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MPUKTED Lubin', also, (Glenn's Double Extructs,
for the haudkerchief, al
HARRY GREEN'S.
Feb. 19.59.

Qpposite Colu. Bridge. Front 81
QOMS. <100 Doz, Breoms, at Wholesale
orf Metuil. at .1

PFAHLER'S,
Dec. 12, 1857.

Lacust sireet.
INE’S Comrmemnd of Syrop.ef Tar, Wild
Cherry andg tlézrhound, for ilic cure of Coughe.
‘Colds, Wihooping tCough Croup. &e, ot rule ni
McCORKLY & DRELLETI"S
Family Medicine Store, Qdd Fettows? Hall
Oclober 23, 1853,

Patent Steam Wasli‘Bollers.
STPHESE well kuown Boilers are kept con«inntly on
haué at HENRY PRalILERS,

.Locust rireet, opposite the Franklin House.
1Colombia. $uly 18, 1857,
'Uats for sale by the bushel or larger qudn-
(WS uty vy B.F. APPOLD.
+Columb.iz .Dec -£5. 1858, Cunn! Ba«in

'glmmco and’ Stgars of the best brands,

waotesute und reiuil, a1
119 BRUNER'S
J

UST in stare, u [resh lof of Bremig & ) ronfiend's
celenrated VegetaYle Cattle Powder. and for sale by
Hept. 17, 1859,

K- WILLIA VS,
Frout street. Columbia,

Soap.

axes of Dufley Brown Soap on hand and for

.25 ~ule low ul 1he corner of “Third and Union Sts.
ruzust G 1359 [

:Suffer no longer with Corns.

,\‘r th t.olden Martar Drug Siore you can procule
an articie whichiis warranied to remove Corns in
74~ hours, without pain or soreness.

Fliy Paper.

\ SUPERION artiele of Fly Paper, for the destruc-
1an of Fltes, &c.. hax just been received at the

- lirug Store of .
R’ WILLIAMS, Frontstreet.
olambia.July 30,1859,

Harrison’s Columbian Ink:

v-“n” “H 1sn =uperior srticle, permanentiy black.
3 wind net corroting the pen, can be had inam
~quantiy, i the Family Medicine Siore, and blacher
yetisalzu Eughsh Boot Polish,
Cotumbina. Jnar 9, 1959 -

. On Hand.
“ R WINSLOW'S =oothing Syrup, whicl will
LWL greasty fucdiinte the process of teething by re-
tueing Suftnmation. allaying puin, spasmodic acnon.
s&e. 1 very shartlime.” For sale by
R. WILLIANS,
Sepr. 17,1950, Fram streel, Colnmbin.

.| 2 EDDNG & CO°S Bassfa Salvel This ex-
¢ iremely popalar remedy jor the cure of externni
c@ilments 1« now for sale by
. R. WILLIAMS, Front 51,, Co'umbia.
561, 24,1359,

SM.’I‘ by the Sack or Bushel, und Petatoes
i bige or pmall quaitiises, for sale ot the Corner
o: 1hird aud Union streets. {lnu. 8. '59
FR AN ANNI Extructs and Xonp; wn everinsting
peafume. nt HARRY GREEN'S

Peb 19.°59. Opposite Coln. Bridge, Front &1.

T CASTERN PUMPS.

‘nlll-! suhsenber hins a large stock of Cistern Pamp-
wnd Rume, to which he eatis the attention of the
Jieas prepared to put them up (or use in
st and enduingmanner.
H.PPAHLER,

Lorust street

ol
zutbest
tocembinet?, 1657
. FANCY TOILET SOAPS.
T"F. fincst uscortmem  f Funcy ‘Toillel Soaps, ever
offrred 10 Cotumbiun«. at

HARRY GREEN'S,
Oppo.ite Cola. Bridge,.Eront St.

Feb 19, 59

OOLOGNE \WATER by the pint, quart or gallon
) Glenw~ Eximeis 10r the bandkerchitef by the

ounce or pound, or in any gaantity to cuit purchnser's
at Hazry GREEN's,
Feb 19 '59,

Opposite Colw., rudue. Fiont S1
Just Reccived aznd For Sale,
:200 Bhls. Ground Plawier; 50 bhisa Bxien Family

Flour; 25 Li.i=, No 1 Luid Oil of be~t qualitys
J bua. Ground Alum Salt. Ly
B.F. APPQLD,

March 26, *59. No-1 nnd’d‘Cnnul Hastn.

ENKIN’S Celebrated Black and .Breen Peas,
Haher's Cocon und Chptotawe, at Corner of Thned
aund Union streels. {Nov. 20.53.

RAHAN, or, Bond’s Boston Crackers, for
. 1y ~speplics, nnd Arrow Root Crackers, for in-
cwnlids und chudien—uew niticles {n Columbia, at
sthe Family Medicine Siere,
April 18, 1859

NEW CROP SEEDLESS RAISINS.
. TIIB best for 'ies, Pudding, &c —n .fresh supply at
i H sUYDAMS
. Grocery Store, Corner Frontund Union sty
Nov. 19 18%9.

Seedless .Raisins! )
+ A 10T of very choice ¥ecdle-s Ruisms. just receiver
at ®&.F. EBERLEIN’S
__Nov.19, 5, Grocery Store. No. 71, l.ocust 1.

. BHAKE® CORN.
JUS'! received, u first saie lot of Shaker Corn.
. * 11 SUYDAMS
Grocery $iore, copuer Fzont and Union at.
Nov. 26, 1850 . . .

~QQPALDING'S PREPARED GLUR-.The want of

~uch unurete 1s Rt tevery family. and now

it enn be supphed; for mending furnilure, china-
ware,omamental work, toys &e , tiere is nathing

, superior. \We have found itusefal inrepaiemg many
whicles which huve been useless for wmonihs. You

can obiein it stthe .
Jan28: - FAMILY MEDICINE STORE.

- QROWN'S BRONCHIAL TROCHES,-We have
A _been selling 1the ubove Cough Lozenges at the
‘Ramily Medicine Siore all winier, and they have
. given general salssfaction 10 all thathave used them,
- The Rev. Henry Ward Beecher aaya, so far us he has
. had an opponitnity of compatiton” Brown’s Troches
. are pre-eminewmly the first of 1he great Lozengr
. Achool. - M

- TR THE BAIR--Burnelts: Cogvane, irvin
. the t*ocannul Oif. lor prererving and beanlifying
.ghe hg:r.und rendering it durk and glossy

“ Phaton‘s Cocin! hnlan‘s Cocin! Phalon’s Cocin!
Wells” Qrienial Ol of Rores.
Mrs &, Allen's Zilobaleamam and Hair Restorer.
a1 the family Medicine Store. Jan. 29,

‘JIIS'I' receiyed ap additional lot of the best
. nnd tuteat improved Kerosene Lamps of varions
patterna and sizes  Alsq, a fresh sapply of the real
grnmne Coul il 10 bury ifl the above lamps; all of
which gaf be boughi at 1the Drug Siore of R Wil
thag at any otw es-

hiichment in the place.
“ c. 31, e P

1

DIARIES, DTARIES, DIARIES.
DlARlF.s for 1860, in every style, and a: prices from
7 30 cis.10 73 oim euch.” Call and examine them

SAYLO .
bix, Dee. 17, 1055, 108 ¥ MEDONALD

: ‘Pnjrm LAXPY;—We have Just yeeeived a

WrRE assoriinenl of the istesi patent. Kerocene
.pe Coal Oil Lamps, 10 which we invite zhel‘nueml:n;
0! thoee wishing lo purehase a good Inmp, 1hat only
. .romsuwes & hall cenl's worth per hoar.
L [ J 3. DELLETT & CO.
< U7 Golden Moriar Drug Siore, Froat st.;Colomoin.
‘Doc. 28, §859. 7

Selections.

A Physician’s Story.

It has been, with me, a favorite thought
through life that the fucully- of observation
constitutes one of the most cofispicuous dif-
ferences betweén man and man, There are
people—and nn astonisliing number toe—
who seem to march from the cradle to the
grave with eyes for nothing but the dull
routine of money-making existence—as if
this world of sorrow and juy, of heroism
and suffering, were nothing but a vast
counting-house, huspital, or bar. Others
there are whose searching glance amung
men and things but little escapes; who pur-
sue natuare, internel'znd external, as a book;
and while gathering delight frem the bright
er pages it presents, draw a melancholy
interest from the darker and more repul~ive.
It has beeu* said that for those who care to
read it, every man, even the most prosaic,
has a history; that there is no spot of earth
ao hidden, no condition o obscure, but there
are passion, resuive, aud dariag, and ell the
elements of the wildest romanice. And 1t
is true.

Such fancies ns these invariably occur to
me when I think of my late revered friend
A——, {0r many yeoars resident physician
ofthe D county lupatica«ylam. Though
different.avocations in life had kept us long
and widely apart, we cach cherished warm
recollections of the days when we shared
the same biznch at school and collage. stood
by each other’in the trizls, and encouraged
cach other in all the gayeties of youth; and
never was there any cessation to out more
than f{raternal correspondence. It was,
therefore, with feelings of no ordinary lea.
sure thatin tho summer of 1854 I threw
aside briefs, commentaries, precedents, and
all the weary paraphernalias of my trade,
and turning my back on the crushing excite-
ment of London life, started for his home
in the Green Isle, and an oft projected ram
ble in Killarney.

I bad arranged to avrive at D in the
evening, by the afternoon trgin from Dub
lin, ind he had 2greed to meet me there and
drive me over to his place next day, through
tweoty miles of as romantic o road as Ire
land could boast. A:nd sure enough; on va
cating my carriaze the first’ thing I saw was
A 's kindly fuce, little changed since
var last wmeeting; the first thing I felt, the
warm grasp of his honest hand. Old sto-
ries uf by-gone days, inguiries and Yemem-
brances of old chums, some high in the
world, some figliting in djstant lands, some
gone ou their lust journey—these made the
hours pass witk unnoticed' swiftooss, and
daylight peeped through the shutters ere we
sought our pilows.

Panctual to a second after breakfast
A——"'s gig drew up at the door, the sleek
bay mare champing the bit with engerness
to he off. A smile; @ nod, and “God bless
your honors!” from Shamus,and we rattled
dowa the High street.

I can imagine few things moro caloulated
to raige the spirits thaa the conjunctivn of
a light gig, & high-stepping mare, a breezy
morning, and an endeared companion. Add
to this & road winding through scenery the
most varied and lovely, and you may have
shme idg:}_of my sensations as we howled
along at the rate of twelve miles an hour.
Sametimes the waving beeches on eithar side
formed u grove that threw doep shadow on
the path, brokea here and there with streaks
and dots of sunshine; anon they gave place
to scented hawthorn hedges, whose perfume
mingled deliciously with that of the new
mown hay. Now we would draw rein on
some ivy nnd wmoss-grown bridge, and peer
down at the woondland stream gushing in
silver over the rocks, or swirling in deep,
clear, brown linns, where the trout were
gliding from covert to covert, or springing
into the air after the heedless flies. Then
sgain we wuald pause at some open spot to
gaze on the woods spread out before us, and
wark the fur-off river brenking, like a
thread of light, fromr some cleft in the blue
hills,

From time to time, as we went on, I had
opportunities of remarking A 's old
faculty at which I have hintod above., Not
an object did we pass, villags or hamlet,
hill or stream, bat it reealled some associa-
tion to his mind, nad became the theme of
some story or reflection. Dut this above all
with rogard to the pesple. Every onc who

.| went by seem':]t, kmow him: whether it

was Patrick, in his dorduroys, with the
“dudeecn’ stuck in his hat-bind, or Kathleen
with hor jimp waist, blue eye, and bare
ankle, ko bad & word for each and some-
thing to say about all. At length I wuraed
to him with the remark:

] see, ITitry, it’s still the old story; you
will mix yourself ap 1n the concerns uf those
about you. At scheol you had all our his-
tories®t your finger-ends, and ‘managed to
sea heroes, oppressors, viotims, and so forth,
where I could discern nothing but common-
place, every-day boys.”

«Yes,” he ss2id, thoughtfully, lIaying the
whip o Betty's neck, “you'rs about right.
This mizing myself up, as you call i, with
the affairs of thossaround me, has been my
way through life. I do it, perhaps, dndon-
scionsly. And, sooth to say, my present
position gives me wondrous temptations.—
You, with your Loundon notions, will think
this unlikely, baried as I am in this quiet
Arcadia, where the stir and shock of great
cities are forever uanknown. Bat even

among thess simple peasants—settiog aside

their legends and traditions—I have gath-
ered more thew one incipient romance; and
speiking from a huiEan and non-profession-
al point of view. the unnals of the extablish-
ment I serve have furnished wme with
meny n sad tnie.  For instance, here we are
at Cloughnagunnah; whose natives I know
to 2 child,-as well I may’ weeing I ushered
most of thewn into thia changeful scene.—
Well, you see those t¥d cottages on the out-
skirts—mark thew as we go by.”

“Guod day ¢ ye, doctor!” *God bless your
honor!” *Gud save you kindly!’ nnd similar
salutations pouréd’thick nnd fast on us from
every ddurand window in Cloughnaganna;
but I paid little attention tu them, being too
intent on the houses of which A had
spoken. And tru y without any such allu-
sion, there was that abouat them that would
have struck the most careless wayfarer.—
They were two stractures of rough_stone,
standing oue on each side of the mountain
road, and resembling our own cotters’
dwelliigs of the better sort, in having n
roomy upper story, whose ‘qurint gabled
wicdows stood out from the thatched roof.
Behind each stretched a hedge-bound or-
chard of eonsiderable extont, and everything
betukened them to have been onceinhabited
by people of nu small importance in Clough-
naganon. I say once, for they now exhibi-
ted nothing but the moust miserable deola-
tion and decay. Rank weeds and tall grass
choked up-the gurdens, sprung forth in green
tufta from the walls, and covered thickly
the thatched roofs. Not n single pane of
glass remained in the broken window-
frames; the shutters were cracked in wide
fivsures; the doors had long since fallen
from their hinges. They would have been
more in keeping with the wind and rain of
sume dark wioter’s eve; bathed now in the
golden sunshine, there was something hid-
eously mooking in their aspect, and gazing
at them I feli into'n fit of sombre musing.

“Pwo years ago,”’ said A , marking
my abstraction, *they wers’nt the ruins you
see. Shall I tell you of their better day-?"

I nodded, and- redacing Betty's pace,
sorely against her will, to a gentle trot, hv
continued:

“Eight years since I was, as you know,
settled down here the sule medical man in
the district, and, consequently, would have
had a first-rate practice, wore it not fct the
preposterous degree of health that prevails
in these parts. For the sume reason I had
always more or less time va my hands, and
being neithar a spo: tsma . nor a student, it
was mostly spent in the old way. [ forget
how long it was—nof muny moanths at any
rate—before I know every man, woman and
child for miles round. If I saw Pat un the
road I strolled along with hiw; if an open
duor presented itself,_l walked in, dispos-
sessed the old sow of the seat of hunvuf, com-
plimented the mother on her gossvon+, and
Katie on her black eyes, took a thimble full
of the ‘rale Innishowen,’ without particu-
larly askiog where it cume from; and was
o uoiversal favorite. And for once that I
went anywhere else I was five times at those
very cottages you saw just now 1n the dark-
ness o' desalation., ¥Yes, George,’”” he con-
tinued, in a thoughtiul tore, “many’s the
happy day I've spent there with laughing!
Atlsie May, the *Lady of the Dark Qrks,’ |
us I used to cull bex, in contrast tv her blue;
eyed cousta Mary. 1 lived but a long mile
from Cloughnagasua, over the hill-tup yon-
der, and I would go over in the still summer

surrow on reading that Ailsie was to go. I
should tell you that some years previously
her p.renta hud emigrated in groat poverty
thankfully leaving their child with Mary
and her father. Since then but few letters
bud ¢ome from them, and these spoke only
of hardship and toil, so that gradually the
poor thing had got to look on the cottage as
her home, and-had, so to ‘spenk, wound her
heart-strings around iz,
sheet, detailing unexpected prosperity, and

demanding her immediate return to them.

It named the day of her departare, and the.

ship by which she was to sail, and enclosed -

money for the vayage and outfit.

“In this crisis I perceived that my opin-
ion was looked for, ané after some reflec-
tion could see nithing to prevent that opin- |
ion being as favorable as possible.

“*Where's Phil?" [ nsked-

“*Sure, where would he be, doctor, but
away comfortin’ the puor thing?”

**Aud he's right,’ [ answered; ‘and you
might all be doing the sams, instend of
hanging your heads this way, and Mary
there spoiling_her pretty face with teavs.’—
I recommenied that, instead of Ailsie a
letter should be desratehed to America, lny-
ing the mutter fully and unreservedly before
her pareits, detailing the prospect of the
voung couple, nnd the inducements Ailsie
had te: remain in her own country_. Aud,
in the event of their stiil” objecting ¢o this
I rugzested that Phil and Ailsie should go
out together as man and wife.

*So this advice was acted on, and-once
mure things lovked cheerful in thecuttages of
Cloughaagannah. Inthe hope vt fuvorable
tidinizs from across the ocean, the momenta-
ry alarm was forgotten, the chains of love
drawn closer and closer., Autamn passed
into winter, aud mnny a-night we gathered
round the roaring peat fire; the yueng peo-
ple seeing in each other’s eyves visions of fu-
ture happiness. But during thése winter
nights by the fircside the ship that tovk out
the letter had breasted the waves of the At-
lantio, und the vne that bore back the reply
wa speeding swiftly home. It arrived soon®
envugh—Phil brouglit it over to me one
morning early in the year. He wis so hag-
gard and broken down,  scarsely know him.
4t was =& terrible blow for al—-it ¢crushed
their every hope in a way they had never
dreamt of. Like her uncle, Ailsie’s parents
ware Catholies; while the Cuarey’s people
professed the Protestant faith. This differ-
ence of courrviction had never in the least in-
terrapted the close intercnurse of the neigh-
bors; but tke emigrants were bigoted to the
last degree. This lettor, then, commanding
her to sail imwmediately, directed her to
break off the engagement, reproached Reil-
ly bitterly for suffering # to exist, nod de.
clared that in the eveat ef a murringe her
father’s carsn wonld be her only portion.

¢ Aftor reading this hopoless letter I'lonked
up and saw poor Phil’s burning oyes fixred
upon me withuut a single word'ta say-—not
a whisper of consolation to give him. [
eould but ask him what he was guiag- to de;
Le burst out inte a torraat of passionate
grief and indignation, e would sce Ailsie
May no more: be had bidden her a heart-
broken farewell.

* “Them that’s done it,’ he =aid, ‘let God
forgire them! I'll never take the giri likea
thiafe and a robber!”

*+You must bear this like a man, Phil-
ip!l’

“‘Them words is asy spoker, doctor; but

evenings, and irear ber miug the sweet bal-
luds of her country so exquisitely that the
tunes chuned agmn in my ears as I strolled

home in the muunligirt: Yes, it's straugs

to me to inck on what is, and thing un waat |
has Leen. Wuen 1 firsy came~here, tuere

were not, wish the exceptivn ot Faiher Con- |
nell’s and my owa, twu prettier ur mure as- |
piring edifices than those of Nell Carey and |
Jawmes Reilly, respectively the smith and;
earpenter of Cloughnagannah. Nell's was.
the oue you looked ut, with the little porch '
where the huneysuckle stitl shows. e was |
an old man with gray hairs eveu wheo I
first kuew him, but erces und powarfal as|
became vne who bud wourn the king’s oluth. .
When Lis auvil had ceased to ring and he'
was ‘cleaned’ fur the night, there was about

him a rough sort of digunity that would have

befitted a loftier station, but nothing ap-

proaching to austerity. No mau loved a

joke better than Nell Carey, unless it was

his neigbbor the carpenter: and, though the

distance between their shops kept them

apart during the day, work being over they

were insepurable. But other and dearer

tias cpnnected the houssholds. Both men

were widowers, but Nell had two sons, and

Reilly a daughter, blue-cyed Mary, sod a

neice-—~Ailsio of the dark orbs. The girls

were pretty, Ailsiestrikingly so; the youths

brave and suseeptible. Mattors being thus

the inevitable resaits followed. Brian Ca-

ray, the older, kad long wooed Mary Reilly,

while Phil was over head and ears in love

with Ailsie May.

“Well, for a year after I settled down
here the course of true love ran smooth;
they billed and cooed as young things will,
and often did [ return home with a heart
lightened by the sight of so nruch happiness.
One evening—it was just about this time of
the year—1 lighted my pipe and strolled
aver to Reilly’s domicile. I opened the lit-
tle gate and turned into the gatden. Seated
round under an apple tree were Mary, her
father, and the two elder Careys. Some-
thing had happened, each cue looked mrad-
der than the other, and Mary’s eyes were
red as with sore crying. Reilly put a lot-
ter into mv hand, and ¥ soon understood the

it’s bitter te do, sir. I will try and bear it
iike a man, bat not yonder—that's not in
flesh and bloed. I've made up my mind to
£0 to any.’

¢ «Ror God's sake, Philip!’ I cried, ‘40 not
bring sorrow on your futhor's gray hairs by
any rash act!’

« Il be the best for all, sir, he answered
I’ve slept on it and it’l} ke the best for all.
And aow, sir, if you'll kindly go over to-
night and break it to them, it would make
my mind n trifle easier.”

“8ooth to say, my own sentiments ox the
matter were nearly in accordance with his.
I felt unable ta to offer any vpposition to his
plan. My offer of help he firmly but mod-
estly refused. Tie slnss I puured out for
him he just tasted, wrang my hnad fercent-
1y, and then stepped awuy duwn the hill in
the direction leading from his bome. I
went over tihrat n'gnt to Cloughnayanaah;
but it was not till = fortnight ofterwards,
when Ailsie was away. that the truth came
ouf. There was so much misery in that
fortnight. that I {elt unable to add une more
drop to tho Dbitter cup, a8 I told them that
till it was over Phil had withdrawn near
mae.

“Poor Ailsie might have been a stone
statue, so little consciousness did she oxhibit
of the preparations for her departure. Her

Now came this-

“Well, for a long-time after that you
wouldn’t have known the place. In both
dwellinga there wns o sense of desolation
greater than that which fulluws death. The
old ruatine of every-day life Legdn once
mure; the saw and the sledge-hammer were
aguin heard; but all hearl seemed to be
gore from the work, Neil’s brow gathered
deep wrinkles, and his erect form began to
ztoup puinfully, I was always welcome at
the cuttages, and would go over there of an
evening; but the meetings of old days were
ever—the conversation iavariably turned on
those that were away, and sad words cameo
of a sad theme.

““In due time they got nnother packet from
the Mays, still mora bitterly reproachful than
the last. It broke off, in the most insulting
terms, all communication between the fam-
ilies, und contained a little wmissive from
Ailsic to Phil, huinbly acquiescing in tius
sentence, snd bidding him farewell.”

“*And is it Ailsie herse!f that could write
this?’ enid the blacksmith. *Then, plase
God, no son uf mine 'l iver spake ber name
agninl’

*Su it was over furever, and Bfian and
Maury made their mouaraful pilgrimage.

“Lhiee pretty buys were growing up
around them, whose little endearments had
somawhat weaned the old men from their
sad recollectivns, and brought & new feeling
of home into the cottages, of Cloughnagan-
nah, when Phil came back among us from
Chatham, whore his ship had been paid off.
It was the return of the prodigal over ngain;
every.ouo in the place—sthe girls most of
all—trying to show their joy at the re ap-
pearanced of the biecksmith’s blue-cyed son.
Fensts and merry-makings were the order
of the day; and when the dainties had been
discussed, and suffidiens of the rale .nomi-
showen imbibed, then followed rattling jige
and country dunces on the barn-fuor, where
I promise you more than one pair of bright
eyes sought fur o partner the young hero of
the night. But [ remarked that this s.rt of
thing was discouraged by Phil from the first
moment of his return. No one was more
frank or genial than he; but no maiden ever
got a glance exprossive of more than good
will and kindness. And I remarked, also,

that he naver alluded, in the muvst distant
manner, Lo Ailsie May; nor was her name
once mentioned in hia presence. Asif by
universal cunsent, this themo of the old love
was to be buried forever.
“Bat, O how blind we are—the best of

tinctly seen Mary take a lotter from her
breast aad give it to Phil, who pressed it to
his lipe, at the same time wringing her hand.
Seeing me at the instant, he concealed it—
confusedly, hurriedly. There was embar-
rasgment on all of us. For myself, I expe-
rienced 1p that moment a dull, hopeless sor-
row forthe Eden that the serpent had de-
atroyed forever. Then, with redoubled
force, came the strange conviction of im-
pending ill that bad weighed me down in
the morning.

“Mechanically—without the slightest rea-
son, but driven by sume unfuthomable imn-
pulsa—I seized Philip Carey’s arm, and led
him in the direction of my own home. He
was looking down stil—our eyes had never
met—when [ started and trembled at the
sound of Brian’s vuice, caliing from- the
garden. \Ve turned; he leapt the stile and
sauntered slowly up to ws. I have seen
faces which death has #o altered that they
searcely presented one shade of the expres-
sion they had worn during life; but I nover
saw the face of a living man so changed as
was Brian’s 2t that moment. It was stony
~—ghustly! It was the fuce of one in the
awful moments when reason is departing.—
IIe hind on bis blacksmith’s dress; bis shirt-
sleeves were rolled up to the shoulder, the
museles of his arms standing out like cords.
A fowling-piece, used for keoping down
winged vermin in the garden, was grasped
tightly in his hand.

“Well, Brian,’ I said to him, with badly
nsumed cheerfulness, ‘how goes the world
with you? Why not at work?’ :
#«The birds is thiak on the berries, doo-
tor—rvery thick; an’ father’s yonder by the
fire, tied down with rheumatiz; an’ Phil,
there, has other things to do than shoot
t«em—bhnvn’t ye, nowv, Phil, alannah?—
Mary, my soul; away into the house with
ye, and see to little Nell; I'm feared he's
sculded himself, or something.’

“Mary tripped away; and, as she went,
the oppression on my heart grew deeper,
and deeper; and deeper.

“*Brian,’ I said, ‘you’re not looking your-
self to-day; you’re not well. 3

“a\Well, is it! Ob! fine an’ well, brave
an’ hearty! An’ what else should I Le?’ he
laughed out. *Sure, havn’t 1 the smilin’
bits o’ childer? Havn't [ Mary, that's true
to me in thought an’ deed? [lavn’t I Phil,
there, ready to lay down his life for me? an’
my futher, and Mary’s hale and strong in
their grey hairs? Arn’t we all together,

us! It was not long.before I began to think
that if Phil’'s heart was cold to the girls
round about, it was somewhat engaged in a
quarter where, by the laws of God aud man,
it’s love was a crime. lHow or by what de-
grees this dreadful suspicion eame upon me
[ cannot well say; but come upon me it did;
and I saw, mareover, that the conviction of
of an understanding "between Lis brother
and his wife struck, with a deadly chill, the
heurt of Brian Carey. I had never heard a
bhard word between the brothers. Open,
manly and generous, each had seemed to
seek every means of showing his affection:
for the other; But now there was, as it were,
a'cloud between them-——a something inex-
plicablo—a silance that was not a silence.
There was that about Brian which mmde
wo fear. At times he would stop work al-
together. nad sit with his eyes -fixed on the
white furnace; at others he would suddenly
coase the measuoed beat of bis sledge-ham-
mer, and strike ro-guick and fercely that
the sparks flew like dust, and the stout bar
was beaten flat. And once [ started back
on hearing him break fronr the room where
sat Mary with a wild and bitter oxth.

“A year of this went by, the worst year
they had ever kovwn, I now went seldum
ty Cloughnaganoah, for I was busied with
matters relating to my present situativn.—
But when I did, I always camoe gway more
and mure uppressed with the idea. I could
detect lovks passing botween Mary and
Philip that clearly botokened something in
which the rest had a0 share. An assumed
indifference, too, about, them strengthened
this eonviction in my mind, und I felt ap-
prehensive of atill worse duys fur the once
happy days of the crituge. To me it was
all the invre grievows that I could do aoth.
iug; for, though so intimate with all, of
course, I couldn’t open my moath,

“[fave you ever gune into the theory of
presentiments, George?”’

I lovked up, in some sarprise, at the sud-
denuness of the question. There was o
mournful smilo on A——'s face 88 he con-
tinued:

“Well, I have thought a good deal about
it, and from personal experieace, I have n
firm faith io forewarnings of impending ca-
lamity. I woke one morning suddenly, op-
pressed with u fear which I could neither

very food she took, as it were, meohanically; | deseribe nor account for; but it was some-

the fountains of life sesmed dried up within
her; and Ma y, sore a3 was her own grief,
had to prepare eversything, down to the
most minute partioulars.

“Tho dsy came. Ailsie was put in the
coach, the last farewells taken, and we all
walked scrrawfully back to thelnow-desert-
od home; my own hesrt as heavy as any
there, for I knew that I should have to break
to the stricken father tha tidings of his son’s
flight. That wretchedness, however, was
spared me. Oanarriving, a letter with the
Cork postmark Iny onthatable. Neil open-
ed it with trembling bands, and immediate-
Iy after latit fall from his grasp, sank on o
seat, and eovered his face with a groan.—
Phil had volunteered on board of Her Maj-
esty’s ship Diomed, and was then in blue
water on his way to the East Indies.

thing connected with the Careys, for, do
what I would to distract them. my thoughts
would wander to thair abode. I had some
very important work in my laboratory that
morning—the verv thought of it was out of
the question. I felt something within me
irresistibly urgiog me towards Clouzhna-
gunnah, and after a hastily swallowed break.
fast I set off. I went over that upland yon-
der. There was a sort of half-beaten path
that led by a short cut through the little
belt of plantation that surroanded Carey's
garden. In the shade of this ylantation I
saw two figares—Alary and Philip Carey.
They wore standing in close and earnest
conversation—so earnest, that they heard
not the cracking of the twigs and fir-cones
beneath my feet. Iapproached rapidly aud
came up to them, but not before I had dis-

sure, and the geod roof over us, and the bite
and sup always to the fure? Happy?'

“IIs ended nlmost with a scream; and
then his voico sunk to a low mournful

and atear dropped on the rein. I did not
like to interrupt him, or hasten his narra-
tive of what yet remained to be told. Ina
slower voice he continued:
*It was 81l plain now. Parental harshness
and injustice had beon powerless to keep the
young hearts apart, even with the ocean
between them. Not a mail had crossed but
carried the words of love from each to each.
Bat pride and false shame hud been'strong
with Phil. To Mary alone bad ho breathed-
a whisper of what was in his heart; and she,
like a trne woman, had lent herself to the
correspondence. Every letter came through
her. But the trath was known too late.—
The letter dropped from Brian’s band, snd
he rolled over on the ground with a loud
laugh. Now, George, let’s talk of some-
thing elss.”’
* »*
Early next morning I bad throws up the
winduw, 1o inhale the heather-jaden breeze
and gazeonthe rich Inndscape spread befors
the house. Woods, bill and water every-
swhere; not o sound to break the stillneas
but the piping of the birds from bough and
hedgerow. About a stone’s throw from the
little avenue I could see, peeping from the
trees, the roof of the establishment with
which my friend wes connected.

"What & aweet seclusion!” I muttered;
“What a peaceful refuge for tho stricken
ones whose lot it is A 's molancholy yot
noble duty to alleviate!”

*You speak truly, George,” aaid his voice
at my elbow; "*a melancholy yet noble duty.
But we musn’t philosophize just now. I
have a farewell visit to make my patient;
will you gu?”’

Though a spectator of lifa in many of its
mournful phases, I had never been in such
an institution before. There was much to
sadden, much to instruct. Some of the ia-
mates were destined to go forth again ioto
the world; by far the greawer part were
isolated furever. Weo entered a passage
leading to a row of ¢-lls detached from the
main building. At the sound of the keep-
er’s key in the lock, a terrible chorus arose,
which told me this was to be the saddest
scene of all. Passing several doors, A———,
led mo to one hearily plated with iron, and
baving a small grating in the centre. For
a momeant I lovked in, and then tarned away
shudderingly—my heart touched to the very
core!

“God take us all into his keoping!” said
L A——; “that was Brian Carey,”

x “ » *

Scenes in the Life of a Siowman,

BY ARTEMUS WARD. —

—

plaint—

‘ ‘You see, d: ctor, they’!]l not come totake
the berries fair and open. They settle on
the bush, nnd eat out the sceds; and when
they’ve got the heart, they leave the useless
shell to perish. Oh! doctor, doctor! do ye
mind the days when Ailsio was here?”"’

“I was indescribably shocked. In Phil’s
face was a look I had not scen thers fur
many and many a long day. Itshone from.
his eyesat the sound of the name; it brought
back powerfully the-days of their happiness.
For the momeat, it was as if the cloud bo-
tween them waa removed—as if the feclings
of boyhood rushed back with its remem-
brances, and he yearned towards his broth-
er. Brian wont on in the samo strange
tone:

* *They snys there’s more than the bisds
does that; an’ why shouldn’t they be shot
like the Lirds! See there, now! There's a
hundred an’ more un the trea I planted for
Mary when oy heart first warmed to her
blue eyes. That’s a long, long time, See
them, nowl”

“I was looking at the tree, when the
repurt rang out and Phil Carey foll stone
dead without a syllable. The charge had
passed through his body like a six-pnand
ball, und I was spattered with his blood
from head to foot. Tia gun was lying on
the ground and Brinn standing bheside it,
rigid, gazing io his brother's face. Aftern
minute’s cxamination of the corpse, I turn-
ed to him; whatever mry words were he did
not hear them. Again and again I spoke—
he was motionless. [ raised my voice, and
tha unwonted sound brought Mary from the
house. With a horrified glance around,
that seenred to take in the whole meaning
of the scene, sho threw herselt on the &)dy.
and barst into the agonizing, passionate
wail that betokens Irish sorrow. The sight
of his wife's prostration did what all my
effurta bad failed in-—~it roused Brian from
his lethargy. Ife stepped back a pace, and
a word hissed fronr his teeth—a sigle word
—but ono #0 terrible that Mary’s wail was
hushed in a moment. She rose from her
knees and faced him, her countenance as
white as his own.

*‘Brian Carey,’ she enid, slowly, ‘may
God Almighty forgive you for that thought.’
~ **0Ohl it's innocent ys are, with your
white face,” he cried, savagely: ‘purty and
innooeat, like the bright Sabbath I took ye
to the church through the green corn-Gelds.
But, woman! there's something here’ll show
the black lie that’s in yer heart thie mio-
nit!’

*He flung himself down; enatohed from
Phil’s rent garments the letter I had seen
her give him, and tore it open. I read it
myself sometime afterwards—a large’ sheet
coversd oclosely with fair, neat writing,
breathing out all the hope and, love of her
sad young heart; and there it was, at the
ead, blurred by & crimson stain—'Your own
in life and death, Arrsiz Max? »”

Ilere A——s3topped, his voice faltered,

.Ashowmnn meats with atrange sites.—
He seos human natur ag she are, unmasked
& without no close on, & he must b stoopid-
er nor & ded kab hoss if he duzzent stock
his Branes with several kinds of nollege.

The undersined won't Boste:. Ime a Amer-
ican sitterzun, I go ia fur the fast-saliu,
snug bilt, and full-mand skeuner Usited
States, which runs herself, she duz, & on
whose decks 1 mun is as good as anuthor
man, and frequeatly more so if he conducks
hisselfstrate. To use a Shakespeeriun frase
Ime nativ and to the manners born, and
dunt waot to put on aira cimply becaws I've
met with grate sucksess in the show perfesh-
un {which Ive bin into goin on 22 yerea.)—
My worthy projennytors was unable to give
me a classykal eddyoashun, & all I nose I
pickt up T

“An Y saled, as I saled,”
'to kote from Captain R. Kidd, the seller
brated pirut.- But thank Heven my sire
and siress gave me a good name, & and I
pint with feelins of pride and pleshure in
¢the fack that nun of our family was ever
in Congriss or on the Naw York perlice, .or
Arms hoase Guwvner. . - .0 .

The ensonin scens in my checkered ka-

reer is respectably submitted:—

WININ'S RITES. -

I pitcht my tent in a emal} town in Inji-
anny ono day larst seeson, & while I was
staudio at the dore takin munny,.a deppy-
tashun of ladies came up & sed they was
members of the Buncumvil Femail Moral
Refurm and Wimin's Rites Associashan, &
thay axed me if thay cood go in .without
puyin. :

*Not exackly,” ses I, “but youa oan psy
without goin in."” .

“Do you know who wo air?” sed one of
the wimin, a tall & feroshus lookin erittur,
with a bLlew kotten umbreller under her
arm, “do you know who wo air, sur?”’

“My impresshun is,”” sed I “from 8 kuz-
sery vew, that you air fermales.”

*We air, sur,” sed the feroshus woman—
*we belong to o Sosiety whitch blesves
wimin has rites~whitch bleeves she is in
dowd with as mutoh intelleck as man is—
whitch Lleeves aho is trampild on & aboosed
—& whitch will resist hensdth and forever
the incroachments of proud & dowinrerin
man.” 7

Dariu her discourse, the exsentrio fomtlo
grabd me by the cost kollar & was ewingin
her umbreller wildly over my hed. -

“I hope, marm,” sez I, starting. beck,
“ihat your intenshuus is honerable! Iwes
loan mwan, hear, in astravge place. Becides
I'vea wifs to bum.” | . | |
“Yes,” oride the fomale, “‘& sbes a slave!
Doth she never dream of freedom-—doth she
never thiok of throwin off the yoke of ty-
ranny, & thinkin & epeskio & votin for ber-
self? Doth she never think of these bere
thinga?” PN .

“Not bein a natrs] born fool,” sed I, by
this time a little riled, “I kio eafoly sey that
she dothunt. -
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