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WOMAN'S RIGHTS,

Dennls MeFlynn has been  thinking about
“woman’s rights” and his exelted Iimagination
Hinds vent as follows:

Hurrah for the thive that s comin®,

Whin Indies shall vote Hke the ming

Ovh, wou't the polls be m Dloomiy'

Wit fthers and erinoline thin!

Eleetion day thin, T am thinkin®,

WIL e the grent day of the year,

Wity Lussen mod Luds will be deinkin®

Together the candidates' beor.

What's the use to wrangle wid Blddy
About who the lving shall make;
An' sure, If 't will pleass her, 1'm rlddy
To glve up the hod for her sake,
A’ be stayin® all day at the shanty
To "tind the domestic alalrs,
A bollin® the bafe an' peraties,
An' mendin' the rips an' the fares

Thin when election approaches,

Au' the ladses are marchin® the strate,
Wid big bands of musie an' torehes,

An' Bidily Is standing the trute, |
'L be on the sldewalks hurrahin®,

For e own darlin' Biddy MeFlynn,
Wid a ehild In my arms, and a drawin’,

A cab wid another oue In,

An' when she Is makin® her spaches
Before the great min of the land,
Bure thin I will lend her my braches,
An' slt by her side on the shitand ;
An' after she's done wid her talkin',

Och, thin how the people will aheer,
AN’ off tothe polls e a walkin®
An' voting for Blddy my dear.

An' whinall the votin® is over,
An' Blddy's elected, sure thin
11 Nive like & plg in the clover,
Wid Honorable Mrs, MeFlynn(
The shanty 'l quickly be leavin®
An' livin® wid illegant taste,
Wid a horse and a shay for me drivin',
And & nigger to walt on the baste,

It's niver a tie T am spakin',
But throe every word that 1 say,
It's mysell ‘twould niver be takin’
The rights of the lndies awny |
IT o Inssle, thinking it proper,
Bhould stioulder the mortar and briek,
Bad luck to the thafe that would shtop her
1'd blacken his two oyes pretly quick.

CAPTAIN AMYRS WOOING.
19

DON'T understand you at all "
said Pleree Trevor to his friend
Ralph Dewey.

“You talk as if 1 was o conundrum, ot
w problem in mathematics," laughed the
young man,

“Bo you are! Now look here, Dewey,
Jet's have s clear comprehension of the
matter. Do you love Fanny White."

“ Well—yes—1 rather think, on the
whole, that I'm o little taken with the
sparkling brunette,”

A little taken,” mimicked his friend,
“How very enthusisstic you ave! And
she, poor child, is more than a little taken
with you.”

‘1 flatter myself that you are right.'

“Well then why don't you ask ber to
marry you

“Thereitia,” groaned Dewey, peevishly ;
“you are all in sach & hurry.—Can't a
man admire & pretty girl withont being
browght to task for it the very next day ?
I tell you I won't be hurrded. I'Hl take my
time about the matter. When I got ready
Pl ask Miss Fanny to marry me and not
before. Now I hope you are satisfled.

“1 am very far from being satisfied."

“Can't help that,” said Mr, Dewey,
shruggiog his shoulders ; but as Miss
White is only your wife's cousin, 1 really
don't recognize your right to catechise
me.""

* Doas that moan that I am to mind my
own business "

Ralph laughed, * Construe it as you
plense—only pray don't bothor me any more,
Just see what a delieions place this Is for
a midsummer day's sfeata ; grass short and
alose as velvet—long shadows from the nnt-
url hedge of hagel W~ song of
. m I'm so

Wiy bovvon b el g
heart of & ntwlltllnmnﬂm
ing sn impromtu pillow of his arms crossod
underneath his head,

Y Bleop, then, you indolent disciple of | the uniform of a captain in the regular

1"

Morpheus!
otmly.
est hours of n golden day like this."

said Trovor,n little contemptu- | army, sitting on the sofa, and being  very
U1 ean't afford to lose the brig ht. | devoled to Miss

White. Captain Amyr
lind entered with all his heart and soul in-

‘—lwgml to cory, and Hildergrade rushed |

And, parting the overhanging bushes of | to the little bit of strategy, and flirted with |

the hazel copso with both hands, he yan-

ished out of the green little dell and

sylvian solitude.

Our hero had not lain there many min-

utes, however, before the soft chime of givl
voices sounded through the tiny bugles of
summer insects and the monolonous mur-
mur of the greon boughs overhead.
" muttered Mr, Dewey,
indistinotly ; can’t a fellow be clear of
them anywhere ? But they are on the oth-
ergide of the copse, that's one blessing, and
if T keop quict they will never beat up my
ambush."”

 Giilsgirls !

They were on tho other side of the copse
three bright haired and bright feced girvls
in white, fluttering miment, with munol

| gleam of ribbons and sparkle of rings and
| fominine gewgaws.

“It's s0 delightfully cool here,” said
Hildergrade Aymer, o fair blonde, as  Bax-
on as her name.

"

“And one ean talk here,’ said Mary
Bell,  “ At the hotel with promenaders on
the pianzza and the partition walls being as
thin as paper, one is pever certain of not
being overheard,”?

Mr. Dewey gave a silent inward chuckle
just ot this juncture. If * walls have cars,”
&0 have hazel hedges occasionally.

Fanny White leaning sgainst the twisted
stem of a veteran old wild-grape vine,devo-
ted hor whole attention to her parasol
handle.

Shie was the prettiest of the three, a dark
Andalusinn  looking gipsey, with deep
liquid brown eyes and hair black as the
blackest jot, whilo her skin, just touched
with the creamy tint that charmcterizes the
Creole, glowed cnrmine on cither rhicek
and her lovely rose of a mouth, ripe and
red and roguish, gave expression to the
whole piquant face,

“Fanvy, do lot me try,” said Hilder-
grade. **It will bo such n splendid joke ;
and your English adorer is so long in mak-
ing up his mind.”

“ But—what will Captain Amyer think ?"

" He'll be delighted ; men nlwanys glory
in a bit of spioy mischief, and Kent is such
a splondid actor.'

“ Do, Fanny I" argned Mary Bell.—* 1t
will be just for all the world like the thea-
tre. Hildergrade's brother is to pretend
to be desperately in love with you, and you
are to encournge his attentions, until that
slow-moving Ralph Dewey Is brought to
the proposing point, fairly maddened with
Jealousy. How I shall enjoy the progress
of the situation!" and she clapped her
small plomp hands gleefully,

“ Bat your brother must fully understand
the scheme,' said Fanny hesitatingly.

“OF course | Shan't I explain it to him
mysel{? There's not a bit of harm in it,
Fanny, nnd Mr, Dewey certninly needs
some stimuluy of this kind. Now, Fanny do
consent ! Kent will be here this very even-
ing."

“Bhe don't forbid it, Hildergrade,"
eagerly eried Miss Bell, * and all the world
knows that sllence gives consent. Come ;
don't you see how long the shadows are
gotting ? and I want to show you that
deliclous little nook down by the river
shore. Besides, we can talk it all over so
nicoly there."

And the three gracea fluttered down the
hill-side, laughing and ohatwring as they
went.

No sooner had the last ocho of the
swoet voloes died out on the perfumed alr
than Mr. Dewey arose to his feet,and walk-
ed deliberntoly out of his place of conceal-
ment.

“My dear little givls,"’ quoth he, by way
of soliloquy, *'it is & very clever little plan
bat it won't work. * Forewarnod is fore-
armed,'’ says the old adage, and I've no
doubt I shall enjoy it as much as Miss Mary
Dell proposes to do.”

And Mr. Ralph Dewey laughed aloud, to
think how completely he should outgeneral
his feminine adversaries, with their ally the
nrmy officer, thrown into the bargaln,

“I'll keop Fan in suspense another
month, just to pay ber for that I'" he farth-
ermore added within himself, “I lke the
girl well enough too—a bewitching lttle
olf, with the finest oyos I ever saw ; but for
all that T won't be hurried into matrimony,
Mr.,-hmmquﬂ will and pleas-
ure

Knowing'what he know, therefore, Mr,
Dewey wus not at all surprised that evening,
when he walked into the hotel drawing
room, to see & lall, slylish young man in

liis sister's friend, ns Mary Boll said, *f just

went | ns natarally as life,”
his way, leaving Ralph Dewey to dream in '

‘Lot "em work," said Mr, Dewey, and he
sat down to play backgammon with a prot-
ty little widow whom he knew., Fanny
watched him from beneath her eyelashes,

* It doosn’t produce any effoct at all upon
him—the brute,” said Hildergrade who
hnd expected to see the rcoreant lover
hrought to capltulating terms at onee.

“That's because wo don't pub it on
strong enough,” snid the Captain * Fanny
—I may oall yon Fanny, mayn't T9"

“0h, certainly," said the little brunctte,
“it's all in the play.""

“Well, then, Fanny, I think we ought
to promenade through the hall arm in arm
o little while, and if we were to whisper
instead of speaking oat aloud—""

Fanny laughed and blushed and consent-
od, and tho whole evening long sho and the
doughty captain exchanged very common-
place romarks in very confidentinl whispers,
while Mr. Dewey and the widow played
backgammon serencly.

“1 liko this,’! said Captain Kent to his
sister, whon Miss White bad gone to her
room, and Mr, Dowy was smoking his Inst
cignr on the lawn. ““8he's the prettiest
girl 1 ever saw.”

“ Oh, but, Kent," aried the alarmed [Hil-
dergrade, “youn musta't fall in love with
her! That wasn't in the bargain:

¢ I shall not full in love with her—there
is no danger,” said Kent Amyr; “but I
say its such fun! I'm so much obliged to
you for suggesting it, Hildergrade.”

Fanny oried herself to sleep that night.
Ralph Dewey didn't seem to eare a pin
whether sho flirted with Captain Amyr or
not,

The noxt day she went out horseback
riding with the Captain, Kent sat on  his
horse lile o centaur, and Fanny came back
rosy a8 & whole bed of carnations.

“Are you going with us to the Cedar
fulls to-morvow, Fanny "' asked Mr. Dow-
oy that evenming. “ Weo said something
nbout going together n week or so ago,
didn't we "

Fanny was ready with her lesson,

“Did we? I had forgotten ; besides, I
promised to go with Captain Amyr."’

Ohbywell, all right, I had just as soon take
Julin Bymington,”

Fanny's scarlet lip quivered, but Hilder-
grade shook her hend vehemently st he,
and she did not eall buck the yonng En-
glishman, us had besn her flrst Impulse.

Captain Amyr proved n most devoted
cavalior, and Fanny half reproached her-
solf that she enjoyed tho day so much
without Ralph's society.

“I6s very wrong of me,”" sighed Fanny
to Hildergrade Amyr, her faithful confi-
dant.

' No, it isn't ; it's just oxactly right,’’ re-
sponded Hildergrade.

“I—1I begin to bo afraid ho don't care
for me," hazarded Fanny,

“Heo's o brute I'" confidently asserted her
friend ; “‘and it would serve him right if
you never lookoed at him again.’*

80 the glowing midsammer days ciept
by,and Mr. Dewey held aloof,hugging him-
solf to seo how be was outwitting the girl
conspirators, though an ocoasional twinge
of jealousy now and then passed through
his mind ; and Captain Kent nnd Fanny
played very industriously at making love.

Presontly thero wis o sore outory among
the allied forogs. An order had come from
the inoxorable War Deopartment, and the
Captain must go somewhoere on the flowery
froutiers of Floridn steaightway,

Ralph Dewey was delighted,

“The matter was beginning to get n lit-
tle sorious," he thought, **and just as soon
as that confonnded puppy in the gold shoul-
der-straps gets away, I'll maks Fan ahappy
woman.  May be, though, it would be well
to punish her for a fow days longer. I'll
seo how matters look," T

“0h, Fauny ! 7 Fanpy L, aren't you sor-
ry ! sobbed nﬂ'wliw Hildergrade cling-
Ing round her tall brothar, whose fuce was
unwontedly grave,

“ Yeu, Hildergrade,” said Fauny, “1l'm
vory sorry."’

Captaln Kent Amyr looked penetratingly
intoher face. There wore roal toars quiv-
erlng and sparkling on her jelty eye-lashos,
and the roses had all palod away from her
cheeks, '

“Fanny "' he sald, impetuously,
from your heart
ture ' -

Pmnz—uﬂlyllﬂkq’n o

* n l. L]

Mh u

she was
e ]

forward.

“Oh, Kent! Kent! yon promised that

you wouldn't full in love her."

“A man isn’t responsible for his fate,
and T have fallen in love with her," ex-
olaimed the young officer. ¢ Speak, Fan.
ny ! am I to love in vain

Fanny tried to laugh hysterieaily.

“Of—of course, all this is only part of
tho progrmme,’ she faltored.

“By Jove, but it's not!" oried Kent
Amyr, “what was jest at first, hiws become
earnest now. I love you, Fanny—I love
you better than my own life ; T eannot leave
you hiere to become the bride of a self-con-
celted puppy. Fanny, tell me that 1
may hope,”

Hildergrade seized both her friends'
hands,

“8he loves you, Kent—she loves you! 1
can see inin her eyes I''
ingly.

* Btand nside, Hildergrade,” said Amyr,
in a firm, though very gentle tone., *I
have tho first right here, Bhe is mine
now."

Aud he took her tenderly to his broad
true breast.

she ovied, exult.

Yes—it was true that the little morsel of
acting had become strong, life-long reality,
Kent and Fanoy had played at “lovers”
until love, the sly rogue, crept into their
hearts, with almost unperceived footsteps,

“Are you happy, Fanny ?'' demanded
the exigent army officer when all was set-
tled, and Hildergrade had gone to tell Mary
Bell, ns a * great secret,’” bow the little
stratngem had ended,

“0h, Kent,” whispered Fanny, “ I nov-
er knew what true happiness was boefore,"

And Captain Kent Amyr must have been
unreasonable indeed, not to bo satisfied
with that answer,

Bo he departed for the everglades of Flo-
ridna, carryiug in his tendor keeping the loy.
ing little heart of Fanny White.

Ralph Dewey, contemplated the depar-
ture of Hildergrade's brother with no small
degree of satisfaction.

“Now's my chanece,"” he thought. *1
guess, on the whole, I'll not keep her in sus-
pense any longer, poor child ; nor myself,”
he added, *Ionly wanted to let them
soe that I wasn't to be coerced.”

Mr. Dewey proposed sccordingly, in due
form and ceremony, that very day.

4T am so sorry, Mr. Dewey,” said Fan-
ny, looking provokingly lovely in her con-
fusion ; * but I'm engaged."”

* Engoged " roared the Englishm an.

“ Yes—to Captain Amyr,”

“Now, Faony,"” said Ralph, argumen-
tively, ** where's the use of carrying ount
this pretense any longer? Of course [
know it's all n stratagem.'’

“ Bt it isn't & stratagem,” replied Fan-
ny, indignantly ; **1 love him, and he loves
me, and there's my ring.™

The held up her pretty forefinger, as she
spoke, whercon glittored a solitaire din-
mond.

* And you'll please not call me ‘Fanny'
any more,"” added the merciless beauty.

Ho Mr, Ralph Dewey found himself out-
manawvered by Fanony and her officer after
all, and necordingly rotreated in as good
order ns possible. While Pieroo Tre vor,
Miss Boll, Hildegrade, and all the vest re-
turned & unanimous verdiet of ' Just ex-
actly what he deserved.”

A Change of Weather,

While the last contury was flourishing
thore dwelt in what is now a famous oity,
not s mile from Boston, an opulont widow
lady, who once afforded » queer illustration
of that compound of incompatibles, **hu-
man bature.” Tt was Now Year's Eve,
during one of thoso old-fushioned winters
which were so bittercold, The old lndy put
on an extra shiwl, and as she hugged her
shivering frawe sho said to her fiithful ne-
gro servant ;

“Tt's o terrible cold night, Berip, 1 am
afraid my poor neighbor, Widow Green,
must be sulloring,  Take tho wheelbarrow,
Borlp, flll it full of wood—pile on a good
lond—and tell the poor woman to keep her-
solf warm and comfortable,  But before
you go, Sorip, put some more wood on the
fire, and mpke me anioe wug of flip,”

Theso Iast orders were duly obeyed, and
the old lady was thoroughly warmad,inside
and out, And now the trasty 'Suiglo was
about to depart on his ormand of meroy,
‘when his considerate mistross Interposed

“Btop ! Berip! You uéed not go now,—
Tho weather has moderated.”

to his ma and martial to his pa.

Humoreuns Blographical Sketchoes,

BY FAT CONTRIBUTOR.
‘ Plutarch—1 only know of this gentlemon
by reputation, He is spoken of in the
‘phlml number. “Platarch's Lives' s a
common expression, but how muny there
was of lim I am not prepared to BAY.
‘ General Dukoe of Wellington—An officer
of the British army. M. Longfellow
lnmlms honernble mention of him ns the
| “ Warden of the Cinque Ports,” Cingue
means five, and ho was the proprictor of
five principle points, usually denominated
Five Points. He lived toa ripe old age
and died,

Julins Caesar—8on of old man Caesar,
Ho was born in Rome in his infancy, and
upon arriving at the state of manbood
beeame a Roman. e was a fighter and &
warrior of some note. His friend Brutis
one morning asked him how many egEs
he hind eaten for breakfust, and he replied,
Et tu Brute ! His friend became enragod
at being called a brute, and stabbed Caesar
quite dewd,

Mahomet—Author of the Koran, an ox-
citing romance, which he wrote in the
Mammoth Cave at Mecen. He was the
nuthor of & religious creed, to which he
stuffed Turkey, and tried to get upa broil
in Greoce, but fuiled. Many of his cnrly
followers suffered great persecutions. Some
of them were burnt at the stake. e had
three templos—onoe at Meecen, and one on
each side of his head,

Guy Fawkes— A warm-hearted, impul-
sive Englishman, who believed the Parlin-
ment too good for this earth, and devised
an expeditious mothod of elevating the
members to o better sphere, e was inter-
rupted in bis disintorested benevolence,
and was subsequently burnt in o place
called efligy.

A Btory about General Cass.

John Guy bore a striking resemblance to
General Lewis Cnas, and while he was pro-
prietor of the National Hotel, in Washing-
ton, the Michigan Senator was among his
favored guests. Guy dressed like Cnss,
and although not as portly, his face, includ-
ing the wart, was strungely similar. One
day & Western friend of the house came in
aftor a long ride; dusty aud tired, and walle-
ing up to the office encountered General
Cass, who wns quictly standing there. Mis-
taking him for Guy, he slapped him on the
shoulder and exelaimed : * Well, old fellow,
here T am ; the last time T hung my hat up
in your shanty, one of your clerks sent meo
to the fourth story; but now that I liave
got hold of you, T insist upon a lower room."

The General, & most dignified personage,
taken aback Ly this salute, coldly replied :
“You have committed n mistake, sir, I
am not M. Guy; Iam Geoeral Coss, of
Michigan,” and angrily turned away. The
Western man was shocked at the uncon-
scious outrage he had committed ; but
before he hud recovered from his mortifion-
tion, Genernl Cass, who had passed around
the office, confronted him again, when a
second time mistaking him for Guy, he
faced him and said : * Here you are ot lust.
I have just made n devil of n mistake ; I
met old Cnss and took him for you, and ¥
am afrnid the Michigander has gone off
mad.”  What Gonornl Cass would have
said may well bo imagined, if the real Guy
had not approached and resouad the iuno-
cent offender from the twice-assailed, and
twice-angered statesman.

Buttons,

The first manofacturer of buttons in the
United States was Bamuoel Williston, —
While he was dragging along as n country
storekosper—his eyos having falled him
while studying for the ministry—his wife
bethonght ber that she could cover by
hand the wooden buttons of tho time, and
thus ewrn an honest ponny. From this the
couple advanced in thelr ambition until
they had perfocted machinery for covering
buttony, the first employed for the purpose
in the United Btates. From this sprang
an immense fuctory, and then others. Hia
factorios are still running st Easthamton,
coining wealth for the proprictors, and
known to every dealer in buttons the world
over. Ho is now between 70 and B0 yoars
of nge, s worth five or six million dollays,
aud has given $40,000 to. Ensthampton for
o sominary ond for churclies, §200,000 to
000 to Amberst Colloge, besides lossor gifta,

9" A baby whib kistes his mothor and
fights his futhier, may be sald to be partial




