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hands tenderly on the fair yung hed of the

A'^irginny maid whose lover was laid low in the

battle dust by a fed'ral bullet, and say, as

fervently and piously as a vener'ble sinner like

me kin say anythin', God be good to you,

my poor dear, my poor dear."

I riz up to go, & tal:in' my yung South-

ern fren' kindly by the' hand, I sed,

" Yung man, adoo ! You Southern fellers

is probly my brothers, tho' you've occa-

eionally had a cussed queer way of showin'

it! It's over now. Let us all jine in and

make a country on this continent that

shall giv' all Europe the cramp in the

stumniuck ev'ry time they look at us!:

Adoo, adoo !

"

And as I am through, I'll likewise say

adoo to you, jentle reader, merely remarkin'

that the Star-Spangled Banner is wavin'

round loose again, and that there don't

seem to be anything the matter with the

Goddess of Liberty beyond a slite cold.

Artemus Ward.


