
MY OPINIONS AND BETSY BOBBET'S.

had to live on pancakes most of the time
sense it took place, and they are tougher
than leather; I have been most tempted to
cut some ont of my boot legs to see if they
wouldn't be tenderer, but I never should
hear the end of it if I did. She jaws me aw-
fully, and orders me round as if I was a dog,
a yeller dog-" he added despairin'iy, "if
I was a yeller dog, she couldn't seem te look
down o a me any more, and treat me any
worse."

Says I, "I always did mistrust these wim-
men that talk so much about not wantin' any
rights, and clingin' and so forth. But,"
says I, not wantin' to run anybody to thier
backs, "she thought it was ber spear to
marry."

"JI told you," says he, in agonizin' tones,
"I tolH you that spear of hern would destroy
me, and it has."

He looked so sorrowful that I says to him
in still more jokeuler tones than I had yet
used, " Chirk up, Simon Slimpsey, I wish
you joy." I felt that he needed is indeed.
He give me an awful look that was jest about
half reproach, and hall anguish, and I see a
tear begin to flow. I turned away respectin'
his feelin's. As he went down the steps
slowly, I see him put his hands in his pock-
ets, as if searchin' for his handkerchief,
seemin'ly in vain. But he had on a lofig
blue broadcloth swallow tailed coat that he
was married in the first time long years ago,
and as he went round the corner he took up
the skirts of his coat and wiped his eyes. I

but the next day, Simon Slimpsey went by
on his old white horse. It is a very dejeced
lookin' horse in the face, besides carryin' a
couple of wash-boards in its sides, in the line
of ribs. Thomas Jefferson says, " What
gi vesitits mournfunl expression, it is mournin'
for the companions of its youth." Says he,
" you know Noah saved a pair of every-
thing," and says he, "lhis poor companion
passed sway several thousand years ago."
That boy vorrys me, I don't know what he
in comin' to. Slimpsey's old horse hain't
more'n 35 or 40 years old, I don't believe.
They say Betsey is makint a pale blue cam.
bric ridin' dress, and in goin' to ride him. a
horse back this fait. It don't seem to me
there would be much fun in it, he is so lame,
besides havin' a habit of fallin' frequently
with the blind staggers; howsomever its
none of my business.

But as I was a sayin' I stood silently in the
door, to see old Slimpsey go by a horseback,
and I thought to myself as I pensiveiy turnqd
ont my tea grounds, (I was a gettin' dinner)
how much-how much it looks like a night
mare that has broken out of its lawful night
pastures, and is runnin' away with a pale &ad
harassed victim. So haggard and melancholy
did they bath look. And I sithed. I hadn't
much more'n got through sithin', when he
rode up, and says he,

" The seventh boy*is worse, and the twin
girls are took down with it, it would be a
melankoly pleasure Miss Allen if you could

"" »
said to myself with a deep sithe, "And this
as woman's only spear." And the words B
awakened in my breast as many as 19 or 20 asd vas ettin' between a few cradies, and
different emotions, and I don't know but trundie beds, and high chairs ail filled with
more. meses, and a few mumps. Betsy's teeth

I murmured mewsin'ly to myself, "Iteem was ont, and her tow frizzles lay on the tabi.
to me, if I was a woman I ahould about as with a lot of paper-so I mistrusted be bad
lives be a constable." been writin' a poem. But she was noven-

While I was still mewein', Betsy, his wife ga4edin meudin' a pair of pantaloons, the 8th
tore down'the street, in a distracted way,and ar-she told me-ale had mended that day,
paused befor mme. for Sirnon Slimpsy vas a poor man, ana

"Have you seen iny husband ?" says shecouldnt-afford te buy new ones. Tley wsa
"can you tell a distracted wife-have you a bard and uourful lookin' pair, and says

seenlierlinbaudSirnn Simpsy T tolier-in a tone in which pity and Cont-nap,seen her husband Simo)n Slimpsey V"
She looked wild, as if she feared a catas-

trophe, and she cried out, loosin' holt of her IBetsy are you happy?
self control, in a firms constable like tone,* 1I am at reste" says she, more at rest than

"fie shal not escape me! I il teleg I have been for yeas.
to the next station house! I will have the "Are you happy?" ays 1, lookin' kSulY
creek dragged1 the woods -shalh ibe scoured st ber.
ont il" s ashe. «T.ro g 1 ays he I feel veal dignifl,"ý says ébe. "hr

"Be calm, and compose yourse if," says 1 isnt nuue in a woman-tryiu' te be digni
fragidly; "Simon Slimpsey bas gone up to-td-tilt 4bW-is iaY'mied, -for ahe caù't.

ards the house." I have tried it and I know. I eau trùly aa
She heaved a deep sithe of content, and JesialiAlldi'i wfe, that I ueveb, kùew vhat

triumph agin brooded down upon her-eye- diguity vas, until ue veek ago last Sundsl
brow as she follered on-afterhia. niglt at haWpast seveuin the evening;" ns

a~d 't no ideoo en4ps 't%,wa, otui' d hver tw frizantalyon, t

wihalto pprs itrse h a
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