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l‘ou 1o travelling on a-ﬂeamboat, say ;

] oo’ maybe, meet a pretty face—

#%1 -You'll say she’s very pretty !” }
: lml then, perhaps, you'll walk away, §
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[From the St. Louis Revelllc.]

Esmbhshmv a Cotinection.

m,,mn Animal Magnetism is reduced to’ Vul
. gar Comp! ion.

BY ¢ B'.I‘B.AWS.

—
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A4 walking here and there;

A certain witching air;
Jou'll see it once or tmce, and then :

*And, maybe, hum s ditty.

, then, pcrhaps, at dinner ume,

A-glance or two may wander
Townrds the table’s upper end,

- Where she's a sitting, yonder ;
l’bu"l find a ‘sdmething *bout her mouth,

'And‘the way she lifts her fork,

1ad cuts her meat, and moves her jaw,
And her other table work !

et

¥ou meet her then upon the “ guard,”

Where with her friend, she’s walking,
Herarm 'round her companion’s waist,

As girls do when they’re talking;
You note the sweetest kinil of foot—

“That nameless girlish grace—
And that bright smile, which makes you glow
" To see on a girl's face.

“Ihis collar.

_' now obsetved him more closely.

The Assassin's Sister.
ORTHE NIGHT BEFORE EYBCUTION.

BY J. H l\GRAHA‘\I.

One morning in May, 184—, I was
seated in the Cafe St. Louis, in New
Orleans, readmga paper and sipping
coffee, when a ygung man entered and
took his seat at the marble table next to
me. He was about twenty-two years
of agq}, with fine features, and a dark
hazel'eye of exceeding brilliancy. His
complexion was renarkably pure and

{ clear, With a rich rose hue upon en.he P

cheek.  His dark chestnut hair fell in
ﬂowma yet graceful masses far below
He was l'ashlonably attired ;
indeed his dress was in the extreme of
the mode. A diamond glittered upon
his litle finger: and aruby of great
size blazed amid the laced ruffles ol'hls
shirt bosom.

He took his seat with an easy, negli-

bottle of wine. It was brought to him,
and filling a tumbler with the blood-red
claret, he drank it off, and then lighting
a fragrant cigar, began to smoke. 1
He
would have been very handsome bat
for a fierce light—a quick, lightmng-
like glance that flashed from his eyes.
I saw that a spark would enkindle  his

Well, this goes on, perhaps two' days,
You keep a walking 'round,

And find yourself when near her,
- Very silent and profound

41 last—Lord ! what a thing itis!
It runs you thro’ and thro’—

You raise you eyes, and catch her glance—-
A side glance—and at you !

s

0f course she drops her eyes at once,
: And looks upon the floor—
And you may watch her by the hour
- But wont catch her any more; . .-
Yet, somchow, she don’t move away,
In which a comfort lies;
1adtho’ you cannot see "em, yet,
- You kind a feel her eyes!

Well, then, perhaps, one of the Coors
Is lined with looking-glass,
lawhich, perhaps, you see ler face
As, loungingly, you pass; .
You take a peep, you walk away, -
. And then walk back again—
Bl Tien sit and look, as.tho’ her-face
You'd draw.righl. out the pane!

31 e .
. Jlloc're trying all the time to look

Asunconcerned as ever—

ouran your fingers thro’ your hair,
Perhaps to hum endeavor

u still you're peeping at her face,
And time don’t pass so dull !

tien, suddenly, in peeping, whew /
B Yoo meet her eyes right full ?

@ cracious ! where’s your breath? you're
¥ You feel your a blushing, | [gone !
ol wonder why so old a hand
Siould feel his blood a rushing ;
ietill you sit, and so does she,
And at once, without instructor,
T find a pane of looking-glass
rery good conductor’ :

<

i), so'it goes ; néxt morning pr'aps
You bow to her at breakfast,
- then you fiddle with your fork,
Bteid of swnllowmg your steak fast.
+ B, the has no great appetite ;
B iud what she eats she minces,
d sits uneasy on her cheif,
A¢if worried with the chintzes ?

[24ps you venture, on the ¢ gaard,” -
(M 7o 52y something 'bout ¢ the morning,”
 shé says “ yes sir,” with a smile
40d blush her cheek adorning !
" (hen—you can’t say any mare~—: . .
Ad che can't look up either—
vou almost want to get away,
“od you don’t want to neither !

Fel, now yeu're in the state for more
isive operation; T

%t not the process, but at once

mla? “ manipulation !”

“touch her fingers—if she stands

‘od don’t Lift up her head, -

[ thing is out, a8 Crocket says,

You’ to right—then go shead ! ",

i 1snnxru R]vf_n

\'«'ashmgten.

i were the heans, and strong the mmdS.
! those who framed in high debate,

lmmor:al league of love that binds
e fair, broad Emplre, State with State, -

K deep the gladness of the hour,

'hen, a5 the auspicious task was done,
Klemn trust, the sword of power,

B given to g!’bry 's unspoil'd son.

°°ble race is gone 3 the suns
ﬁl‘? years have risen and set; )
lhe bright links those chosen ones -
‘“‘mglv lorged are brightef yet.

- Tfail, according to. the laws.

fierv nature into a flame. il

Ifinished my coffee andlaid down my
pzper. As 1didso, it fell from the
edge of the table, and lightly struck the
boot of the young Creole. I did not
deem this of any consequence, but was
reminded that i was regarded so by
the young gentleman; for I had not
gone lhree steps from my seat, when I
felt his litile finger laid very llﬂllth up-
on iny arm.

+«« Monsienr will apologise ! sald
the'young man, fixing his eyes upon
we, and speaking in alow tone, with
an extraordmarv emphasis upon the last
word.

«. For what should I apologise, Mon-
sieur ?”' I asked in surprise.

“ For letting«that Gazette touch my
person.’

¢« It fell from the table,”” I said half
angrily, yet amused at his scrious man-
nér.

+ Monsieur must polonlse " he ré-
peated in the same tone as before. It
was not a demanding nor zuthoritative
one, but qulet, earnest, posmve.

**I have no apology to make, Mon-
sxeur. ‘The idea is .absurd. You
jest,”

«T amin carnest,” he said senouslv,
his eyes fairly blazing.

S0 am 1. Monsreur )

I was passing on, when he laid hls"
fore-finger again lightly upion my arm,
and then” drew from his vest pocket a
richly inlaid card-case, and taking from
it a card, with a formal and marked bow,
presented it between two fingers to-
wards me. I took it and read,

v M. JvLEs DE VEREADX.

! Rue Corondelet

-1 bowed respectfully to M. Jules de
Vereaux, and in return for his courtesy -
gave him my own card, as the most
_quiet way of setling the little affair for
the moment, though[ well knew this
interesting person, according to the in-
terpretation of this act among: duellists,
regarded it as-an acceplance > of his po-

{lite proposition (in giving his card) to

arrange the matter by a duel. Butl
had no intention of fighting my meérecu-
rial friend, as I did not feel myself
bound 1o be governeéd by the laws of
any court of dueilists.
sult of giving my card in_return would
have been, and whether 1 should have
had to meet M. Jules de Vereaux and
be run through the body for leiting 2

| newspaper fall from the corner,of a ta-
‘{ ble and hitting the toe of his boot, I

cannot tell; as a new circumstance at
once traneplred which placed my fiery
antagonist in a position quite different
from thiat in which he had slood a mo-
"ment before.

" After receiving my card and address,
be very politely touched his hat, the'
fire in his eyes became milder, a smile
of satisfaction rested on his lips, and he
turned and walked away, aftet safing
. | blandly, ‘with ‘2 graceful cusve of his
jewelled hand, -

s« Monsieur shall hear from me,"”’

I bowed in the acknowledgemem of
his kind intentien. respecling me, . and
was begmnmo to turn over in my min
how I should avoid.a ;rénconter - with
this am;able -young. man ; for, as Ire-

| solved not 10 accept the challenge which

I knew he would shoftly honor me
with, I was well ‘aware he’ would not
fade, and
provxded in auch'cases. 10- attack.me
openly in the- streets. -This- attack I
I resolved 1o abide, fof it is one thlng

gent air, and, in French, called fora|’

What the re- |

. auomem.

-the lower ‘orders  was very high

to meet'a man in a duel, and sanother
to defend one’s life in a chance encoun-
ter. 'The guilt of the -duelist could ne-
ver attach to the hand of one who slays
him who attacks him seeking for his
life. So 1 resolved to réfuse the chal-
lange, and prepare to defend myself,
should this sensitive yonng gemleman
sée fit {0 dssault me,

But gheré proved to be no necessny

‘that I should trouble myself sbout com-

ing to.any decision.. The young man,
my antagonist, absorbed in his affair
with me, was walking out of the- Cafe
forgetful of his bill. He was just dis-
appearing outside ‘of the Venetian
screen which stands before the open
doors of all ‘cafes, when the’ keeper of
the cafe said, politely—

"+ Monsieur has forgouen to pay for
his wine!

The young Creole stopped and fix-

ing his eyes upon him wn.h ﬁashmw
rage, said,
“ How dare you slop me! Do you
think 1 am going to cheat you! Take
that !’ and he threw a dollar at the
man’s head with such force that the
man uttered a cry of pain, and began
ventig his wrath in a voluble chain of
Gascon curses. One or two epithets
applied to him, infuriated the young
Creole, and with a countenance livid
with tage, he drew from his waistband
a large broad-bladed stilétto, and sprang
upon  the man,  Before any hand could
interfere to arrest the blow, the: flash-
ing knife had descended into bhis bos-
om, and the heft struck audibly against
the breast bone. Not satisfied with
this, the assassin drew it, forth, and
with a second blow nearly severed the
head of his victim from the body. -

A cry of horfor ran through the apart-
ment as ‘the murdered man fell in his
blood upon the sanded floor. ‘The
murderer stood with the reeking knife
in his uplified hand, his right foot ad-
vanced, and his eyes glaring with mena-
cing fierceness upon those around bim.

e

Some one flew to the door and sliouted:

for the gens de armes, and a young
man who was sipping coffee rose from
his table, drew a pistel and advanced
upon him **to surrender.”

The only reply was a demonieal
smile of defiance, aud a firmer grasp
upon his gory weapon.

The young man slowly approached
him with his pistol cocked, and. the
assassin’s éye was fixed upon him and
the hand that held the knife nervously
worked as if he was meditating a leap
and a blow. ‘T'he eye of th2 other was

cution, the gratification of-the people
was not manifested by- a shout .as at
first, but by a deep murmuring of satis-
faction. 4z

Jules d€ Vereaux, as we have said,
belonged' to one of the wealthiest and |

leans. He was nalurally of a proud,
haughty, imperious spirit, full of fiery
passions and very sensitive in ** points
‘of honor.” He had shota man (in a
duel, of course,) for looking a1 him hard,
He hacl killed another for accidentally
puffing cigar smoke in his face. He
had called out a third for speaking to

proper introduction. He might have
killed a fourth for leiting a news-
_paper fall upon the toe of his boet ; bat
we are safe, and M. Julesde Vereadx's
card remains with us as a momento mi-
ro of himself. ;

The sister to  whom I have alluded,
was one of the most beautiful females
in the capitol of the South-west.. She
was remarkable for her haughtiness and
lofty spirit. She was like her brother, |
but less vicious. His evil qualities|e
were lempered in her, and became aids
to her fascination. Men were bewil.:
dered by her beauty, but feared her.

It 1s the night before the morning set.
for the execution of her brother. From.
the first intelligencs of his deed of blood
she had shut herself up from all gave’
him. Twice the proud girl had been,
permitted to visit him, the first time’
just after his arrest, 1he second time af-
ter he received his sentence. She had
now, within the last hour, received per-
mission from the-judge to visit him, to
bid him an everlasting farewell.

She left her stately mansion in Cor-
ondolet street, just after dark. Alone
and veiled, she entered the carriage that:
was awaiting her within the portecochere
It drove to the gloomy city prison and’
stopped. She alighted and presented
her ticket of admission to the keéper.
Bars and bolts were removed before her,
and she was guided along a dark cor-
ridor, and then descended into another
that was beneath the foundations of the
prison. Atan iron-cased door at the
extremity, the gen d’arme who was
“her guide, stopped. and removing the
bolt and massive bar, threw it open.

« Madame will find the condemned
there,” he said coldly.

*» Monsieur- will retire to the end of
the passage,’’ she said, in n firm voice;
and the man felt a piece-of coin fall into
his palm. By the weight he knew it

cool and steady, and he evidently.ex-
pected the attack,-but was as plamly
- prépared to shoot him dead upon the
spot if he moved to leap upon him. In
this manner he had "advanced within
four feet of him when the assassin’s
knife glanced like lightning, not aimed
at his breast, but at the pistol barrel,
which he struck with such force thatit
"was knocked from his haid, and the
brave youth sfood at his mercy. The
assassin would have followed up his
blow by burying the koife in his breast,
when a Yankee shingle speculator from
tlie Ponoboscol, caughl up an ihmense
waitér with which he covered his'body
as with a shield, and rushed boldly.up-
on him. 'The assassin struck nradly at
this singular defence with his knife,
but the Yankee pressing him closely,
suddenly 'stopped. and catching bim by
the feet, overthrew him. ‘'The next
‘moment he was disarmed and bound;
and a litle while afterwards three gens:
@’armes appearing, he was taken to
prison.. .

This cool-blooded murder produced
no liutle sensation throughout the city ;
and as the young man was wealthy dnd
connected with the first ‘faniilies in ‘the
State, the public interest was greatly
. Popular opinion was singu-
lmly divided as the day of his trial ap-
proached. Heavy bets were laid and
readily taken up that he would not be
convicted. Ti was known that counsel
had been employed by his family. to
whom -the enormous sum of twenty
thousand dollars had been paid. Lovers.
of honorable and equitable adminisira.
‘tion of justice trembled for: the - result.
But there were many who had faith in
the integrity ~of the administrators_ of
the laws, and that the assassin would
not escape.  ‘The excitement amonlcr

t
was the belief of this class that the mur-
derer would elude jostice by means. of
gold and family influence,. and deepand
vengel'ul were their oaths. ol' retnbnuon,
should he be acqumed .

'The* day ‘of his" tnal “came. “Fhe
court was thronged, and -the streets.ap-
proa(;hmg it.were erowded. with-an ex-
cited multitude. ;. - Shouts rent the air at
the announcement; and. when the sens’
tence was known' bat he was tg b

ken to hn prison, and thence;that day

"a‘-, :

was gold, and without looking at it he
answered respectfully— : ‘
. % Oui, Madame. You shall be
obeyed.” :

He then proceeded slowly to the ex-
tremity of the corridotr, humming the
air of the Hymn Marsellois. The
young woman entered the condemned
cell, holdmg] in her hand the lamp
which the gen d’arme liad left with her.
She, with dlﬁicully, s0 great was its
ponderous wewht,1 drew the door 1o
after her. She stodd a moment.to let
her eyes survey the gloom. From a
corner, rose to his feet, with - clanking
chains, the figure of her brother. He
had’ been sleepmg, and the light did
what the jnoise of bars and bolts could
hot do—awoke hitn. He stared wild-
ly athis|sister. "She was veiled and
clad in m urnmg ‘He  was pale, and
an expregsnon of keen _suffering was
manifested in his face. She lifted her
veil, and advancing a step, pronounced
his name.! He clasped "his hands to
gether at hearmg her voice, and cried
bitterly.

« So you have come to see me be-
fore 1die 7’ :

w Yes, brother !’ she said, wuh sin-
gular resolution in her tones.

She- was very, very .pale, but there
was an unusual energy.in the expressmn

of her countenance.

«You caniiot save me then?" he
asked eagerly, yet, as if he had no
hope..

It is impossible, Jules! Every,
means has béen triéd. - Gold has been
offered withoui limit. But-the oﬁ'uers
will not be corrupted.”

¢« Theni] -must die. 1 musl sw‘no
like a felon “ftom the gallows! Maie
the mock of the canaille! Thisis mhd-
ness V'L - -

And leunu lus ch-uned hands ab
his neck, he clasped them togeth r{v‘:vh
a mmgled aif ol horror and’

+ Ygu --shall not hang
lows, Jules,” said hisist rﬁrmly her
black eyes lxgh) up with an exlral)r-
dinary fire.

yih C
cla;m . selzln
ega dmc the
lenance: AN
% Yes; from dzslwnor " she replléd,

her band, and eamesl-‘

wurkmas of . (he coun«

- /-r_* en

in'a deep tone.i nv -

three weeks, led to the gallovqs for exe- |

most aristocratic ' families in New: Or- |

his sister, in a ball room, without a|

| trembling voice,

t/ save me, lhen m be exd

He stood silent. He 'cove'redfihisl
face;with.his hands. .He shook' from
head to fdot like an aspen, .He thad |
lcomprehended her! He knew her
.proud and determined spmt too well
. not to understand his sister’s dreadful
meaning. He groaned heavxlyl

o] dare not,” he said.faintly,

«You saust! You shall not die on
the gallows! You shall die like'a
Vereaux! You shall dle hke a man i

o Sister 17

-+¢Here is what will save the honor

of your famlly I have brought it with
me. Take it, and after I embrace you,
fet the point boldly find your heart.”
+ I would rather live fill to-morrow.
Life -is sweet. One night and a‘few
hours to-morrow is a long life to one
condemned to die.”’

"¢ This is weakness, Jules! I have
come here one a sacred errand. My
time id limited. T will not be defeated.
The honor of our family must be pre-
served. Now let me embrace thee!”

She threw her arms about his neck,
and as she kissed his cheek, her tears
fast rickled upon his chains,  She dis-

engaged herself and stood up. She
had left the dagger in his hand.

s Siater, ; this 13 l'earl'ul' Must 1
die?” .

* Are you a manand askme? Die,
bravely and honorable! ’Tis but a
stroke ! ~ Die, and cheat theragingmob
of their revenge! Will you hang dan-
gling in- the air to be a spectaole of
scorn and mockery? No, brother.—
Thank me that T have placed in your
hand the means of rescuing your name
from infamy. !

« Sister, . farewell 1" he said, in a
**Give me your
hand!. Let me press it once more to
my lips! Farewell. It is a dreadful
thing to die so soon! Butl must!—
Farewell !"*

He raised his agitated arm 1o give
the blow ! His hand trembled. She
veiled . hier face with her hands and
sunk upon her knees. She heard tlre
fatal blow given!—The heavy fall—!

She offered some wild words of pray-
er for his soul, and after a moment's
rose’and_gazed upon him. He had-
given the blow with unerring certainty.
Thé stiletté was in his breasl. and he
was lying dead at her fret.. .

This extraordinary. young woman
was arrested for the murder, but acquit-
ted, the gen d’arme having at the mo-
‘ment come to the door and seen the
prisoner strike the blow himself.—
Whether Jules de Vereaux *¢rescued
his nauie from infamy” by committing
suicide, is a question we shall leave for
adjustment to a committee of our read-
ers. We have recorded only the facts
as they transpired, for in the tale there
is mare of fact than fiction.

_ Battle by Horses.

Southey tellsthe following picturesque
incident of the Peninsular war:—Two
of the Spanish regiments which' had
been quartered in Funen, were -cavalry
mounted on fine black, long-tailed Anda-
lusian horses. It was impracticable to
bring off these horses, - about 1100 in
number, and Romana was’ not a man
who could order them to be destroyed.
He was fond of horses himself, and |
knew that every man was auached 1o
bis beast which had carried him Fo far
and so faithfully. Their bridles:were
taken off and they were taken off and
they were turned loose upon the beach.
A sceie -ensued, such as probablyj was
never before witnessed.. They were
sénsible that they were no longer inder
apy restraint of human power. ~ A gene-
ral conflict ensued, in which relalmng
the discipline they had learned,! they
chnrged each oiher in squadrons ¢f ten
or twenty logether ; then closely enga-
ged striking with their fore feet, and bi-
ting 2 and tenrmo each other withHerocious
rage,-and tramplmg over tliose “which
were beaten dowm, till the shore, in the
course of an hour was strewn with dead.

set freé on'a rising ground, ‘at a distance;
they no sooner heard the roar of the bat-
tle; than tliey came - thundering down

mg the LOlll'lgl(Jl]S madness, plun ved ine
to the” fight with’ fury. ' Sublime ds the
scetie was, if was too hoirible 1o be long
comtemplated, and Romana, in nlerc),

gave orders: for destroyitig them, but it

and after the last boats qumé(l the beaclv,
thie few hoises that remained ‘weie still
seen engagedfin the dreadful workxll mus
tual deslmcuun. o

7 Faiiive OrF.‘—An Olﬁcnr, on'a: ﬁeld
dav, happened" {o: be- thrown . frolm his
horse, and a5 he lay. sprawling on the
'} ground, said to.a.friend (who ran lo his
assistanice,)' 1 thought 1 had- improted
in my riding, bt I find:Lhav rj‘ullm .

and’ disabled. Part of them liad| been |-

over the. mlermedlate hedges, and tatch--

was found too dangerous to allempl. this; |

- Amusement of -a- Moorish' Bultan, -~
‘The Meshwa Herald now proclaims
ed that Shasha . (the- blow-giver,) . and:
the six-fingersd-Alee, each of free will,
were about o test their strength,.and
that a royal donation of fifty gold ‘mit- -
zakel would bethe rewatd of the con.
querer. . ¢+ May God bless dur Lord!"

 shouted by ten thousand voices, drown- -

ed 1he cry of the herald, * the- deafen.
er," as the people called him, from his
astounding voice. Both the champions
were already on'the appomted ground,
when there arose the ‘question which
should receive the first blow. Oun this
the sturdy Alee spoke:=—+ 0, mighty
Shashia, slave' of the defender of the
fauhful the Sultan of the world; itis
iny duty*to” grant that advdniage even
to.the meanest servant of the Cord.”’—
The blow-giver replied =+ Your course .
of life is run ; it has reached its goal!
Where. shall I deal the fatal blow?"’—
Alee pointed to the top of his head.—
The long and muscular arm of the black
was now raised and poised in the ait
overithe skull of Aleé, who, with knees-
slightly ‘bent, stood undaunted.before
his antagonist, ‘a broad grin upon his
fealures, as if certain of power. of
resisting all human strength. Down
came the fist /of the black, sounding
like the sledge hammer when strock
with force against-an anvil. Alee atay-
gered, drops of'sweat burst out ap on
his forehead, his eyes rolled with
pain and seemed smrtmg from their
sockets § but recovering, he shook him-
self, f'md rubbing his bullet:shaped head
and locking arotnd, exclaimed :—ss Al
lah! that is what you may call a blow,
too, Allah! But now comes my turn,
.0, Bokhary .and if it pleases the most
mighty God, Shasha, the bloswgrver.
shall never deal another.”

Then, turmng to the Saltan, he erav-
ed to be allowed to place "himself. on
equal height with his tall opponent.—
This” was granted; and four soldiers
were ordeted to fetch a marble block
that was at hand, but they found 1t too
much for them. Aleo"ran to the spot,
and having, with their assistance, put
it on his shouldiets, brought it and plac-
ed it front of'the Sultan. Then, hav-
ing doffed his gelab, he tock his .posi-
tion on the block, and clenching his
six-fingered fist and. throwing his body
slightly backwards, raised his arm, and
seemed 10 choose a posture whereby
he might secure the greatest power,—
He hesitated;. and dropped his arm, as -
if to consider a little longer. And now
the black man trembled, and over his
sooty face there seemed to come a hor-
rid paleness,’ag Alee resumed, in 3 yet
more decided manner, his posture .of
attack. Down, rapid as a thunder-bolt,
fell Alee’s fist, and with it fell the black,
never to rise again. - The Bokbary’s:
skull was frightfully fraciured, and he
who had so often dealt the blows of .
death, was now but as one of those who
had met a like fate from his own relent-
less arm.- ¢ 'There is no-power por
strength inany but God,”” exclaimed the
Sullan, as the black expired at his feet.
“ Give the dlown,” pointing to Alee,
st the fifty ducats, ard let iim have safe
conduct, Shasha, in truth,. ie a great -
loss to -my household; but who can
avoid God’s decrees, whlch are written
in the Book 'of Fate.”” Alee took his .
purse ; 'and ete -the Sultan’s mandate
for him to be escorted. could be put in

‘force, he had mingled with the crowd,

and was seen no more, Some said that
the brethren of the black murdered him
that night.—Hay's Weslern lllaga-
zine,
NEGATIVB l'v'\ocr.\cn.—“ Whal s

the mauer John2”

« ] aint done nothing, falher." :

+ Well, whatare you crvmg for then,
voy lubber? A
. 1 was afraxd you'd whip me..
-+ What! whip vou when you havn’t
done’ anymma L :

“ Yes, sir,”’ .

 Go.into the house, you ‘booky.’ »
.. John went ints the house, - and his
father went dowi to the farm. ' Very
soon his father came back - a rage,
and laying 2 cowhide over the urchin’s
back, said ¢ 1 did not tell  you when I
went away, 10 hoe that corn 7"
Lo Xes; “Sir-<but you t6ld me just
fiow that -you wouldn't wlnp' ine |l'l
hadn’t done notluug. T ,'. ‘ :

v T

A}:APP;:AL ‘70 ’\'lonr:s'ry.—ln the
1\auonal Intelligencer, of Fnday. is an
address o the ladles ofAmerxca. from
the +* Female "Statug ‘represeénting ' the
Indian race,iin front ¢f the- capitol,’”’
praying that she: .may. be rescoed from
the "uiter nakedness. in which ' Italian _
art has presenteéd hgr 10.the American
world: :She .asks g moge than. ¢ the
broad svampum belt.'and modele ‘ad-

J\l‘led manlle of her nalne » |lds. -



