Tad had
noticed upon the intellectusl brow of
Jones. Yet, all the same, he often un-
consciously connected the two in his
mind, even while he laughed at his
own folly in so doing.

“Miss Smith, good-morning—Tad,
my boy, how are you?" exclaimed Mr
Forrest, with his effusive smile. as hs
lounged idly up the garden-path, and,
with a coolness peculinr to himself, sat
down on the edge of the garden pinzza.

Miss Smith stifly acknowledged the
grecting, and Tad, glancing up shyly,
said he was pretty well. He was a lit
tle flattered by Mr. Forrest's evident
interest in himself—though he was not
quite sure that he liked it. after all. He
had nothing in common with the city-
bred gentleman, and was rather puz-
zled to know what Mr. Forrest could
have in common with himself.

“Come into the house after you get
throngh weeding, Tad; I want you,”
said Miss Smith, stalking past the una
bashed Mr. Forrest, who sat quite at
his ease, with the ivory head of his cane
between his lips.

“Yes'm,” was the meek reply, and
Tad silently continued his work, wish-
ing that Mr. Forrest would go, for he
was very well aware that Miss Swmith
did not at all approve of the gentle
man's frequent visitations,

In a small village like Bixport, where
every body’s business is publie prop-
erty, the story of Tad and his traveling-
sachel was gencrally known, as was
also the fact that no attention had ever
been paid to Captain Flage's advertise-
ment. So it was not strange that Mr.
Forrest should be in possession of the
same knowledge. He had referved to

the matter easually in conversation
with Tad, deelaring that it was a mighty

interesting incident in real life—come,
now!

*#Sa vou never opened the little alli-
gator-=kin sachel, to see what was in
it—eh, Tad?" suddenly. asked Mr. For-
rest, after a short pnuse.

“Why, no, sgir! 1 haven't a key—
and, if I had, I don’t 1think it wonld &
replied Tac, ¢
little surprised at the upexpected ques-
tion.

“0Oh, Tdont know,” remarked Mr.
Forrest, coolly; “there might be some-
thing in it that would give you a clew
to the real owner.™

“That's trne,” murmured Tad, who
had never thought of this before.

I think it's your duty to try amd
open it,” continued My, Forrest, seeing
the impression he had made.

“But 1 couldn’t without breaking the
lock, and 1 should not like to do thut,**
Tal answered, with a perplexed look.

] suppose you keep it in your pos-
session?" inquired Mr. Forrvest, care-
lessly; and Tad podded. -“Then, why
not bring the bag over to my room this
evening—I dare say some of my keve
will unloek it," suggested the gentle-
man, blandly.

“I'll think about it, eir,"" replied Tad,
cautivusly, for he was not guite sure
that it would be just the sizht thing to
do; and, moreover, he yrauted to ask
the ndvise of Miss Bmih, in whose
good judgment Tad had the firmest con-
tidence, before taking an - such decisivy
step.

|T0 BE CONTIN' 1-:u.]
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DEPARTED G’ ORY.

The Glories, Power and Wealth of the
Venlee of the "ast.

It is actually refreshir o to turn asiile
for a moment from the leeay and de-
cidence of the Venice >f the present
and dwell on the glorics of the Venice
of the past. What strilies one particu-
lnrly in contemplating the checkered
career of her who was onee mistress of
the Adriatic is that, after the fall of the
Romuan Empire, she was the only city
that remained free, and that continued
for thirteen centuries, amid her lagoons,
the traditions and the rezime of the
republies of the Old World. It wus a
little colony from Padua, driven from
the homes of their fathers by the con-
quering legions of Alaric and Attila,
that first founded the repablic of Ven-
ice.  Slowly but surely did it rise to the
giddy height of its greatness and pros-
perity. No Germaun King, no Saracen
monareh darved to I terfere with her
liberties. The son of Charlemagne
crossedd swonds with her, mt had te
retite from  her canuls defeated and
discomtfited. She had no feudal laws
or customs. Equality reigned here at
the very time when such a thing was
quite nnknown from one end of Europe
It soon became a great
naval power, and its mwerchant ships
swept the distant seas and ealled at
every port. Bronzes from the East
were wafted hither in their glowing

nrgosies.  The body of the .\pn-llc
Mark was seized on by the Venetians
at Alexandria and brought here to

sunctify the fatherland, just as that ol
(Edipus santtified andl protected the
soil of Athenz. Greek, Turk, Germar
and Gunoese bowed alike in those duy:
to the power and pagsificence of
Venice.

Venice, however, fell mach like an-
cient Rome did. Purple vobes stilled
the foree of muscle, and luxury zave
her over eventually into the hamls of
| her enemies. Her age of Juxury was,
however, a long aml n presperous one.
— Venice Cor. San Frauctico Chronicle.
M A .

—Little Dot—Mammna, can 1 get
married to Dick when I grow llp"
Mamme—*Why, I suppose so. pet, i
vou want to.” I fink it will bea good
plan.”  “Why?" < 'Cuuse we oan Zet
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can be, and T wish Lhml mmmh{ng to t:ppwi teeth—w }uh- Mr. Paul Fonrwl: ml our qnuml.ln ovér while wo's lit- |
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A mmu EXHIBITION.
An Epliods Iras h- wse Disloyal Talk et
. Tatile snd Formker.

A Wheeling edltor. duaring the recent
meeling of the Grand Army of West
Virginia, flung to the breeze s banner
with the pious motto: **God bless our
Prosident, Commander-in-Chief of the
army and the navy.™

The loyal if perterrid sentiment, ac-
companied by what passed for a por-
trait of the present Chief Magistrate,
was the signal for rebellion upon the

of certain Foraker-led members
of the Grand Army who were parading
the streets. To avoid passing under
the flaunting banner they exccuted a
flank movement, and the better to em-
phasize their dissent from the proposi-
tion that the President be blessed thoy
trailed the colors which they had
sworn by the God of Battles should
never miongle with the dust. Other
marching hosts having, it may be
fancied, different party associations,
pressed straight on, lifting their hel-
mets in token of loyalty under the
counterfeit, the very poor counterfeit,
no donbt, of the President of the
United Siates.

The episode is distinetly disgraceful,
yet it would serve little purpose to
waste epithets upon its blameworthy
actors, for manifestly it but anticipates
the inevitable in a Presidential cam-
paign precipitated by the particular
politicians who profess themselves
guardians-in-ehief of veteran interests,
An organization designed for benefl-
eent ends, social and benevolent, be-
comes, under the leadership of self-
segkers, a rampant propaganda of par-
tisan aims. The better to assure as-
cendency over the membeorship the
direetory does not hesitate to appeal to
sordiddl and degrading passions by
promisz of gencral aid to every soldier
regardless of the length or merit of his
service. Unmindful of the fact that,
as in duty bound, the President has
given full effect to liberal pension laws,
he is charged by the manipulators of
the organization as a foe to veterans
Self-respecting members of the Grand
Army of the RHepublie, whatever their
politieal affilintion. may resent the ol
vious making of the organization a
cat's-paw to rake politicinns' chest-
nuts from the fire, but the faet remains
that ns an organization west of the
Ohiothe army is in the zrip of offfve-
hunters using it for their own ends.
The episode at Wheeling was the out-
coma of Tuttle preachments, and is
the forerunner of the noisier Jdemon-
strations of detestation of the Presi-
| dent which will be made a feature of
the campnign next year.

Abler manipulation of this class—a
mere fragment, by the way, of thoe
great body of electors, who are in-
elined to honor the veteran only as he
respects himself —would have maneun-
vered to assign a4 more respectable
maotive for opposition to the President
than his veto of a pension measure
The present management has suc-
ceeded v giving the petulant exhibi-
tions of h*ﬂ.rﬂl for a vetoing Presi-
dent the uspect of malignancy from
bafed mendicants, To this ignoble
pass mischicvous political manage-
mwent has led the Grand Army. From
ignominy such as this the orguniza-
tion, if it possess the strength it elaims,
mauy find relief by entering politics

with a vengeance. Three years aro
some of its members proposed the

nomitation of one of themselves for
the Presidency. The plan was
thwarted. A eivilian who, like Cleve-
Inud, had sent a substitute to the war,
became the nominee of the party with
which the bulk of the Grand Army
membership allies itselfl. If they
would now demonstrate a power to
make and unmake Presulents, to be
masters in politics instead of tools,
they may inspire a respeet which their
present  snbserviency tuppeny
schemers forbids by compelling the
party of their chiolce to make o veteran
its enndidate. There would be wvirile
force in such a programme. When
they will have made a candidate of
their own they may have more heart
in assailing Cleveland, and, possibly, a
better method than the impotent and
puerile demonstration at Wheell
Cliicago Herald.

to

THE PEOPLE'S PARTY.

An I ainna Editor Tells Why Demoeracy
Wis Victor oas In 1876 and 1884,

Since its—under the circumstances—
sverwhelming defeat at the polls near-
iy 3 * years ago., the Republican
part s been trying to convines itself
and tue outside world that that defeat
was the result of an aceident, or aceil-
ients, and as 2 consequence the merest
meidents, animportant either in them-
selves or their relations, have been
marsha’ed together and paraded as the
sauses Of the party’s disastrous defeat.
[n this way Brother Burchard’s un-
fortunate alliteration on the eve of the
battle iu New York has been made to
1o duty as ope of the principal causes
of Blaine's defeat. There arc other in-
sidents equally as trifling that have
been used in the same way and for the
mme purpose.  The elosencss of the
rote in certain localities like New York
snd New Jersey makes this theory
seem plausible, and vet never was there
i theory so unfounded.

The history of this country from its
beginning shows that the sentiment of
its people, when in a normal eondition,
s favorable to the principles underiy-
‘ng the Democeratie party. I aceidents
fave nlayed o part in polities at &il the
Repuidicans have been the gainers by
them rathier thao  the losers.  The al-
normal bas always been the beneficin-
ry ot sccidents, not the normal. Had
't not been for accidents and blunders
the Demaoeratic party would not have

‘ost power in 1860, and had it not been
or the abormal condition of affairs
ollowing the sunpression of the rebel-

1.

been returned to POWEr yeara
was. The talk about accidents dd.lb-
ing the Republican party is the sheer-
est nonsense. The people had been

er long before Blaine's defont, and®
were only prevented from doing it by
systematic misrepresentation on the
part of the Republicans. The war had
left the public mind in an excited, ab.
normal condition that was easily af®
fected by idental or ineidental
causes. There is no doubt that at the
close of the war the Northern peo-
ple feared to trust the Democratio
party with power. It was but
a natural fear considering the
abuse of that power that some of tha
party’s Southern leaders, wrged on by.
State pride, had but just been guilty
of. That fear in the excited state of
the public mind was augmented by the
monstrous falsehoods concocted by the
Republican press which invested ine
cidents of Southern life, that now passe
unnoticed, into outrages horrible, and
new troasons. The Democratic party
lived through it all, however, because
it was founded upon principlgs thas
were undying, and lived down the
errors of Qts leaders. The people,
though they feared some influcnces in
it, never wholly lost confidence in the
Democratie party. The pmq-lu. werg

den campnign and did trust it in some
States, but Dblunders by some of jis
leaders exazerated by the old fear,
which was kept alive by Republican
falschoods, suceeedod in defeating is
in Presidential contests until 1876,
Tilden's well
conservatism  allaved doubt and
fear and restored faith in the party.
That he was clected and defrauded of
the prize he bal won is known to_ the
whole world. Eight years later Clove-
land's conservative common sense bofl-
ished the fear and doubt of Democracy,
that yet remained in the public mind
and he earried hLis party to success
The people belioved he was stronger
than any evil influence that might sull
reside in his party and they trusted

him. Neither Brother Burchard nor
Roscoe Conkling elected him. The

that the Democratic party, under a
wise lowder, was the best party to trussg
with the future of this ‘Republic. The
Republivan party, apparently blind to
the fact that it has been repudiated by
the people, is laving its plans for 1538
upon the theory that the defeat of 'S4
was the result of secident. That that
is not true seems evident to us; but it
is probable our Republican fricnds will
not realize the falzeness of theiv theory

demagogue who secks to fight the wae
over,—Cincinnali Enquirer.
It is a harsh word, but iz it not
true that the Northern Rapublican
leaders are teaitors to the Republic?—
Richmond Dispalch.
“In order to make the old sol- ,
dlers vote the Republican ticket, let ns
get up a new war Letween the North
and South.™ :
The pomatum on Mr. Conklini"s
curl froze solid when he heard thut
“Sherman and Conkling” had bdon *
proposed by some Republicans — Lowis-
ville Conrier-Journal.
—Riddleberzer

snys he was as
his life. Tt should be borne in mind
that Riddleberger is a genuine Repub-

lican.—

The Demoeratic party is allied
to the cause of Inbor, devoted to it and
riled by it, and at the sanme time it bes
lieves in our American institutions and
is eapable of both defending and de-
veloping them.—N, Y. Star.
——A Columbus (0O.) paper sayss
that the isspe involved in the proposed
return of the rebel flags is “a tesg
question of patriotism™ in that State.
IT this is true, and the paper in guese
tion seems nn!in.lrtly truthful, thert is i
mighty little patriotism in Uuw.—(.m-[
cago Fferald.
A one-tune Republican organ i
el irges the Administration with ms tk-
ing the public service as partisan as g
was *in the days of Fierce and Bu-
chanun.”™ Why go back so fur? Whye
not say Lincoin, Geant, Hayes or
Arvthur? Was not every office filled
with a Republican partisan for twenty-
four years?—N, Y. World.

e e a—

Great Wrongs R aghtnd.

This Nation, since its birth, hnas
owned 900,000,000 of acres of avallabile
public land. Nominal settlers lhave
only had one-third of it, though abous
160,000,000 acres have been turned*
over to the States.  The railway kings
have gobbled more than one-third «f

this magniticent domain, maingy
through corrupt legisiation. We ar

lad to note the determination on the
part of our present Government 1o
right at least o small percentage o
these wrongs. Secretary Lamar has
alrendy ordered the restoration of
nearly 30,000,000 acres the land, held
by various railrodas, to be opened 1o
settlement under the
—Boxion Budget (Fep.)

——e
—Lady (jokingly)—*Tommy, whea
are vou going to marry?’ Tomuay
(eigat vears ol and very srseeptible)
—+Well, Idon’t think T'll éver mariy.
1 jove so many girls, if 1T o ried caa
all the rest would be jealt "'—Tas
Epoch,

———
—A man out lunting, becomieg
angry Dbecanse his gmn kicked badly,
Lis companion said: “Don’t blame tas
gun. Like a1l huoman beings, -it is
almost sure to kick when ‘losded up®,

too heavily.™

inclined to trust it long before the Til- =

known wisdom and*.

people did it because " they believed «

until they have once more tasted of
defeat. — Wabash (fnd.) Times,

PRESS COMMENTS.

Let us have peace. It is tha °

.Ih‘un‘-l Constitulion, -

howmestead law.

ready to restore the Democrats to pow= , ©

-

much at home in jail as ever he was in * o

-
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