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Tales of Famous People.
KIND-HEARTED LINCOLN.

During the war my brother, A, 1.
Sutton, was in the southern army. He
had held different po-
sitions, was at one

boat service, und at
last, toward the end of

to John Morgan's come-
mand and was cap-
tured by
army down in Vir-
ginla, and taken as o
prisoner of war to
Camp Chase, Columbus, O. He had
never been a strong man and was only
23 or 23 years old. When a child he
had the scarlet fever, and unfortuuate-
ly he took cold and camc near losing
the power of speech, and ever after he
hiad to be very careful of his health.
The close conflnement of prison life
began to tell on him. Our family and
all our friends began to use our best
efforts to either have him exchanged.
or be allowed to take the oath so he
could return home,

Mother had one of our best lawyern i
get up a petition signed by fnt'.entla. *

pacties, and there were cver £ many
working in differen, ways to helw us, but
all to no purpose. It was new some

. nine months he had been in prison, and

he was all this time getting weaker.
One morning we received a letter from
the prison saying that they had no
hopes of his recovery, and that when
the cases became 50 bad, they were re-
moved to the outside hospital, and L2
had been taken out. We wrote to
Washington to sce if the petition could
not be acted on, and recelved word
back that *the petitions were Kncee-
deep, and that Sutton's would have to
wait its turn. We were troubdled and
wor. fed, for we knew if something w~s
not done qulickly it would be too late.

My mother was almost frantic with
grier and she asked my younger
brother, who was attending the high
achool, if he would write a letter to
President Lincoln for her, as she was
t00 troubled and nervous to do it her-
sclf. My brother looked at mother in
amazement, and said, “Do you suppose
any attention would be paid to such a
letter? I doubt If the letter would ever
reach him.,” and refused to write it
and left the room. I was near, and
seeing the Jook of disappointment anq
gric? on mothe='s face, went to her are
sald, “Mather, I am only a Uttle gl
and cannot write or compose as well
as brother could, but wiil sit right down
and Trite to President Lincoln for
you, tell him just how urgent the case
18, and ask him to help us. No one but
you and I nced know X wrote the let-
ter, 80 we will know we did the best
we could, and i no good comes ot it no
one will be the wiser.”® So I aigned
mother's name, dlrected it to President
Abrabam Linceln, Washington, D C.

Mother and I felt so much happler
and relieved after {t was gone, and we
had a pleasant Jittle secret to think of.
A week had just passed when, one
moralng. the mail carrier brought &
long. large cnvelope addressed to
mother, twith no postage on, but
stamped “ofliclal business.” It wasfrom
Washington in answer to mother's let-
ter, saying, *Sutton was released on
the 10th by order of the president.” We
were 80 happy and overcome with
thanktulncss and joy, and mother im-
mediately scnt me-cy by cexpress for
SIm 2o be sent hame on, but one morn-
~g between 3 and 4 o'clock (before the
money had time to gect there), my
brother was brought home by an
attendant, all cxpensces pald, and
mother's moncy was sent back to her.
We were so happy to have him home,
hut his condition was pitiful. He wax
a mere shadow of hiz farmer sclf and
scemed to lLie in the laxt stage of cone
aumplion. Mother got the best medical
ald. and he gat the Lest possible at-
tontion. Far awhlle we feared he would
dic. but he =lowly gaincd strength and
health,

My brother returned home to usTucs-
day marning. Aprll 1. On Friday even-
ing. April 14, 1875, President Lincoln
way shot at Ford's theater in Washing-
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time captain in the,
navy, was in the gun- | comforter, housckeeper and companion.

ton. One of the last kind acts of his
Jife was to order iy brother's release,
and hefore we had time to acknowledga
his kind uct, his kind heartbeats had
been stilled fosever.

My brother i8 still alive, hearty and
well, now 59 years old, He 8 in New
Albany, Ind, and the main support of
his widuwed mother (now past 80 years
oid) und myself. I am still mother's

But 1 never hear the name of Mr Lin-
coln but a kind, gentle thought steals

the war, he belonged | o'cr me, and in a single sentence to
‘ be found in his seccongd inaugural ad-

dress, the country and the world have

the Umnijon | the most complete portrayal of his

character: “With malice toward none,
, with charlity for all.”’—[Mrs Hannah P.
Wright.

A GLIMPSE OF THACKERAY.

On a bright summer morning about
1951 or 1852, a cheerful volce shouted to

a group of young
' people: ““There is to
be an excursion next
week to Tunbridge
Wells, and ¥Fred
Richardson wants
onc of you giris to
go with him. Hands
up. The one who
speaks tirst is the
luckyone. Welldone,
ladys, I will tell the
lucky fellow to call
The day was lovely and our

for you."
ride from London by train was very

much enjoyed. I have forgotten how
nany mlles Tunbridge Wells is from
London. It was a summer resort of
some prominence at that time but
famed principally for a certain kind of
wood which grew there named box-
wood, which was at one time imported
in large quantity to this couatry and
was used by engravers to cut blocks
from to make the famous wood cuts
with which our old books and naga-
zines were embellished defore photo-
graphy took thelr place.

\While waiting for our dinner my
brother (one of our party) came to me
and said, “Young lady, your fun is all
ended. You cannot stick out your
tongue or make any more fun of that
gentleman, for he is Wiiliam Alake-
peace Thackeray, And just as surc as
he sees you he will have your face in
his next book.” The gentleman re-
ferred to was & tall man with a very
sad face and plercing bla~k eyes, which
have haunted me ever since. He had
a dark complexion and was round-
shouldered, and 1 afterward lcarned
that he was there that day to visit his
invalid wife, who was then being carcd
for at a private institution at
that place. I do not wonder that his
head was bowed or his face was sad,
since I have grown old enough to know
what sorrow {s. We spent a very pleas-
ant ¢gay, and as a souvenir I brought
from the place a pretty plece of mosale
work made from boxwood which grew
at the famous Tunbdridge Wells, and
which, everytime I look at, reminds.me
where 1 had the honor and pleasure of
meeting a celebrated author, William
Makepeace Thackeray.—[Gladys.

SARCASTIC GREELEY.

The first and only time I cver saw
Horace  Greeley
was when making
& tour of northern
New York during
the presidential
campalgn of 1864,
I was attending
school at Nor-
wood, A town on
the Ogdcensburg
and Lake Cham-
plain  railroad,
alzo the northern
termirus of the
Potsdam and
Rome rallroad. Mr
Grecley was bllled to xpcak at Ogdens-
burg an afternoon and cevening. Sev-
eral of the xtudents were anxious to
ace or hear him, but our teacher re-
fused his peemission, saying he con-
aldered schonl of more importance than
following up that “ranting clown.*
When the train from the south came
in, it brought a Iarge Jclcxation of peo-
ple and reveral brass bands. Thoy were
met at the depot by our own town dand,
and escorted to the large hotel just
across the park from the schoolhouse.

Ly

veranda of the hotcl and began play-
ing such pleces as The Star Spangled
Banner, Red, White and Blue, America
and other popular pleces. The nolse was
80 deafening our teacher was obliged
to close school for the remainder of tho
morning sessfon. As two or three girls
with mysclt atood listening to the mu-
slc, I said to thgm, I will go to the
Burg it you wiiL'" They readlly as-
sented. The news that we were golng
800N went tiie rounds of the school, and
in 20 minutes from ‘the time school
closed, there were 30 students, boys and
girls, at the depot, sl only in time to
gecure our tickets, when the traln
bringing Mr Grecley came thundering
in, drawn by two locomotives. They
stopped long enough to couple on what
they thought would be coaches cnough
to accommodate the people at Madrid
and Ligbon, th: two statlons we were
to pass before we reached Ogdensburg.
We took possesslon of one of the va-
cant cars, and haad it all to ourselves
for a short time. We had only nicely
started when Mr Greeley came {n and
took a scat In the rear and began look-
ing over an a mful of newspapers. I
never saw 4 person go through a paper
as quickly as he. Several items he
marked and clipped, putting them into
vest or coat pocket. Whenever X think
of him I can sce in imagination that
massive forchead and ean-ghaven
face, with its broad grin, and those
clear, keen eyes. One interested in the
man would almost forget his strag-
sling gray locks of hair or his gheep's
gray sult and slouching gait. After he
had finished perusing his papers, he
chatted pleasantly with the boys un-
til we reached the next station. When
he left our car we did not see him
again until we saw him on the plat-
form in the hall, where he spoke to an
{inmense crowd. As a spcaker, he held
his audience spelibound, while his witty
sayings would ¢all out rounds of ap-
plause. Stortly after he began speak-
ing, someonc set some dogs fighting at
the foot of the stairs. Some ofithe men
started to go down and stop the racket,
but Mr Greeley called them back, say-
ing, *“Those are only some of me dem-
acratic friends, probably trying to call
the members of thelr party together
for ar. opposition meeting. If you want
to find a democrat, go to a dog fight,
cock fight or prize fight and you will
find them congregated there, They are
the greatea®. duelists in the world and
the suppc ters of all the haunts of vice
in America. As a party they have not
one redeeming trait.'® X think Mr Gree-
ley was the most sarcastic speaker I
ever lstencd to, but what 1 could not
understand was how he could know
what pocket he put cach clipplng into
that I saw him stowing away while on
the cars, and bring cach one out at just
the right time, making no mistakes.—
[Mary Af. Curtis.

A GLIMPSE OF THE QUEEN.

This incident was related to me by
my husband, A. T. Bain, and I have
given it in his own words as nearly as
possibles *“*When I was a boy of 13
years, during the summer of 1870, I
with my v and sister visited my
uncle, J. J. . .zd, Esq, 14 Cralg Millar
park, Edinburgh, Scotland. While there,
it was announced that Qucen Victoria
would visif Perth. 1 have forgoiten
the exact time of the year, but it was
near the middie of the summer ot 1870,
There was great excitecment and  ex-
pectation. Peoplec came from far and
near to sce her royal highness, How
vividly I remember what & grand at-
falr the royal train svas, compared
with thelr little coaches, which were
not as large as our smallest freight
cars. The royal coaches were a little
smaller than our passcnger coaches
and looked quite grand on the outside.
I dld not see the {nside. There was
carpet 1ald from the train to the hotel,
where she wtopped for refreshments,
and strong ropes were stretched on
cither side to keep the cager throng
from crowding too near her majesty.
These ropes were guarded by police.

“Well d0 1 remember how rich and
poor jostlcd one aunother, and how
cagerly I crowded to the front, I re-
member In particular one poor old
woman, shadbdily dresscd., who pushed
hetself through the crowd to the rope,
as anxlous for a glimpse £ her queen
ag if she had heen clad in richest gar-
ments. Then the queen came, a stout,

-] They moon congregated on the ‘upper

good-natured looking little iady in &l

vell. She bowed continually riyht and
left in acknowledgment of the enthu-
slastic greeting accorded by her loyal
subjects. The queen was accompa.
nied by her-1-years-old-daughter, the

Princess Beatricd, ‘'whom I ‘thought
very lovely and beautitul,”and do;still,
atter all these ytars, John Brdwn,
the faithful Scotch sarvant,’ fal Qx‘d
closoly, dressed in Highland cosipme,
Then they passed from my sight, ‘and
::[(3 r‘md scen "the qucen.’—[Mrs Faonle

ain,

D

. THE IRON DUKE.

Having read your invitation to.wend °
X anecdotes or. g..

ollections of ‘ifa-
mous mew I
thought it  would
inverest. yout read-
‘ers to ‘tall ‘gt .onc |
whom=I raw wheu
a_ boy, but i@.he
was not .of  our

amt

-

iniscenoeacrons the |
sea to where I was born,:to Iy,
England. The one to whom X rer&¥-was
Arthur, duke of Wellington, called: the
Iron duke. The first time. I saw him
was in 1845, when I was about slX ybars
of age, at.Deptford, Kent, a subuebidbt
London, on'the south side of the-ver,.
Thames. 1 was accompanled thers by
my mother. The duke was with several
gentlemen., He was pointed out to me
and 1 was told who he was, He held
on his left arm a large paper bag, and
I remember wondering what was in it.
Presently he came over to where we
were standing. My mothier spoke to
him, then he looked at me and spoke
a few words to me. I do not recnjlect
what he sald, but I remember he opencd
the said paper bag, and taking out &
cake with which {t was evidently
fillled gave me one, and I also remem-
ber making my best bow and saylng
“Thank you, sir.”” It was a very nice
looking cake, and very tempting to a
small boy ltke me, and I was about to
indulge my longing to test its quality.
But, as Burns says, *The best lald
schemes 0° mice an’ men ; gang  aft
agley"” (ang boys, t00). My-mpthstycwho
was pecullar, took it aiway, “and
declared she would keep it In
remembrance of the qld duke
What became of it was a mys-
tery. Whether it was stolen by the mlice
or whether it was finally discovered
and surreptitiously eaten by &' #miall
boy, your déponent saith not. I saw
the duke scveral times afterward, at
his residence, Apsley house, Hyde Park
‘Corner, and clsewhere, but the Iadt
time I saw him was in the great sxhi-
bition of 1851 (which I had seen opéned
a few days previously by the gqueen
and Prince Albert). He was walking
about the sculpture ‘department, look-
Ing at tha utatuary. He had been (so‘l
was told) gazing very intently at a
bust of hi:nself. About two years af-
ter, when [ was at a boarding school
in the cclatry, letters and papers wefe
sent to me giving an account of his
death, and the Illustrated Néwd shotw-
ing the grangd funeral procession
through the clty of London to 8t Paul's
cathudral, where the hero of Wateriod
was lald to rert beside his compatriot,
%sor%v Nselson. the hero of Trafalger.—

WABMTH. -

I bullt a chimney for-a comrade o4,

1 did the service not for hope or hire:
Ana then I traveled on in winter's cold,
Yet all the dayIglowed defore the fire

{Edwin Markham.
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TRt bie famiiy naper. The Nliustrated Katly, o
Denver, Colo. (founded 1008) will be.sent ten wesls
on trial for 100; cinde of 6, 30¢; 13 for $1. Specialelt
fer solely 10 introduce it. Latest ! W ands
1] of S00NeTY, tTue stories of love and aa
ture. AGAressasabeve and mintion; stampe takes-
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