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forgot the- girls, forgot everything but the
snake, '

His active exercise (he paid particular at-
tention to his running), together with the ex-
cessive heat, had brought on the nose-ble:d,

HOW JOHN JACKSON WAS CURED
OF BASHFULNESS.

John Jackson was a hard working man of |
twenty-three, Being the eldest child and
only son, he had always remained at home,
assisting his father upop thet_arm. John was
much respected by every one in _t.he neighbor- |
hood, ard many a bright eyed girl had secret-
ly thought that she would like to be Mrs.

Jackson. Buat John was no ‘*‘ladies man.” |y, was withi _ .
. within a few rods of the barn, still
The fact was, he was bashful. He wnutd: running at the top of his speed, his 'head

rather hoe potatoes all day than undergo the |
ceremony of an introduction to a young lady. rturned so that he might keep one eye on the

Not that John disliked the dear creatures; far
from it. We believe that he,common with all |
bashful and well meaning men, entertained
the very highest respect and admiration for

them. And this no doubt was the principle | the B | |
: | use. A few more bounds and he would
cause of his bashfulness. He felt i.lfat Wey 'be in their midst. For a mowent modesty

were superior beings, and that he was ua- ‘overcame fear, and he halted. The snake,

back, his chin, throat and shirt bosom were
stained with the flow ng stream.

and forth they rushed, wondering if some In-
dian was not prowling about. By this time,

‘he must take. The. friendly barn now con-
cealed him from the sight of the girls. He
knew the girls were in the yard, baviig
caught a glimpse of them as they rushed from

and as he ran, ears erect and head thrown

His first shriek had started the t:pl.lil#:e-ru,.F

'snake and with the other observe wha' course |

A “Good Joke" on The

The Fort Monroe correspondent of the
Philadelyhia Inguirer tells the following joke,
on Professor Fletcher, Superintendent of Pub-
lic Instruction in Indiaha.

The other day Miles J. Fletcher, Superir-
te dent of Publie Instruction for the State of
' Indiapa, was wandering around on the beach,
trying to “kill time,”while awaiting the ar-
rival of his brother from Richmond, Virginia,
'Suddenly he came upon a place on the beach
where the coutrabands bad been digging
gravel out of the pits, 1o be subsequently uﬂeﬁ
in preparing roads. The wagons had all been
loaded and hauled off, and the contrabands
had seatd themse!ves out of sight in the
gravel, studiously pondering primers and spell-
ing books. One of the more learned was
acting as monitor.

“L, O, G,” says one,
“Well, what does that spell?” asks the

worthy te associate with them upon terms of evidently pleased with his rapid transporta-

eqiality. But we cannot stop to moralize. (ias  aviise kit Bis . |
: > o | | gratitude by attempting
Nancy Clark was the daughter of a VeIy |, o folq the legs of our hero within bis em-

monitor.
““Dunno,’ answered Cuffee.

respectable farmer, whose land adjoined the

Jackson farm. Nancy was a preity, saucy,

little witch, and she liked Jobmn Jackson.
When they were chi dren they attended the
game school, and when he was a few years
her senior, was; usually her champion in the
childish disputes that arose, and her compan-
ion in coming and going. At last,Johin be-
came so much of a young man as to be kept
from school, as she had been in past years.
John discovered, too, he was growing out of
shape. His feet and legs appeared very awk-
ward; he did not know what to do with his
hands; his face pained him, and taking all in
all, he was inclined to think he was not more
than half put together.

As novelists say, it was a lovely day in
August. The sun was clear, serene, and
beautiful, the trees were loaded with golden
fruit, and the beautiful birds twittered their
gongs of love in the branches. Earth (there,
we’ve «lid down to earth once more;sucl lofty
flights—they make our head dizzy). We
were prepared to say that “earth yielded a
bountiful harvest of grass and clever, and
honey-suckles, which this noble yeomaunry of
Chesterville had garnered within tteir store-
houses”—but upon a second thought have
concluded to word it thus: “The farmers of
Chesterville have done harvestingz.”

John Jackson’s sister had a quilting tha'
aft-rnoon. His father had gone to “Keith’s
Mills,” to get some wheat grouni, and left
John to repair some tools, to be ready on the
morrow, to commence moving the meadow

rass. Suddenly it occurred to Jobn that if

e remained about the house tiat afternoon,
he would be ca led in at tea time and required
to do the honors of the table. To avoid this,
be quietly shouldered his scythe and stole
away to the mead w, half a mile distant, fully
reso ved that he would not leave th re until
it was so dark that he could not see to mow,
go as to avoid seeing the girls.

The meadow was surrounded on all gides by
a thick forest, wuich effectually shut out
what little breeze there might chance to be
stirring. The sun poured its rays as though
the 1 ttle meadow was the focus point where
the heat was concentrated. Jobn mowed and
sweat — sweat and mowed, until he was
obliged to sit down and cool off. Then it oc-
curred to John that if he took off his pants,
he might be much more comfortable. ‘There
could be no impropriety in it for he was en-
tirely concealed from observation, and there
was not the slightest reason to suppose that
he could be seen by any per-on.

So John stiipped off, and with no cover
save his linen—commonly called a shirt—he
resumed his work. He was just congratulat-
ing himself upon the good time he had made
from meeting the girls, when he chanced to
disturb a huge black snake, a genuine twister,
with a white ring around its neck.

John was no coward, but he was mortally
afraid of a snake. “‘Se.f preservation” was
the first ““passage’ that flashed across his
mind, and ““l-gs take care of the body” was
the next. Dropping his scytbe and springing
around like a top, he was ready to strike a
2.40 gait, when at that moment the snake

was near enough to hook his crooked teeth
into John’s shirt just above the hem. With
a tremendous spring he started off with the
gpeed of a locomotive. His first jump took
the snake clear of the ground, and as he stole
a hasty glanece over his shoulder, he was hor-
rified to see the reptile securely fastened to
the extrem 'ty of his garment, while the ra-

of his solitary garment.
traction, and around it he revolved with the

speed of thought.
' lution, as he turned the corner, his snakeship

he managed to cry out—

| bral:?.

| With an explosive “ouch!” and urged for-
'ward by “circuamstances over which he had|
'ne control,” po r John bounded en. The
' next moment he was in full view of the girls,
yand as he turned the corner of the barn the
gnake came round with a whiz, somewhat
after the fashion of a coach whip.

Havi g reached the barn-yard, to his dis-
may, he found the bars up. But time was too
piecious to be wasted in letting down bars.
Gathering all his strength, he bounded into
the air, snake ditto; and as he ali:hted on
t"e other side, his snakeship’s tail cracked
across the upper bar, snapping like an Indian
cracker.

gardless of the girls, for the extra tickle from
the snake’s tail as he leaped the bars, ban-
ished all his bashfulness and modesty, and
again he had the pleasure of finding the snake
in a straight line, drawing steadily at the hem

The house now became the centre of at-
Four times, in each revo-

came round with a wh'z that was guite re-
freshing.

While deseribing the third eircle, as he
came near the group of wonder-s'‘ruck girls,
without removing his gaze from the snake,

“Call a man!”

The next moment he had whished out of
sight, and as quick as thought reappeared at
the other end of the house—

¢“Call a man!”

Away he whirled again, turning the corner
o rapidly what the whiz of the snake sounded
half-way between a low whistle and the re-
peated pronunciation of double-o.

Before either of the girls had stirred from
their tracks, he had performed another rev-
olution—

“Call a man!?

Away he flew once more, but his strength
was rapidly failing. Nanecy Clark %as the
first to recover her presence of mind, and
seizing a hoop-p-le, she took ber station near
the corner of the house, and as Jobn re-ap-
peared, brought it down upon the snake with
a force that broke his back and his hold upon
John’s neither garment at the same time,
John rushed into the house and to his room,

|

‘“Dat spells Log—log ob wood, you know!”
rejoined the monitor triumphantly,
After getting along through the column of
words with various success, one little contra-
band sang o.t:
“B, B, A, R, what do dat spell, honey?*
This was a stumper for all hands, and the
class had un ‘mm<us'y determined to *‘‘skip”

surprise, and said: **That spells bear.”

““What’s dat Mas’r?”? asked one of the
boldest of the fl ck.

“Why, it’s a great ugly, black animal that
lives in the woods yonder.”

““Hi! hi! De gemman means a wild bease—
a bar!”?

And they all 'aughed so heartily over Fletch-

Again John set forward, now ut'erly re-/er’s bad pronunciation that he had to beat a

basty retreat in order to get out of hearing of
the gravel pit contrabands.

- -——

Or.gin of a Popular Phrase.

Many Eearu ago the good farmers in my
neighborhood began to be sorely annoyed by
the mysterious disappearance of pigs, turkeys,
chickens, and portable property in general.
These losses began just about the time when
one Joab Strong took up his abode in the
vicinity. Putting this and that together, it
wag inferred 1hat Joab knew more about the
matter thin an honest man should. A ¢om-
mittee was formed to interrogzte him, and he
was cne moonlight night taken into the woods
for that purpose. He stoutly denied ali know-
ledge of the matter, whereupon he was laid,
face downward, over a log, in a position for
further proceedirgs.
“Now, Joab,” asked the chairman, bal. ncing
a supple twig in his hand, ““can’t you really
tell us anything about Mr. Brown’s turkey?”’
I told you 1 didn’t know nothin’ about it?”
Down came the rod, once, twice, six times.
““Hold there!” cried Joab. “I remember
now. I seen him a roostin’inthe cherry-tree,
and he went home with me.”
“Very well, Mr. Strong. Now about Mr.
Smitl’s pig?”*
“Don’t know nothin’ about it. Didn’t know
he had any pigs.”?
The reminder was applied, 28 before, and at
the sixth blow Joab’s recollection was aroused.
“Qh, y+s! I was a-g: in’ along by thsre, and
the Pig he followed me howe, and got eat
up.’
pAnd 8o on through five “counts” of the in-

and at tea-time appeared in his best Sunday
suit, but little the worse for the race, and to
all appearances ent'rely cured of his bashful-
nese. That night he walked home with Nan-
cy Clark. Tke next New-Year they were
married; and now, whenever Jihn feels in-
clined to lJaugh at his wife’s hoops, or any
other recunliarity, she has only to say, “Call a
man,” and he instantly sobers down.

AN Irisuman’s MisTaxe —A gentleman
while taking a drive through one of our countr
towns, accompanied by his Irish servant, had
the misfortune to have his vehicle smashed u
and himse'f and eompanion thrown violently

—

dictment, the last of which related to chick-
En!l

¢“Well, yes,” gaid the culprit, at the usual
point, “I did take them chickens—and mighty
poor ones they was too— and—and—you

needn’t flog any more. I know what you’re
goin’ to ask about next. It’s Major Green’s
corn. I did steal it. Iown the corn. 1t’s in

'my house now, and the Maj,r can have it if
he wants it.”? .
The joke of the matter was that Major

Y | Green did not know that he h d lost any corn,

and the committee had finished th-ir examina-

Pltion when Joab owned up, without being

asked.

to the ground, by his horge running away.
The gentleman was sorewhat injured but not
seriously. His principal loss was that of his
wig, which had been shaker off; and on pick-
ing himself up he found Pat in a much worse
condit'on, holding his hand to his head with
the blood trickling thro his fingers, and
holding his mastei’s wig in his other band,
which he was surveying with the utmost alarm
and horror.

pidity with which he rushed forward, kept
the serpent extended at an angle of ninety de-
grees with bis body.
Here was a quandry. If he stopped, the
snake would coil about his body, and squeeze
him to death; if he continued the race he
mu-t fall from sh-er exhausti n. On he flew,
scarce daring to think how this dreadful race
was to end. Instinctively he had taken the

direction of home; a feeling of security came

over him. Suddenly flashed zcross his mind

the true state of affairs—his father gone—the

quilting, and, worse tuan all, the girts! The
next moment he fet the body of the cold
clamimy monster in contact with bare legs,
his tail creeping around them in a sort of
cozening way, as by way of tickling John
uon the knees.

“This was too much for human endurance.
With a yell, such as man never uttered, save
in mortal terror, poor John set forward at
break-neck speed, and once more had the

|

L

“Well, Pat.” said his master, “are you much
hurt?”?

“Hurt is it? Ah, master dear, don’t you see
the top of me hrad in me hand}”

Pat iu his terror and confusion had mistaken
his magter’s head-piece for his own natural
scalp, and regarded his last hour as arr.ved.
- 8 -

SxATisTicaL.—Upon the indulgence of this
now fashionable pastime, the Jiuurnal of
Health is unuhlly ticular. “If the ther-
mometer is below thirty,” it says, ‘and the
wind is blowing, no lady or child should be
ukatin%’ We are not so clear about this
[f the lady is ‘below thirty,’ and of graceful

-0

Jessie FremoNT AND Orp Mg: Bram.—
Mrs. Jesse B nton Fremont, while on her
vigit to Washington to ferret out the origin
of the hostility which had manifested itself
towards her husband; had an interview with
the President, during which Mr. Blair Sr.,
father of the Postmaster General, and Frank
P. Blair were present,

Mr. Blair turned to Mrs, Fremont and said;
“Mrs. Fremont, allow me to say to you that,
in my judgment, madam. your proper place is
at the head of your husband’s household at
St. Louis, and this intermeddling with the af-
fairs of the State is, to say the lea:t of it, in
very bad taste on jour part, and, in concla-
s'on, [ wish you to understand tbat here is
where we make men and unmake them 7

To which Mrs. Fremont instantly replied;
“Mr. Blair, permit me to say to you that i
have seen some men of your making, and if
they are the best you can do 1 will advise you
to quit the business.”

- & -

figure, let her skate, no matter how the mer-
cu;y!deuundl. If she is the reverse—let her
slide

Dip Nor LIKE THE SErRMoN.—A little boy,
after liste ing to a sermon on being born

pleasure of se-ing the gnake resume his hori-

zontal pesiti n, somewhat after the tail of a|to his mother, “I did not like the sermon, ma,

comet,

Ou, on they flew! Jobn forgot the quilting, | who knows but what I might be a g

again, returned home much afllicted, and said

and I don’t want to be born over again, for

RayMING —An emrinent mathematician—a
professor of the University College—being
challenged to find a rhyme to “Timbuctoo,”
promptly replied with the following irreverent
verse:

“J* I were a cagsawary,
On the sands of Timbuctoo,
I would eat a missionary,

i

Skin and bones, and hymn-book foo!"

—

The New Picture for the Capitol.

The picture which Leutze is painting far
the Capitol at Waufhingtun, is not as the item-
izers have had it, for the Rotunda, butisa
commission which he has received in accord-
ance with and illustration of a p'an for the
decoration of the Capitel which he has pre-
sented to Gen. Meigs, and which has received
his approval, The space which is to receive

|the picture is one of four black walls, above

the stair-cases leading to the galleries, each
twenty by thirty feet. Mr. Leutze’s plan is
substantially to fill these four walls with il-
lustrations of the American spirit and the de-
velopment of the nation; the one he is execut-
ing taking for its subject Emigration; then
will follow historical scenes and landscapes
in a consistent series, filling the walls and
rotunda, and removing to a gallery the pic-
tures now in the Ro'unda, which are rather
gathery pictures, where they are anything
but decorative works such as the general plan
and use of the building demands, The minor
spaces will be filled with less important views,
groups, etc., with arabesques showing the
natural history of the United States.

The picture represents the summit of a pass
through the Rocky Mountaing, at the right a
wild desolate valley from which the emigrant
train is toiling up to the ridge, whence the
prospect of tue great western plain opens to

it, when Fletcher came forward, much to their | the +ye, lying in a golden haze, with glimpses

of rivers winding away out of sight. Some
horsemen u ge their horses eagerly up to the
dividing ridge and the younger membhers of
the party climb the rocks, shouting and wav-
ing their h-ts in enthusiasm, The sun is set-
ting and the rosy light falls on the snowy
summits of a distant p ak which forms the
climax of the composition, and divides the
land of toil from that of promise,

In the border, set in an arabesque, com-
'osed of the flora and fauna of the Rocky
ountaing, are several smaller designs, with

“the motto of the picture of “Westward the

g'ar of empire helds its way,” overhead. Un-
derneath is a view of the Golden Gate, with
the barbor of San Franciaco looking inland,
and in the upper corners, the wise men of the
East at the left, and Hercules clearing the
passage between the Mediterranean and the
Atlantic, Along the sides are the exp~dition
for the golden fleece, the return of the spies
from Canaan, the overwhelming of Pharaoh’s
host, Columbus at his studies,the raven bring-
ing food, the dove returning to the ark, and
at the lower borders portraits of Boone and
Clark.

For this work, with its pendants, Leutze
will receive $20,000. It is to be executed on
the wall itself, in the water-glass process.

“The America-ﬁﬂﬁunfederacy.'

—

The following views of Elkanah Watson,
of Revolutionary fame, on the American Con-
federacy, are taken from the second edition,
on page 232, of a volume entitled “Men and
Times of the Revolution; or, Memoirs of El-
kanah Watson—including his Journals of
Travel in Earope and America, from the
year 1774 to 1842, and his Correspondence
with Public Men, and Reminiscences and In-
cidents of the American Revolution;”? edited
by his son, Winslow C. Watson:

I fear we skall realize in our confedera‘ed
system the inconveniences and weakness of
the Dutch experience under their ill-modeled
Government, which, whilst it seems to be
grounded on the basis of a scrupu'ous jealousy
of power, in its operations exhibits the most
grinding despotism. During the external

ressure of a common enemy, our temporary

overnment answered all the purposes for
wheh it was organized; but now that right
is removed, every State may draw intoe itself
and, like the sensitive-plant, shrink from the
representative body of the Union. Our Con-
federacy embraces many of the defects, with-
out the coercive power and energetic inde-
pendence of the Dutch Government,

God only knows what will be the end; but
[ dread to look forward, from a deep convic-
tion that we cannot long be bound together
by the feeble ties which now unite the States.
State will soon contend with Stats; hatred
and alienation will ensue; .and perhaps the
whole continent is destined to be deluged in
the mutual slaughter of Americans, whilst
yet emoking with the blood of our foes.—
And finally, we shall become a prey to some
power of Europe, or some audacioys Crom-
well will step forth to impose despotic laws
and more than kinglv protection. I cannot,
[ will not indulge in these gloomy apprehen-
sions; but, I will rather hope that the lofty
anticipations of an admiring world will not
so soon be blasted, and that the Providence
who conducted us, with so much glory, thro’
the Revolution, will combine the wisdom of
the nation to devise a form of government
that will bless this IE future generations.

GrEATNESS,—The great man is he whe
hath nothing to fear and nothing to hope from
another. It is he who, while he demonstrates
the iniquity of the lawe, and is able to cor«
rect them, obeys them pe-ceably. It is he
who looks on the ambitious both as weak +nd
fraudulent. It is he who hath no dispositicn
or occasi n for any kind of deceit, no reasen
for being or for appearing different from what
he is. DioGENEs,
- B >

WHY HE wourp xoT Dance.—“Why don’t
you dance?”s bli'hely inquired an ¢mine: ¢
functionary of a leading Senator at a recent
social fe tivity in Washington.

“I never dance in a besieged city,” was

the quick and stern reply,



