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" A CHILDYS THOUGHTS, . .
The ‘ided whicls: runs through - theso lines, and-
which Is s beautifatly and natbrally carried out, it
is said, was u.,l(lrbllod by o little boy ﬁv‘o 'y"nnriold'
Fho wholo, picture 18 truo to & child’s fancy »
©+ Ohy Y lohg 1o liey dear mothor,
On-the cold untl fragrant grassy

* With nodght bat tho sky above my head,
- And the shadowing clouds that paes, -

-And 1 want the bright, bright sanshine,.
All'round about iny .bed ; X

1'li closd my:cyon, and God will think
Your littlo boy is dead?

Thom Chirist will send an aogél
Totake mé up to Him3;

Ho, will bear me, slow_and stoadily,
Fut.through tho ether dim.

Ho will gen(ly, gently, lay mo
Close to ho Bavior's sido ;

And when 1'm sure that we'ro in heaven,
My éyes Il open wide. "

And I'll lock arong the anglos
‘Thdt stund wbivut the throne,

“Till T ind my sisier Mary,
For I Know she must bo ono.

And whoh I find hor, mother,
We will g away alone,

And I will tell her how we've mourned
All the whilo sho haa boen gonel

Oh! I shall bo delighted
To hear licr epeuk again}

Though I know she'l) no'er return lo us-
‘To ask hor would be vain!

So I'll put my arms around her,
And look into licr eyes.

And remepniber all 1 said to her,
And all her sweet replice.

Aud thicn Pll ask the argel
To take me back to you;
He'll boar mo slow and steadily,
Down throogh the ather blue.

And you'l! only {bink, denr mother,

1 buve bben out to play,
And hdve gorie 6 sleep beneath a treo,
This dultry summer day.

Fiscellaneons.

THE WIFE'S FORETHOUGHT.

& sXZrbk FOR YOUNG MANRIED PEOFLR:

Anson Kimball had been marricd about a month.
His business way at lin inaking, and ho had a shop
of his own, and his whole stock was paid for, s0 he'
folt quite indepondent, tho futuro luoked all clear
dnd bright, His wifo was ono of thase mila-loving
creatures thut hang fondly upon the interest and af-
“fectione of tho husband, and whose evul may sink or
swim with the fortunes of the being it bos chosen
ks a parinet)” .

- (ae ovening the yoong c¢ouplo were sitting in

+ their comfurtuble apartmeny, tho husband engaged

in roading, and tho wifé working busily
ncedlc. 5 . )

1 must bo up eatly to-morrow morning, Linnio,
for our purly starté shortly altér sunrise,’ enid An-
#on, us ho laid down his poper and leaned back in
bis Shair. : . o

*F¥hen you arc goihg; are you ?* remarkcd Linnte.
Thore was just regret enough in her tono to reader
her voice less lively than usual, but it must- have
been a vory keen observer that could have noticed it

*0,y to bo sure,’ retuzned the young men, in a gay,
luughing tone. *You know the hands in the old
shop go on this salt water fishing cxcorsion every
year, uud of courso F must go with them'. Wo can't
take our ladies With us on such a trip, but you shall
have 2 good timo lo maké up for il

*You musa't think, Anson, that I envy you the
pleasure you anticipate, for I am sute that nothing
can give me more estisfuction than to know that
you are enjoying goarscll.!

*{ bohieve you, Linnio ; and I assuro you I ahall
enjoy mysetf on this trip exceedingly, So you dill
be happy, oo, eh 7' .

*Cerlutoly:’ returned the young wifo ; but the word
seemed wpoken reluctlantly,

*‘Cowne, come, Linnie, you don't spenk as you feol.
Now you don't wanl me to go,’ evid Aneon, with a
tinge of disappointment in his tone.

11 you think it woold bb for your good to gosof
course 1 ehould want you to go.

*Aod how can it bo otherwiso 7’

*You wunt bo effended, Anson, il I tel) you 7°

‘Poh, whatan idea! Ibo offended al you 1 *Como,
tell me your thoughts.' !

As the youhg mab apoke, ho moved his ¢hair ta
the side of his wife, und put his arm ubout hér nook.

*Well," roturned Lionjoe, in an carncst, yol ploagant
tone, *I wus thiaking at tho cxpenso.’ .

*Ha, ha, ha?! Tho expense,  Why it wont bo ovor
fito dullare at the farthest.!

*But fivo dollars is considernble. You know wo
are young yet, and all wo have is the houds we llve
in, and your small shop.’

‘And’is not that encugh? How many of my
young fricnds nro there who are not oven so woll off
as that

*1 know you aro fortunate, Anson,
boyoud tho reach of misfortane. For
wo bad beltor live as econowically as
consistent cnjoyment.'

+So I intend to} but what aro five dollars com-
pared with the umount I shall bo ablo to lay up ina

car.!

*Why it will make tho amount somo ocight or ten
dollars short! .’ .

*That's strangfo logie, Linnie!

sNot atall, Anson.  Yoi will spend five dollars in
money, and lvsa tho timo of two working days.’

‘8o I shufi: but I' tell you, Linute, I'll work
enough hafdor for it whon 1 comb back. 8o 1 may
go, mayh't 17

This last sentonco was spoken playfully, and the
young man kisscd bis wifo as ho spokio,

‘Of courss you may go,’ returned Linnie, with a
smilo; but I supposp 1 shail have to go withont a
little sum 1 wanted,’ -

stlow much waa it 7

*Fivo dollurs.

‘0, you can hava thaf, of coured, and miors too, if
you want it.* - ! . .

*That wil] be onough:' N )

Anzon Kilitbalt took out hie wallet und handed hia
Wifo # five doitar bill, abd (ho ' convorsatlon then
turiiod tpon othier and various mattérs,

Aiison Kimbull was like thousands of othdrs whd
mre situatod in Jiko circumnstances, With a froo and
open hourt he murked out his future for a fleld of
ohjoynibnt, Witlival taking card to-mike nivch pro-

with her

bul nons are
a foew yoars
possible with

- puration for the sum ho might bb lkoly to maet on

thb wiy. And thon again, like' il othicre, he mis.
tack thb character of lif’s roal onjoyment. 6 lost
sight of goma of tha higher and moro nobile dodrdoy
of huppinees and dwoit (0o much ja the eatlsfactidn
of tlio pliysica! appstite. True, hie onjoyed himsolf
an kept cloar of all extramos, but yol e Tuiled to ase
that hia onjoymonts woro neatly all oplienieral—
thut hw was luyipg up litelo ot‘n‘nihihg for thino 1o
coipd, : W . '
yoar pasrod dwey, and tho ‘adidal fshing cite
- tursion cAme in’ cuarse slong. e

‘Weil, Linnio,* snld the youbg whdd, Yo-marrow
- o boyd ?b dovkn the harer, and [ am going with
-thein,~ Olcourde you havo ro objsotions.’

*Nu,* returned the wile, in Hior vsnal plédsint tonb,
~Ifyou ol afforlf W oL

*0, there's na trouble about thut.'

‘Don’t you romembor theé convorsation we had a

'| money, bul we ain’tany pourer now thin we should
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"yeat ‘oo ‘on this eanid subjeet ? asked Linnie,
Yos,—1 remember then you talked about saving

have boen if I had ataid ‘at homo,’ .

. 'Bat toll mo, Angon; have’ you laid up-as much
\during’the paat year as you had expectéd to 7'

' ‘Why, as for that mat{er, I hava't laid up’ much
of anythihg, The fact | is, Linnio, you huve drawn
rather harder on mo thun I expocted.’ )

‘But I hiven'{ spent any moré monoy for trivial
affaira and amusements than you, have, Anson, and
I donyt think X have a0 much.’ o

*I didn't méan to blame yom, my dear.. I only
montioned the circumstance to éxplain why 1 had
not laid up anything. But never mind, there'a time
‘envugh yet,'and bosides wo'vo enjoyed onrsclves, I
think after this fishing excursion is over, I ehall bes
gin to dock my expensos a little, for X muat lay up
a little sumething tho'next yoars

sWé certainly, have every chanco lo savo money,'
rotutned Linnie, *for both the house and shop are ours
without rent, and wo are free from debt,”

Anson Kimball starled at that luet romark, and
turoed hie face lowards the window, but his wife did
not eppear to notico his emotion,

*You know, Anson,' continued Mrs. Kimball, ‘that
you promised mo X should have five dollars whon
you went on"another excuraion, and 1 shall certainly
hold you to that promise.’

‘Of courgo—that’s fair,’ returned tho youug man ;
‘but do you need it now ?

Yes

‘What aro you going to do with it 7"

*You won't bo offended 7'

*‘Na.!

*Then, to tell you tho truth, I owo a littlo sum.’
Tho young man looked earnostly at ‘his wife, and
thoughi"ho evidently wished to say something about
her running in debt, yet for’roasons beal known to
:ﬁmlalf. ho kept quiet, and handgd over the five dol-
ara. '

Anson jolned his old shop mates on' their excarsion,
and when he returned ho thought something about
beginning tocut off somb of hisunnecedsary expenses,
bat he introduced no new system of aptrutions.—
Two or threo times ho did refrain from Indulging
vomo petty appgtito, but ho soun dottled back into
the old track, and the small bits of money slipped
away as fust as evor.

Turco years had psssed away sinco the young
couple were parried, and fow could have wished for
more socia! coglort than they hud enjoyed during
the greater part of that time. For a moath or Lwo,
however, the young man had been gradually grow-
ing moro robor end thoughtful, until at length he
had become really sad and down hearted, His wifo
ondeavéred to cheor liim up, though she was unablo
to learn tho cauno of his dejection.

One cvoning, just before dusk, Linnic saw two
mon pass hor window and erter hicr lusband's shop.
Ono of them aho knew to bo the sheriff, and the cir-
cumstance troubled hér not a little.  Sho waited half
an hour for her hushand to comé to supper, but ho
did not appear, und her suffcrings began to be accuto,
A thousand “conjoctures flitted through her mind,
but they brought her no consolation, and at length
sho dotermined to go to the shop ‘door and sce if sho
could not averhoar something of what wae passing

did not attach sofficiont importanco to tho aggregato
of the small sums you wero almost daily epending.
Once or twice I would have remonstrated, but you,
tould not bo made casily to sco it. I was bad =
young fiﬂ' and ¥ feared to ot up & will againdt my
husband, so X rostored to this mozns of proving my.
position. O, my doar husband, you cannot know
whiat saweet pleasuro I exporicnco now in ﬁndi,ng
lhn';,l}‘ly experiment has- been the means of suth
good, R .

*If your pleasure is equal to-mine, then you must
bo happy indeed,’ oxclzimed Anson, as lic drow his
fond wife to his bosom. *God bless you, Linnie; and
muke mo able o ropay you for thia. Now I sco to
whom you have owed the little debts you have somé-
times contracted, and which I have helped you pay.?

*Yes,' retarned Linnle, with o smilo, tit was to,
you I owed them. And yot,'sho 2dded, withh a
moening look, and in o lowor tone of voica, *I have
not drn\:'n quito so much from tho amusement fund,
a8

‘Hush, Linnie, I know that I have spent -moro
than I was a'ware of) but my oyes are npen now, and
I sce it oll! -

*And you do not blume me for what ¥ have dong.’
- ‘Blame you 1" oxclamed Anson, imprinting a warni|
kiss upon his wifo’s brow, ‘Lot my futuro courao
show you how fondly you are cherished, and low
faithfully I will bo' guided by your judgement.’ :!

On the noxt day Anson Kimball paid off (hose
who would have sold his stock, and ho had the
pléssure of tearing his two notes in pieces. -He
spent no moro money foolishly, and as lio found'the
products of his labor beginning to gather in his hdnds

increased. By stoady degrees ho rosg lo a position
of honorable aflluenco, but through all his succosses
ho nevor lost sight of the gratitude ho owed to the
gentle, faithfa} being who had firet oponed his gyce
to & knowledgo of the scerot of success, and saved
bim from pecuniary disgrace. He was' an' honored
and rospected man, but ho felt he owed it all-to his
Wire's Forxrnovont. B

$The 0ld Woman,!*

It was thae, a fow days sinco, wo heurd a strip-
pling of sixteon designate the mothor who bore him.
By coarse husbands we have heard wives so called
occastonally, though in the latter case thoe phrasg is
moro often used endearingly, At all timee, as Som-
monly spolen, it jars upon'tho car and shocks thg
senso.  An ‘old woman' should be un objoct of teve
ersnce abayo and boyond almost nll ather phases
of humanity, Her very ego shonld bo her surest
Passport Lo courtcous consideration. The oged
mother of a grown up family nceds no other certifie
cate or worth. She is a monument of oxcellenco,
appraved and warranted. She has fought (aithfully
“the good fight"" and come of conquerer. Wpon ber
vencrablo faco she beara the marks of tho conflict, in
all its furrowed fines. Tho most grovious of the
ills of lite huvo been hers : trials untold and known
only to her God and hicreelf, she has bornic incessint.
1y; and now, i her old age—Iior duty ! patiently
awaiting I)cr appointed time—she stands, more
truly beeutiful than cven 1o youth! moro honorable
and descrving than ho who has elin bis thousurids,

within, feeling that such a course would at least b
pardonable. .

Linnie stolo out from her (ront door and went to-
wards the shop. Sho placed her car to the kegholo
and listoded, but sho could only hear an indistinot
hum of voicoe, among which was that of her hus-
band. Tle latter was evidently supplicating, for
his tonos were carnest und impaesioned.  Soon there
was & movement of fost towwards the door, and Lin-
nio hastened back: to the house, Ero long her hus.
band“entered. © Ho loskéd pulo and troubled, and
with a nervous movement of the masclos of hig face,
s though he would have concealéd the griof that
bore him down, lic took his sedt at thé table.

Pour Linoig walched hor companion with an anx.
ioty ulmost agonizing, but sho epoke not a word
until Anson had ect back.from the table. Tho food
remained almost untouched upon his plate when he
moved away, and he would huve Joft the house had
ool his wile stopped him.

‘Husband,* she said, in a soft, gentlo tone,at the
samo time laying her hand upon his arm, and gaz
ing imploringly into his face, ‘what ls it that trou—
bles you 7'

*Nothing, Linnie, half frotfully returned he.

*Thero is smething, Anson, 1 know thero is. Come
do not keep it from me.'

*Thero is nothing that you need know.'

‘But a wifo 'need know all that can offcet ber bus-
band thus. Whal is it, Anson 7'

*h is nothing but my own business, and a wile
aeed not know all that’ -

This answer was harsh, and' dars gushed to Lin
nin's eyes. )

*My dear husband,'sha said, in tender acconts, ‘lo
whom, O, to whoum, should you tell your sorrows, if
not 1o her who loves you bettor than life itsell’’

‘Forgive me, forgive, Linnio—I moan not to wound
your feclings: I am vory misorable, and I hardly
know what Ysaid.

‘Thee el mo ell. Come, sit down in my oasy
chiif, for your brow ts hot and fovorish:  There,—
dow tell me.* :

Afer the young man had takoh tho proffered soat,
he guzed (or o moment into the faco of his wife, and
u look of deep anguish rested upon his features.

‘Linnie,’ ho sard, I may as well toll you all, but
you mast not chido me, nor must you- despond, for
ali is not dark aa might be. I em’ dooply in dcht,
and to morrow my shop, and all that it contains, will
be advortised by the sheriff for sale.’

*In debt,* murmared tho wild,

'Yes. Daring tho last tive years I fisve bsen' pdr-
chusing stook on credit, dnd paying for it os i hes
been convoniont. At first it scemed an oasy way of
doing busincss, but it has proved fatal; for when I
roceived the pay for my goods, I forgol, or at least
did not sufficienlly liced. that all that money was not
wmino. I forgot that moro than half of tho money I
received bolonged to the men of whom I had pur—
chased stock. Two notes fell duo day beoforo yester-
duy. Tho mun to whom 1 gave thom sold them in the
way of businees to a western firm and now they
must bo pald. ''o morrow an officer will bo placed
in my ahop, and nearly everything will have to be
sold. It ie not tho loss of my stock and tools that I
catre so much about, for I have health and sirength,
and I can carn morg, but it is the disgrace of ihe
thing. To think that 1 should fall like this,—mo—
a heulthy, stout, gnod mechanio 1

*Hlow much do you owe 7' aaked Linnio, in a Lrem.
bling voico, ‘

‘Both notes amount lo four hundred dollars.’

sAnd haven't yoo any part of it "

'Only about fifty dolfars that I can colloct rond-

LI -

y'And if thoso two notes were paid would you be
safp M

You! - .

‘Than, thank God, you will not suffer ' exclaimed
Linnio. And overcomd by her foolings, alio mank
upon lrér htimband’s nook, and barst into tears.

Linnie, Linnie,” ¢ried the young man,‘what do
you mean?’

sWait 2 momennt, my huaband.’

Tho wife brushed the tears from lor chooks da
sht spolte, and loft the room, und In n fow momenls
sha retornod, bearing in her hand & small book.—
There wus a bright smile upon hor faco, and hor
husband looked upon her with astonishment.

s[lero, my hustiand,' she said, stepping to hle sido
and plasing the book in bhie hand, at tho samo timo
winding hor arma nbout ble nock, if you carry that
to the bank they will give you threo hundred and
soventy fivo dullara for v,

“T'hrea hundred und soventy five dollare !’ ropoated
tho astonished mab, kordly croditing tho evidonco of
his own soneow, ) . :

*Yeos, Anson,’ relurded, tho wifo, sinking into her
husbant's'lap. *That is money that ‘I have boon
Taying up durlng, the past throo years..

*You laid it up, Linnie? But whore gould you
havogot it?? . . :

‘Yo gava it (o me yourself to bpeng for trifes.—

or stood triumphant upon the proudest field of vie
tory ! .

Young man t spoak kindly to your mother, and
aven courteously——tenderly of her! Buta little time
and you shull éee her no more forevor ! Her oye’is
dim, hor form is bent, and hor shadow' falls grave.
ward! Otbcre may love you when she has passed;

his homo grew brighter, and his enjoymonts were |

 SAM SLICK ON HOPH, . . *

!:v,l:n hislast

and Dissppomteents '~ ., o
-'¢ Hork !.what ie hopo? expcolin® somo unsortin
thing .or another to happen, Woll, sposen it don’t
happen, why thego is o nice little crop of disappoint.
ment to digestythat’s all,; What's tho use of hopen
at-alithon?, I dever could soo any;use under the sun
in-it. Thatiword. ought to bo struck out of overy
dictionary. DIl tell Webster so, when he gets out o
now cdition of his'n,  Love is painted like a Jittlo
angol, with winge, and o bow and arrow, called Cu.
id—thd name of mother's lap dog. Many’s the ono
f’vo'puinted on ‘ojocks, little, chubby-cheoked, or-
moanon, fat, lubberly crittérs. I suppose it typifies
hat-Love.is « fooll  Yes,und how he does fool folke)
too, Boys and galls fall in Jove. The.boy is all at-
{sntion and dovotion, end the gall is all amiles, and
alrs, und gracos, and yretty little winnin® ways, and
bill and coo, and get married because thoy- Aope.—
Well, what do they kope?- Oh, thoy hopo ‘they will

Llovo all the days of their lives, and thby hope thoir

ives will bo'ever so long just to love each ullwr,i&
ch weweet thing to love.. Well;they hopo .2 gre
tal movo I guess.,. Tho boy liopes erter he's marrl.
¢d:hia-wifo will smilo ns awect as evor and twice as
pften, und bo just as neat and twico as noaler, her
‘hair fookin® like part of the bead, so tight and bright,
'and glossy, and parted on the Lop likoa littlg.path in
tho foresl® A path-is a sweot liylo thing,for itseems
made o purpose for courtin® it is ¥o lonely and rotired.
Natur teaches its use, ho says, for tho breezo as il
.whispera kisges tho leaves,and holps the flowering
snruba to bend down and kiss the cloar little atrexm
(hat waite in an_eddy for 1t afore it moves on. Poor
olfow, ho aint spoony atsll  Isho? And ho hopes
that hor temper will bo as gentlo, and. as .meok, and
and as .mild as ever, in fact, no toemper at all—all
ymiabilily—an angel in potticoats, Woll, sho hopes
cvery minute he hes to spars io will fly to her on the
wings of lovo—logs aint fast enough, and running
might hurt hia lungs, but fly to her—and nover leave
cr, but bill and coo for cver, and will let Aer bo kis
w, sarlainly won't want her to waiton him, but for
hijm 1o tend-on her, the dovoted crittor, liko a hoavens
. mivistering whito he-nigger. Woll, don' they
ope tboy may get'ull this? And do thoy ? “Jist go
to any Houso you like, und the lust two that talke
Is theso bas been-lovers, Thoy have said their say,
ond ago lircd talking: thoy have kissed thoir kiss,
unHl an onion hgs epiled it? thoy havo strolled thoir
etrol), for the dew is on the grass all day now. His
(ftéss is on tidy, and ho amokes a short black pipo,
(ho didn't ovon smoke a cigar beforc he was marri-
¢,y and tho ashes get on his, waistcoat, but who
cpros?  It's anly bis wifo to seo it—and ho kinder
ucases he sces wrinkles, whore he never eaw ‘em
gl‘ur'a. on her stocking unclen'gnd tier ehioes are a
Lttto, just s little, down to hicelyand sho comen down
ip breakfast, with her hair.and drces lookin as if il
ag a little mofo neator, it would be a litter more
tier, Ho sits up late with old friends, and ho lote
Ifer go to bed alone, and ahe cries, tho little angol !
LAY it's only because she has a ligadacho. The heart
.oh ! hero's nothing wiong thoro—~but she is lately
lb%bled with shookin’ bad nervous hoadachos, and
cyn’t thinl what in tho,world s the cause, Tho
deahing young gentlemon has got awful atingy too,
1gtély, Ho sais housckeppin’ conte too much, ripa
‘ohit an ugly word cvery now and thon, she ncver
Lberd alore, but she hopeg—what does the poor dupe
e WU
!':. il::ds ntnnzi?(:-‘ liko it—that's a fact.  What is thal

away—kind hearled sisters, perhaps, she of Al the
world you chooso lor a partner—she may -lovo warm.
Iy, passionutely—childrcn may love you foudly =
Lut never uguin, novor ! while time is yours, sbisti
tho luve of woman bo to you as that of. your vld,
trambling, weakencd motlior has been, - =~

In agony she bore you !—through purling, holpless
infancy, her throbbing brosal was your safe protoe-
tivn dnd support ; in wayward, totchy boyhaod ehe
bora patiently with your thoughticss rudencss, und
nursed you patiently tbrongh a leglon of ills und
maludios, Hor hand it was thut bathed your burn-
ing brow or moistened tho parched lip ; hor oye that
hgbted np tho darkness of wasting nightly vigils,
watching always in your fitful sleep, sleeplesa by
your side, as nono but her could watch, Oh ¥ apeak
not her namo lightly ! for you cannot live so many
yonrs a8 would suffice to thanlk her fully! Through
reckless and hinpaticnt youth she is your counsollor
and solaco ! Up to n bright munhood she guides
your )mprovident step, nor cven then forsakes or
forgets! Speak gently, 1hen, and reverently of your
mother; and when you too shnll bo " 81d, it shall, in
sumo degreo, lighten the remorso which ehali be
yours for othor sins!~—to know-dlat you never wan
tonly have voo outraged the respcct duo to **old
woman."— Harrisburg Telegraph.

AN Unneasonasre Sneripr.—Some gears ago,
a Sheriff in the northern part of Vermont hold a
writ of execution against one of his neighbors,
which, as uswal in cases of this sart with the
debtor in question, he had & good deal of difficulty
in_collecting, and, indeed, was compelled at last
to tesotl to the most stringent provisions of the
law. The debtor, though a man of limited means,
was a person of unlimited hopes and expectations,
and gave his parol of honor to the officer that he
would certainly pay the debt by a certain day; but
l,@ day came, and 8o did the Sheriff, but no mo.
ney. Again and aguin a day was fixed for pay-
ment of the execution, but no advance was made
towards *liquidation.” At last, as the execution
had well nigh *run out,” the Sheriff 101d 1tho debt-
or that the debi muat be paid at once, or heshould
proceed Immediately to advertise and sell his per-
sonal chattels. ‘Tho dsbt was not large, but the
sam was not an easy ono to raige on the spot, and
the debtor begged for a delay of one day more.—
The Sheriff was inexorable, +Igiva youmy word
of honor,” sald tha debtor. “IL won't do,” eaid
tho Sheriff.  “1'll pledgo you this Bible," said the
debtor—offaring a large family Bible worth more
thun the nmount of the execution. *1 don't want
it,”” said the officer. * Well, then,” replied ihe
debtor indignantly, ©if you won’t 1ake iny word,
nor the word of God for the debt, you may go lo
the devil.”"— Boston Post.

Ann Arsor.—Tlhe Ohio Organ hns the follow-
ing account of the origin of the name * Ann Ar-
bor,” in a lotter from that flourishing Michigan
oity 3
“Thirty years ago, two travpllers, with thelr
wives and children, stopped on the spot where
Ann Arbor now stands, and conoluded to remain
for the night. Tho weather was hot and sultry ;
angry clouds swept u|on§ the sky, and threatened
rain, sudden, sevaro. ot a house was visible,
and in this emergency, tho twomen wete sompell-
ed to do something to protect their families from
the peltings of the pitiless storm. Accordingly
they erected a frail structure with ‘the limbs of]
troos 3 over tho top of which they spread a fow

isces of whito canvass, thus making a handsome
rlmo arbor; and ae their good wives werg both
cnlled Ann, their hiebands appropriately named
thoir littlo retreat Ann Arbor.; Thitly yoars have
since rolled by, and the city of Ann Aibor now
marks tho spot whote the woaried travellors sought
safoly and reposo."”

A Sarem Back Daiven oN Toe APOSTLES.—
Fathar Lamson and Abby Folsom reoently visitod
Salem. When they reached the depot, the hack-
mon crowded around the cars, As the venerable
disoiple with his helpmale stopjied on to the.plat.
form, thoy were acooatad on all sides by “Haok,
Sir? hucﬁ. Marm? hack, hack, hack.” +No,m

frionds,” mildly roplied Abby, “we road that the
aposties always travelled on fobi.'! “Blast ’em,
yeal!” e‘Juculuted ono of the whips, “and L hellave

You know I tnve claflmed my shure of such money.
Do not blame mo, Aason; but 1 foared that you

Y1on o bust, ond runs against the sun’g:fueo.’

ajty word word * dum,’ that ho uses ev often lately

o
»

m', means:
LT

at jast’ )

. * NYrs, Blabbor—A Home Skotchs

*Boforo hor'dressing glabe sat Mrs. Blabbor, with a
pulo und moody look.- Her biusband had gone.out to
the cornor grocery lo got a—no mutter what, and
sho was left alone. She was in dishabille, with n
morning gown bangiog loosely on hor shoulders, liko
u dust clolh on a statue. Her featurces were pule and
linggard, inlersceted with deep lincs, Uhat the valiare
Envy had clawed there. Her oyes whero shaded
with blue circles, dyed by the contending passions of
jealousy, bute, und by a corroding envy, of all who
supporied a biglrer style than hersclf. No one that
had soen Mre. Blabber on the previous night at tle
soiree, in tho two-story mansion down tho street,
would havo recoguized hor in this  her normal con-
dition. The night befure sho was in the abrormal
stute, and (hrough powdering and tuckering, luoked
just tha thing. ~ Ab ! thought Mre. Blabber, * alocp
and unconscious rubbing of the skin in slumberous
momonts work strango alteralions in ‘tho faco di.
vino,’ and but we alt know our ages, onc might al-
most persuado one's sclf that one was growing old!
And Mrs. Blabber hoaved a sigh.

With a pale end moody look sat Mrs. Blabber bo.
fore hior dressing-glass,and communed silently, carn.
ostly with herset.  Uncongciously end from the
tulingss of licr heart spske bor moath; from hor
heart, if aho had ong, like an overfull toa.ketile, that
from too mach boiling casts out bubbles.  °

¢ There's Mrs, Dimity, now —said she—she sets
hersolf up for a young widow, and thinks tovcatch a
fortune. Young! ha! She's furty, if she’s & day!—
Talk aboul her roay cheoks, too!  Waell, I'd like to
inow whdre all thein empty paint.saucera camo from
that I saw lying under her windom—that’s all

And saying this, Mrs. Blabbor took from her dress.
ing cuse a black penail, und applying it to her oye-
brows, gavo them a alight cbon lioge, that thoy
showed their \wid arce of beauly, spanning two
circlos of uncertatn light} They were a featuro!

+ And what do 1 cure,’ snid Mrs. Blabber, ¢ for Mrs.
Dimity’s finc hips? Other people have fine hips |
reckon.  All that extra linen don’t hang out before
her washerswoman'a door for vothing, I suppose !—
A full busi, ha! Well, I'd like to know if cotton
don't grow in thiscountry 7 Well, some pedple may
say what thoy please, though 1 eay nolhing,
byt tlere's plenly of under.dresses, and cotton’s
cheap, the woman, that den’t have fino hips and o
swelling bust is a lool—that's alt £

*Cheony silks! There's Mra, has como out
in Cheeny silks! How can aho afford to wear Cheony
silkn! X know how much her dusband gels o woek,
and how much mine gets, nnd I can't afford to woar
Choony silke! Not1! Cantoncrape shawls, too /—
Jyst to think of that odious woman gossiping sbout
the sireets (I hoto gossips) in u Cauton-crape shawl !
WeH, let tho people talk thut choose, I say nothing ;
but 1'd like'to kinow what busincse she has smiling
at those Hendsomo clorks in Chartras streot—that 1
would,' And Wre, Blabbor threw herself an the sofa
in a_swoen, ovorcomo with virluous indignation !—
N. O. Creecent.

Tug Sontaor, MasTen ato Pupin.—Joseph whore
is Aftica 1

“0n the map, sir.”

“1 mean, Joseph, on" what Continent.—The
Eastern or Western Continent 1

wWell, the land of 'Africa is in the Eastern
Continent, but the people, sir, all of 'em down
South.” . -

«How do the African people live 1" =

By drawing." :

“Drawling what—svater 1"’

“No, sit, by drnwing their broath.”

48it down, Joseph.” '

«Thomas, what ig the Equator 3

#Why, alr, It 1a a horizonta} pole, running per-
pondicular through the imagination of Astrono-
wers and old Goographors.” X

“Go to your seat, Thomas, William Stiggs,
what d6 you mean by an aolipse 3"
“An old rade hores, elf 1 . . "
wSilonge, Next. Jack, whatis an eclipes ¥
«An ealipse is o thing as nppears when I'la gis

N

»Class is dismistod.”
The, discovory of whal is tryo, and the practiog.of

they alf teavel'on thia road; T havn't had a'fare for
a weok."'—Boston Journal,

bools, *Wiso Saws and Madern Instancos;|
Mr. Slick rdmatks in, the following strain upon Hopo

slio hopes ho' ain't swoaring, but it|

d sho lugks it oul ih tho dictionary, and sho finds
tho ¢ mother of neeolt.’s  Well, sho
’P\u{my 10°be o, mother, herself, somo day poor erittur!

So horo hoPo has cuded in’beor findin’ a mare's ‘nest

-y

NG B

i A A R et
' + . i'The Advoeraity of Honore
i,

" BY DOUGLABS JERROLD,

In a small, neat,end comfortablo- rooni sat the
ruinéd family, The old man was rcading, of thought
heredd. In'a fow weeks, tho enow had come down
apon his heed with a hoavy fall.. . Xn d fow weoks,
his cheeks wore lined and lengthened. . He had been
lmld—-'so ruthlesely held—face to' faco with misery,
that his smilo, that was ns constent us the red in his
cheok,.liad well.nigh vanished, + Now and thén, ae
he oxchanged laoks with his daughter, it glimmered
u littio ; played about his ‘mouth, to loavo only in
atler blapkness. Still ho wont on rending; atiil he
(‘urned page after page, and believed ho was laying
in a slqck of knowledgo for his fature life. For ho
hod agoin—he would tolt his daughter with o bright
look—le lind again to begin tho world, Hard begin.

nar the hopo of youth to while ewny the long, dark,
dreary walch—to: sing Lhe daylight in. But thia
ho would not think of now. At least he thought he
would not. Hoe folt himself ae strong o» over ; yes,

the blow 8o wall, . Ho was navor belter ; nover, His
glorious health was loft him, and therefore, why des-
peir? In this way will the brain of tho stont men
cheat.iteell.” It Wwill foel wholo, and strong, and for
the viler oracke and flaws, thoy nro'not to be heeded.
More times, And then somo day, somo calm and
sunny time, that peaco has seemed to choose for it
self, for a soft, sweot -pausc—with the tyrant.brain
securd and all vain.glorious—the trifle kiils. In thig
way do strong men die upwards, "@ilbort Carraways
was, nt our firat mecting, sol aboat by all tho sroature
dolights of life. Ho was the lord of abundance.—
Tho men who had nothing to do with want and mis-
ery, bul to exerciso the noblest prerogative of happy
humanity—namely, to destroy thom whersoaver ho
found them proying 'upon his follows. Wealth was
gone. -Ho wag poor, but in hib poverty were thoughta
that might glorify hie fireside.. Ho had used his
moang for good, and, at least, might feol enriched by
(hio harvest of his recolloctions,  With his faco anx-
fous, lengthened, and dimthero wad a dignity in the
old men that wo do not thiok we ever recognizod at
the hall, For he had to boar a load of miscty, and
ho eat crect, end with his spirit conquering, looked
sorenely about him,

The Twilight of tho Gravel

Tue Gravo! into its dark portals cnlor the aged
and tho young and thoy roturn no moro! Their
mortal frames have fallen, and now, tow awfully
mysterious is the grave!” And nought can reveal
its secrets, until tho last tramp shall sound, awaken-
ing. Eurth's countlens miltions to life ond immor

ality.,

gol tho night of doath la not all darknegs, When
the Christian is laid to reat, whon tho toils nnd cures
of his pilgrimaga aro over, a glurious hulo surrounds
his tomb, a beantcous twilight reigns ever thero.—
Whon the Son of Gad aroso triumphant over the
grave, he robbed it of its terrors. Tho Christian rests
in hopa, Wherever his ashes reposo, whether sido

ning! Dréary voyoge, neilher youth to fight the storm, | .

even strongor. Ho could ot have hoped to have borne |,

OIS Ay Sy

“Spoons,” of the N. Y, Mercuty, haviog been
requested by a lady to write a pletcys; in h'é:%!bum’;
perpetrated the followlng: -~ -,

Falir Jady, on this s olleé;s agey - .
Allow my lhough’:s to épgefd b
Themselves like maplo lasses o'er .
A glice-of rye and injun bread,

Your rosy cheeks will s0on decay-<
Those blissful joys that childhaod brung,
By time will soon be borno away; .
So go it lady-while you’re young,
- Wealth is vanity, " "
Pleasute is a shadow.
Here—The dpg-days,’ .
Kindness kitidles tho fire of friendshigi -
Popular—Ica cream and “Katy Darling.”
Momory is the shadow land of the heatt:

Michigan gives about 20,000 mejority for 1%
Maine an.g ] v jority, for tlié

November and-December are The
dying year. , .
Height of Ambitionewl'o marry a riok’ widow
wot's got a cough,
In girls we love what they are, in’ yoong men
what they pramige_to be. v o , y ng
_Idleness is the stapidity of the body, and’ stupls
dity the idlenegs of the'mind, . e
_Gallows Birde—Birds who run tho nifest af
alghl, swepr by rule, smolte cigarsand drink whis-
oy, , - .
‘The best cute for melancholy 18 angér. We

once knew a fellow who was saved ftom sulcide
by just pulling his nosa.

No one is permltied to join’ permanently the
¢lcarian (socialist) colony,” at Nauvoo, .unleas
he is married, or will engage to get married.

To hasten & marriage, lock op the girl and shaw
her lover the front door: A long courtship in
these parts was.succesefully terminated ih thiy
way.

DMost sins begin with the oy&a:

Unite firmness with gentleness.

ashionabl £ s
Fas f -napp

Words are leaves~idens are fralt.
A boautiful ring—the family ciroles
July 4th, 1826, Adams and Jefferaon: died.

17'17,5mdd00k,6 dofeat took placo on the Bth of July,’

1

embery’ ol4' dle’

by eide with much Joved fricads, or in a stranger's
Jrave, they will riso in imperishablo glory, and
throughont etornity tive ever an.  Thon why should
we foar tho grava? Xt itis n quiet rosting placo for
the woary pilgrim, and when. its portal open to re-
céive hia toil-worn framo, Lis ransomed spirit arisca
to ransivne of etornal light and glory. o
Then let us no longor look upon the grave'as the
ond of our hupee, nor foct that tho loved omtod thoro
cotombed mast lis in overlasting silenco, but mn{
wo hopo to be reunited wheén the might of death 1s
past. Let us no longor consider thm tomb a.dreaty
abodo, but feol that the gloom of tho carth-and. the
brightness of heaven combino to render it a glorions
twilight. . .

Tha Christian®s gravo is a ballowed spot. The
dopartinfi one stends a3 the throshhold of eternity,
and the hopgs and fours, the joys and sorrows of lifo
aro nearly apent,”*d when the lost ono fulls, he de.
parts to the spirit world, to that "heavenly homo,
whero the changing scones of limo cannot ontor,
whero farewoll tears aro nevor shed, where sorrows
are unhknown.

The Saspiclons Man. °

Fhis kind of individua! ia alwnys smolling a con
tinuous line of rats. He secs, hoars nor dreams of
anything in which he docs not * smell o rat.’ The
most harmless action of his neighbor, under his
suspicious and inquisitorial disposition, is made a
matter of esrious investigatlon, becaoso hp knows
there is something in the wind, lor he saw his neigh.
bor, Mr. B., spoaking vory confidestinlly to Mis. S,
that very morning in tho market. Ho puta thatand
that togother, and connects this whispering in the
morning with something ho heard in the barbor's shop
some wecks before, and e is salisfied that his neigh
bor B. is cither going to fuil in busincse, ot abscond
without giving hie creditors duo notice.

The most terrible parl of such a man's character
is, that ho places such firith upon the corollurica he
draws from his falso premiscs, that ho does not hesi-
tato to give wing to the basc suapicions of his mind,
and frequontly e tho moeans of bringing about a
disasler whioh never would havo happened bat for
him.

Many o happy fireside has been rondered desolate
—many a prosp:rous young man brought to ruin—
many a virtuous and awmiablo girl been driven to dos-
pair by the fiendieh inucndocs of tho suapicicus man.
No man, however upright and honest—no woman,
howaover irroproachable—no maiden, however pure,
13 safo in tho noighborhood of theo suspicious man.—
Ho has all the ouriosity of Paul Pry, without his
guod natare, and the maligoity of tho duvil, without
his taloat.

If ever lynch law is justifiable in a community, it
is excrcised on the suspicious man.  Rotten to the
coro of hia heart himself, he has no fuith in tho vir-
tuc and honcsty of others. o exists in o etate of
continaal doubt of the motives and actions of othors,
und in consequenac his lifo is, at tho bost but o pro-
longed misory.—N. O. Delta.

yesterday morning, like a jolly oid seventy-four.
other.chair,

teen minutes in longth ranning through the wholp
of mesmerism, clairvoyance, and psychological
phenomena, like a kniulng needle running through
a ball of yarn,

«0 yes,” said she, “I beliave all of that, and 1
know a case in pint to prove it. When Mra.
Jeems had her silver plated spoons extractod —that
was her mother’s afore hor, and she sot o sight on
*gm-——sho cama away to Boslon to see a misery-
miser, 1 b'love you call it. Well, he told berd]usl
whore hor spoons was, and who stole *em, and all
about it and the oolar of his hair and all that—
Woll, she gin him n dollar, and whon she got home
she went right whore the spoons was, and couldn't
find o thing about *em?"’— Bostuns Post.

«“My son, why do'you show

—— e —
A Coot, Fatuga.—A Gorman profossor had col-
Jeotod & valuablo cabinet of curlosltics, which ho
highty prized. Onc morning a friond camo to toll
him a very unj nt cir 1 that ho hed
soon & man got up a ludder inte o window of tho
profossor’s house,

¢ Into which window 7' inquired ko philosppher.

«Do vou sELIEVE IN MESMERISM '’ we asked of
Mrs. Parlington, as she dropped nlongsido of us

»Believe what 1" eaid she, sttting down in the

The question involved an answer from us of fif-

Cats are_musioal, beoauso: they are' alf fiddle
stringg inside. ' S

There aro 156 persons employéd in tha New
York post office,  ° ’

Grasshoppers ate doing great mischief in parts
of Baltimore county. - .

Brandy brands the noses of il those who can-
not govern thoir appetites,

. Remember—a liitle wealth wilk

live well, and less to dio happily. .
Trying to the feelings-ticing a . prelty gill'u'
bonunet without tasteing of her lips.
Strike not, even with a blossom, a'wife, though
shio bo guilty of a hundred fanlts: B
" Ole Ball has prohibited the sale rof spiritttous
liquors at his colony in Pennsylvania.
_If you wish to enjoy peace, long life, and hap-
piness, preserve them by temperance,
Pill says, if'all the world’s a slu[;e, the women
wag the longue and guide the wehicle.”
The London bills of mortality indicate 1100
deaths a weekt, Thal is 167 a doy, or 6} an hour.

sqfice us fo

Speaking of the revolution in China, a cotetn-
porary eays, “‘the great tea kettle is boiling,"”

The value of India Rubber goods manufactured
in this country amounts to $10,000,000 annually.

The best way to become noticed, feasted and
mado distinguished, is to gel “by hook or by
crook” (by Aook is boiter,) about fifiy thocsand
dollars ot somebody elee’s money,

‘The benevolent gentleman who was diseovered
holding an umbrella over the statue of Eve, in
Boston, to keep her from tanning, is celieoting
subscriptions for the purposa of {urnishing horse
nols for locomotive ongings ia iy time,"

Louia Napoleon, the man, who a fet yoars ago
could scarcely commend a dinner in -New York,
now ordors tho fato of war or.peace in Europe,
and, perhaps, the falo of western civilization.—
This 1s indeed, a remance in real life.

Mint juleps wero invented, it is paid, by a Vir-
ginia editor, who, having kissad a pretty girl after
ghe had eaten some mint, was 80 intoxicated with
pleasure, that ho dovoted several months in at-
tempting to produce an article which would roealt
the original as quickly as possible.

Very large wedding cakes, and oxtraordinary
long trains of brides.maids, are now the fashion in
Surope. 'I'wo hundred pounds is by no means an
extraordinary weight for the cake, and twelve is
not an ber of brid id

In summoer, peoplo should never sloep aftar sun-
rise. The most beautiful portjon of Juno ie that
port sacred to dew-drops and early robbins, A
man of true pootic fecling is always stirripg with
the lark, tolerates no bed ufier day break, save a
bed of roses.

An old bachelor having been loughed at by a
party of prouty girls, told” them—*You are small
potatoes,” “We moy be smsll polatoes,” eald
one of them, “bul wo ore sweet ones.”’

Marg Ir.--When you seo a young man and
woman walking down the street, loan against sach
other, like a pair of badly matched oxen, be as-
sured that thoy ore bont on consolidation,.

A corrospondont, in speaking of tho ludips at
Saratoga, says they “wear their ghonlders bare to
tho lower edgo of decorum.” *A neat way that,of
saying half-naked ! ' '

“Wan't yousing a song, sir 1 enid a lady to

her lover, as thuy Wero ulono ono evening. 'The

lover soon commented the populst wir, 'gl won't
?d l=°'.n° "ill morning.” And sure engugh he
o't ! : i .

A Posen.—Willlam Ponn‘and Thomas Story

once sheltered themselves (rom a shower of rain,

« 1 am vary sorsy to say,' roplicd his friend,* it wae

your doughtor's!’

+Oh, man,’ said tho othor,* you almoat frightencd

moj I thought it had boon Into my cabinet " . .

«Dootor, do you think tight lacing is b;‘gl“l'_or

the consumption 1"

«Not at all—it is what it Jives on,””
'Fhe dootor’s reply was wise pe well as whily,

Diarogue.rOld g‘enlﬁm?n " (affeotiopately)
that-filihy tdbacso

what s good, ate tho two mont Important objects 'in
life.

‘Preclous Youth (stifly y—wT'o'git the julco out
of 1t old codgerl"_'(‘ " . €

i? # tobacco house,.the owner of which sald 1o
them :— * ' o

#You entor without leave—do you know who I
am?! L.am.a Justico of the Peage” * . °

To whioh Story repliod.sem o

“My friend horo makes puch thingo s theo ig—
for he is Governof of Pennsylvanlas®
" The Boaton Post says:—+Nuomi, the daughter
of Iinoch, was 680 years old when she was ar-

| fied. Cousage, gita 1 .

Tho smaller a man's mind-is, the more ln(olt:h
ate are his prejudices. .



