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Axes to grind L. Axes to-grind:! i .« -

Thiok a8.leaves on thelautumn wind, -0 .

Are rushing ¢‘patriota’’ with axes to:gricd?-i- . .
The-Goths from the North, and the Vandals, too, .-
And Southern patriota rot s few: . : .- -
From: the-liast, where the fisherman bray .
From.the West, wherethe prairiesare rish and wide,
Come hunliry' stateaman and starving hind, . -
Swelling the chorus, Azss to grind !

Axes to grind ! Axes {6 grind!.

On every side the burthen we find !

Men whose locks are hoary and thin—

Mén whode hearts are shrouded in sin—
Méi whose services never were known—
Men whose trumpetd at@'loudly blown—
Men of wisdom and silly foolsa— )
Men' who are leaders, and mén who are tools:
Like ravenous wolves with hunger blind,

Are stouting the chorus, Azes o grind !

Axes to grind! Axes-togrind!i- -
No hope for the laggard who falls behind !
Tambling, scrambling, swearing, and atl,
Por the dirty erumbs that grodgingly fall - -
From the: Government table where Gld Abe’’ sits,
Losing his patience and: losing his wits.
"And glowly the-public stone goes round,
Marking the time of the doleful sound ; o
‘While its wasting fragments fly here and there, * -
And its withering sparks shed alurid glare— - -
‘Wearlng the life of & nation away,” = -
As the rushing stream wears the ylelding clay.
The glittering baits of the tressury gleam

_ On the anxious, noisy, rushing stream,
That comes a3 the leaves on the autumn wind,
Swelling the chorus, Azes to grind !

Axes to grind ! Axes to grind!

Lhe nation in this her dirge shall find ! _
When Rome, in her'glory, forgot her truth, .
And & lust foroffice' filled hor yoiith—

When her leaders hungered for every drib
That coald be filshed from the ““publio orib’—
She tottéred and fell inisad décay, -

And her power forever passed away.!

So'will it be with onr own loved kand,,, ..

In her history young~in Ber majesty grand !’
Her virtue wasted—her honesty fled:
Her patriots fallen—her glory déad: -
Bhe’ll fall as the jeaves in the auntume wind,
Her requiem heard in dzes to grind !

THE MORNING LAND OF LIFE.
L dwelt in a bright land far away—
A beautiful morning land— :
Where the winds and wild birds sung all day,
And the waves, repeating their roundelsy,
Danced over the golden sand. .
I know the paths over its low, green hills,
The banks where its violets grow, -
The osier clumps by its:laughing rills,
And-the odor its every flower distils,
" Though I left it long ago.

I know where the sybil Summer weaves
"The charm of her sweetest spells;

Where the soft south *mdsmf the low-voiced leaves

Make a touching plant, like sprite that grieves

- In the heart of a rose-lipped shell.

I know the oliff where the lichen olings,
And the crimson berries grow ; .

Where the miste are woven in rainbow rings,

And the oascade leaps with its snowy wings
To the shadowy pool belaw.

But, alas! for me, its pleasant bowers,

And the radiant bloom they wore,
The birds that sung, and the sunny showers
That kissed-the lips of the fair young flowers,
- Are never, never more!

Ah, no! the hesrt that has learned for years
The loye of sorrow and pain;

The eyes bedimamed by time gud tears,

The lips grown pale with unspoken fears,
Osan neyer return again.

Yet, Eden home of thé Eden time,

“"YWhen my lonely heart rebels,

Thy voites gorhe throngh the Tust and rime

Of the weary frorld, likeé the soothing ¢hine
Of distant Sunday bells,

And when my path in the future seems
With clouds and darkness rife,

I wander away, in my waking drearns,

To thy dewy-bowers and sunny streams,

-~ Sweet Morning Land of Life.

TIMOTHY POTTLEDOT.
. PART L '
"¢ The last call now except on Timothy,’
I5aid to myself as I pulled a. bell in Lon-
don street, and began to square' my feck:
tie till the servant should open the door.
I was setting-out to Simla on a: tweive
month’s visit to my brother, and 'was
finishing & round -of. farewell calls. The
Bervant welcomed me with a: smile; -and
usliered me at once'into :the. back:.perler,
where: Aunt Mills and my' pretty ‘dousins
were gathered around the fire. So.a plads
was:made for me, and I drew in, and:we
all chatted about the one absorbing subijeqt.
. Poor.laddie I’ said- Aunt . Mills, ¢ and
you are really goitg away to India? -
“No doubt of that, aunt. But never
mind ; I shall soon be back:? - »
. ¢ 1 hope you may, Dick—hope and frust
you may,’ eaid Aunt Mills,::shaking: her
head, with a dismal and forobding expres:
gion, "¢l have known a great mamny..go
out to India who never eame back ‘again.
The tigers are very dangerous—rattle-
snekes, too. They swarm in the beds, ’'m
told.”: ; :
I promiged to beion my guard against
those intruders, and aunt proceeded to de-
‘tail several encouraging oases of persons

who had been pounced upon by hungry|

tigers and torn in small pieces. She
specified, however, ‘the case of a lady who
bad frightened a royal Bengal by hoisting
an umbrella in his 'face—an expedient to
which she strongly urged me to resort in
like circumstances, I promised to make
a note of it, and, in the meantime, got my
cousins to sit down to the piano. They
sang ‘Home Sweet Home,” and ¢ Will You
Not Come Back Again ¥ and. other ap-
propriate - airs, very sweetly—espeoially
Kate, who sings like a nightingsle, if you
know what that is, which I don’t. But
she sings sweetly, at all events; with such
‘éxpression, too, ad if her whole soul were
in it. There was no light except the
‘ruddy glow of the fire, and when it fell
pon her shining curls and exquisitely
‘ohiseled featires, as she sat’ warbling, I
:thought that 1 had never seen such:a love-
-1y girl before. Now, reader, don’t fanoy
1 am going to fall in love with Kate—not
a bit of it.. I loved her and I loved her
sisters, just a8 I'loved my own—nothing
more. “But I tell you that, ss she. dat
‘warbling there, I! thought an angel could
goarcely look more lovely. :
They wished me to ‘spend the evening
-with themy.but I could not; I had promised
to take tea with my old schoolmate, Timo.
thy Pottledot, so/ I rose to go, I proposed
2 parting kiss all round, and Aunt Mills
of course submitted with parting dignity.
The young ladies, on the contrary, were
instantly in a flutter of consterpation, and
* it was only after;a violent struggle with
each that I succeeded. As for Kate, when
ber turn' oame shé dartéd’odt of the room
g4 o suira. I pursued madly, foux
Lops.at a time. | There was a; great .dea)
of darting to and fro, out of one. room into
another, but at last hpth tumbled promisca-
ously into a corrier, and I got one of-the
1most delioious kisses I.ever bad before, or
‘have had since,! The point being -gained,
Kato came down stairs with me guite
missively, and then: Aunt Mills"and 4
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ing myself lannched down into some un-

"1 seen abyss. . I had gone up what appeared
‘i to my excited imagination about a mile|

and balf of staira, when I reached the top

_ - | landing and enceeéded in finding the door.
bravesthetidess:

I felt for a knooker or a bell-handle, but
in vain, so I used my knunokles, 1 knocked

{ for some time without. effest, but at last
" | the door was opened :by- & woman, whose:

form wes dimly visible in the light of an

" | oil lamp in a remote kitchen.

<Is it the milk ¥’ said the woman, in a
half whisper. I informed her that I -was
not the milk, but a friend of Mr, Pottles.
dot; ¢is he in ¥ She said he was, and
when I had stepped in she shut the  door
behind me, and after knocking at_another
door on the .opposite side: of . -the - dark.
pagsage, “opened it 'and
Timbthy wis sitéiag at.bi
the-dull light-of - tallow - and :
was reatod Jike & Dghthorss dpi o ild oF
baeks. .. Ha 2ot np-and rung:my hand: af-
feotionately, hut thie Hook follai Wad dleat::
1y in yery fow spixits.” I didn’t wonder at:
it ;:-the place was-too-dismal for anything

q. . Lt Was & oold, ungomfortable. room,.

illy: draughts: blowing:
thb'm’ndi‘gyf. it

'»‘?ﬂﬁ"! Jobsely, in its Frémg. |
few.black einders were carefally. gatherad

about, and

| into-the certre of the grité; ftom the mid-

dle, of .which ;arose a .slender thread of
smoke-that wandered discenselate- up “the
DEY.ici . L
¢ Sit.down;’. 82
ms elose to the Ferider; <y
- T sbould imagine fhat.Ld
an icicle ; .80, to please Tim, L held my
feet toward the grate; though I might as
well have held them at the window.

plaomg a obair for

taking up the poker and looking dismally
at the cinders; ¢I don’t know what’s
wrong with it, It seems in a perpetual
state of either death or resurrection.’

It wes-clearly in a state of death at
that particnlar moment, and held out very
little prospect of a speedy resurrection,
although Tim (who fortunately did not use
the poker, or he would inevitably have ex-
i tinguished it,) koelt down and blew at the
cinders till they were colder than ever.

¢ Never mind,’ said Tim, rising, ¢ we’ll
have tea—that will be better. The bell
was not in working order, so he went him-

o g

self to order Mrs. Blobbs to bring in the
tea. Mrs. Blobbs took so very long to
execute this order that I just began to
think she was not going to executs it at
all, when she appéared with a small tray,
furnished with a teapot, a plate of salt
butter, two slices of underdone toast, and
four farthing biscuits, which Mrs, Blobbs
had evidently been instructed to provide
for the ccoasion. The tea proved to be
lukewarm, and Tim to go in quest of Mrs.
Blobbs for teaspoons and oream. He re-
turned with a couple of pewter teaspoons,
but nothing in the shape of cream was to
be had—the milk boy having neglected to
bring any, and Mrs. Blobbs having no one
in the house to send for it. So we sat down
and drank the lukewarm tea, which bore
in taste and color a remarkable resem-
blance to an infusion of senna. Tim had
evidently intended to give us a comfortable
tea, 80 he was sadly dispirited ; though I
drank the tepid compound and chewed the
underdone toast with as great an appear-
ance of relish as I conld possibly assume.

¢ By the way,’ said Tim, brightening up,
¢ do you like marmalade ¥’

I assured him there wag nothing in the
way of preserves that I relished nearly so
much. )

¢1 got a pot through from the old folks
at home the other day,’ said Tim, open-
ing a sort of bunker that was under his
window, and ranging about inside with his
hand. The best I ever tasted, without
exception. They said it was the nicest
they had ever succeeded ‘in making at
home, and'so they sent me through this
pot to taste it. Now take plenty of it,
Dick, it’s good for one.” Tim laid down
the pot beside me, and returned to close
the bunker, 1 uncovered the pot and put
in my teaspoon to take out some, but
thought Tim’s exhortations rather superflu-
ous, a8 there wais 'little more l&ft- than
served to cover the bottom. I scraped out
& 'small quantity and tapped it upon the
edge of my plate. _

' ¢Oh, dome, come, Dick! said Tim,
“that’s nothing, Allow me,” He took up
the apoon, but'had'no soonér looked tnto
the pot than his' face contracted "into' an
expression of extreme indignation and dis-
appointment. . .. . . ..
.- Hang that woman 1" "he cried, striking
the pot upon the table. ¢ It was half full
yesterday, and I haven’t touched it since.
This is too bad. O, hang it, this is in-
tolerable ! Tim had bounced to the door
and opened it. “It’s no use,” he said,
slamming it to again. €1t would just make
her worse in other things. Confound her.’
¢ That woman,’ he continued, 'glancing
in the diredtion, I suppose, of: the wnoon-
soious Mrs. Blobbs. . ¢ That- woman has
no.more hionesty about - her than a—than
a jackal. She.charges me 'with mustard,
though I never use it. She steals. my tea
and sugar. She: drinks my beer at the
rate of two bottles to my one. . Hang it !
I won’t stand it, I'know what I will do,”
Tim glanced at the door ‘to assure himself
it was shut, and, after listening for a
moment, bent toward me, and ocontinued
ini’'a‘supprésged tone, ~«TI'will buy a sik-
penny pot of jam and put seme-Croton 6il
tito -it, - If ‘that 'doesa’t oure her my
name’s - not Pottledot.”. A’ malignant
smile.overspread Tim’'s face;ds hé slowl
recoverad- his. position and proceeded to
eat a farthing biscuit. . C
- ¢How is your literary work getting on ¥
I-asked;-when we ‘had finished” tex. ~Tim,
I should have‘told you; is ‘& literary char-
acter. T
¢ Not well at-all,’.roplied Tim, despond-
ingly.. . ¢In. faot, this. morning ¥ -gok a
most dishesrtening letter, a'perfect:orush-
of g pi
' "Me. TriMorHY - Po12LEn0T-~Degr Sir s
I am sorry-to say-that I-cannot-undertake
if filtus fo'pag Tor <
. ; }a_m

“timg bogi il
i ok atthethne

its framg. Al

ou “ 190K dold,’;
id, for.J felt like

er.’  He'pulled s “handful- of lettets out |
' eket and handed nig‘ons of them?
It'rad thus: . - S e

your gonteiButionsi-

[l

whole bevy-of consins :ghthered in .the, supply—it is indisoriminate:abuse, ofien
isav,.| vestibule to sea'mo away. .After a few in language so full of vituperation and
words - of  mutual encouragement, . and ‘s contumely as to be unfit for our‘columng.
- +¢( warning. from- Aunt Mills' respecting the | We ho
ad- | tigérs,  1°gallied “out, on. the -way: to.
s 7| Timothy Pottledot’s, . It was & .raw, gusty
et S night, and I was glad enough when I
fwenty-ive conts e sach_ additional iGsor
rlengthin

Yours, &o., .. -PeMBRORE CODGERS,

refers? = . o

.. Tim reache?’ across the table, and
handed me a dumpy serap book, in‘which
| were pasted leaves of journals and reviews.
i 1 proceeded to’ glance over ‘some of them,
4 while Tim knelt down olose by the fender
+and endeavored to excite the! fire.. to

| resurrection by pushing in little shred

of newspaper between the bars with his
penholder. The reviews wers really such
as Mr.” Codgers had represented them to
be. TRey were written in a _spirit of
intense and- bitter “eynisism, The first
one that turned up was a:review of Bart
on Recreation, and commenced thus :——
1 We admire the ssgacious-pradence of
 the publisher in prefixing to this volume
& portrait of Mr. Burt. It is a gnarantee
that he really belongs to the genus homo,

¢ Have you any of the reviews to which he

-] The low and rampant animalism of hig
' book would -inevitably have led us to-a

different conclusion.’ .
There was another beginning with—
¢Johnson said that Robertson’s writing te

sembled a little gold packet in a great bun-

.dle of wool. Mr. Ferguson’s writing bears &

deal of resemblance to Mr. Robertson’s s

the only difference is that Mr, Ferguson’s

is all wool together.’
_ A third commenced thus:
¢If extremes meet, the poetry of Mr.

Smilie is close upon that of Shakespeare,

for it is unquestionably the most wretched

driveling that we ever happened to have

read.’ .

I knew it was not Tim’s nature to write
thus but his spirit had been embittered
by disappointment and negleot. I looked
at the poor fellow as he crept by the

3 . | cheerless hearth, his.thin, sickly face blue
«It isn’t a very good fire, said Tim,

with the cold, and, when I thought of his
utter loneliness and misery, I felt no
emotion but that of pity. I'could not in
honesty tell bim that-Mr. Qodgers was
mistakea. I rather urged -him to take
that gentleman’s advice and cultivate n
healthier style. Some conversation:about
my fature plans brought us to the hour
when I must go. Tim bade me -good bye
reluctantly and with evident -pain, for 1
could see a tear glittering in his eyq, and

for evermore, .

¢ Well, good bye,’ [ said, as I left him ;
¢ keep up your spirits ; there are brighter
days in store for you.’

I had seercely got out and begun my
descent of the dark stairs when I found
that I had left my gloves behind. I
groped my way back, and, finding the door
opened, stepped across the passage and
into Tim’s room. Tim was sitting by the
hearth, his head bent upon his knees, and
his frame convulsed by emotion.

¢ I say, Tim, what’s this ?’ :

Tim started, and, hastily brushing his
eyes with the cuff of his coat, pretended
to be busy with the fire.

¢ What’s all this, Tim ?’

Tim rose, seeing there was was mno use
trying to hide hide his feelings, turned
and took my hand. His eyes were already
swollen, and his cheek wet with tears.

¢ Dick,” he said, ¢don’t think me child-
ish; you are the only friend I have left,
and when I found you, too, gone, it was
too much for me.’

‘My dear Tim,’ I said, ¢I feel as if 1
could throw up the whole thing, just to
wait near you. Bat I’ll do better. Give
me a pen.’

I sat down and addressed a mnote of
introduction to Aunt Mills, telling her, in
a’ fow words. of Tim’s loneliness, and
asking her, for my sake, to show him all
the kindness in her power. .

¢Call with this,” I said, sealing the
note, ¢ and oall as soon as you can, You
must take my place at Aant Mills’, and
she will take mine with you. Now, you’ll
be sure to call ¥

+ I willy’ said Tim; ¢she’ll soon tire -of
me, like all the others ; but for your sake
I'll eall.’

Tim took the tallow candle, and when
he had snuffed it with & penholder and a
paper knife, showed me down. atairs. On
reaching the foot a wild gust of wind
blew the candle ont. We shook hands
warmly in the dark. "

¢ Good bye, Dick ; a prosperous voyage
to you.’ .

¢Thanks, Tim; God bless you; gaed
bye.

PART II.

I reached Simla in the eafly part of
1857. In May the mutiny broke out and
so disturbed the postal arrangemieénts that
1 only got ome letter Arom” England at
the time I was at Simla. "In the Autumn
of the year following I returned,. and,
baving nothing to detain me at - Sonth-
ampton or.London, cdme on without delay
to Edinburgh. It was evening when 1
arrived, and I stepped down to the Philo-
sophical Institution, in. libpes of meeting
somhe acquiintances. I .picked up The
Mercury in the News Room and glanced
over the local news. The following para~
graph osught my eye at once : :

por;, We understand that the prescnta-

.made to-night in. the Queen Street Hall——

.addition “the ‘hatidsome epefgne to be
presanted. to Mr, Pottledot; we-are.happy
to learn: ‘that 'a -silver tesa-set - will be
presented to his lady . - ‘

. ¢ Strange ‘coincidgnce of na

to myself ; “1 didn’t-think there were:two
Timothy Poddlédots :in. Scotland. ' -If it

¥ | hadn’t been for the Mrs. Pottledot 1 should

positively . have fancied it was Tim,
surely gan’t be his father” . .. - ..

.'Queen Strect Hall is " next door /£5'the
Philogophioal, and the meeting (a4 T fuuhd

It

an,
wag: quite full, a half orown indueed 'the
beiltiantly” lighted and' filled  with, a"fagh-
‘joriable compsny,:-but- o crowded -thiat
‘thiere’ Was' goatoely standing room, and all

: see"over - theheads im -front’ wis

th#: head of: & little- gentleman. who'

ana-
d ‘dbvaesdwith. porapiratia

¢That is very unfortunste.” - I said.—

. he wrung my hard as if we were parting |-

¢ PRESENTED To MR, Trvoray PoTTLE+

tion;i- to: the: talented -and philanithropie:
editor of The ‘Northern Review,: is to. be-

Jacab: Wimple, M. P.; in the Chair, - In'

:| here.?

o referring to my watoh), must: be going
I _atépﬁ’ei.i"r'bnnd{.énd_‘tlfdiis'liitheizhaﬁ

dogrkeeper to : 1ét me in. - The hall was

a3 1f o bad boon speaing fo » oonatler-
able time.  His. gestures were: very ani-
midted, 'edpecially  with " his ¥ight' arm,

pe you will see it to be your duty which-waved- exultingly in  the air;: as if
—1 can assure’ you it would-be  for your he were aracking s coschman’s whip.. He
Interest—to cultivate a less offensive atyls. ' was gaying’that-if any*'man’ more-than'
i d “enougt 0 1'1 shall be glad to look over: any contribu- ' another - deserved a- pledge of. public-con-
turged into the’ passage™ leading to Tim’s’ tion you may be pleased to make, butat fidénoce it was Timsthy Pottladot; and if
Aty ' »present I ocannot- undertake -either to there was any present more suitable than'
hiad to grope my way along till 1 reached.: accept or pay for thém; v ot
the foot of the stairs, - I felt my way -pp
a prodigious length of stairs very cautions-
ly, for I wéd in monientsry dread of find-

i another it. wai.an epergne. ¢ A lily,” ha.
i said, ¢ beautifal’ idaz?!_ﬁa:silver*my.‘“ Thie"
lily :grows ; so has Mr. Pottledot grown in.
power, grown, in " uséfalaéss, grown . in.
public estimation. - The-lily -is-of ‘silver,

solid and sterling ;..and is. not'Mr. Pottle=
dot ‘of sterling metal; solid ‘through-aid:
throagh? The lily is perennial;: so is Mer.:
Pottledot, The lily- bears frait in. this

glass atop 3 so-does-he. - Have we not the
fraita of “his labors in our new..scheols, in:
our healthier" litérattire, in the inordased’
sucoess of all philanthropic -schemes 3—
Niy, have we not his-infant gon [tremen=-

man- waved his arm with inoréased exalta-
tion]' rising up, a8 "we hope, to follow in]
the footsteps:of “hig illustrious  father; and
form the:orowning. glory of the Pottledot.]
name? R

¢ Who is that '® I asked of a gentleman -
next’ mé ag the speaker disappeared amid
loud applause, :

¢ Mr. Burt, the author of the book on
Reoreation.> :

I thonght I remembered the same, but
had no .time for reflestion, -as"the lion of
the evening rose . up to reply, and was]
welcomed by a perfeot storm of cheers:and
olapping of hands. .. I'looked, and inatantly.
began cheering: so vooiferously: a3 to- take:
the people around me by surprise. “Why ¢
Béosuse there wad 1o- mistaks about-it.
It was Tim! The same black hair, the-
game black. eyes, the same fine forehesd,.
but otherwise how different.! His oheeks:
were quite ruddy, his face beamed with
sunny fmiles, and his voice (when the ern-
thusiasm. of the people allowed it to be-
come audible) rang short and pithy, and
elicited great applause, especially when he
made some endearing reference to his wife.
I waited impatiently for the close of the
meeting, and then, after considerable
struggling, suoceeded . in- reachigg the
retirmg rooms, where I found Tim ix the
midst of a .growp of congratulating friends.’

¢ Tim,’ I'oried ¢ let me join the rest.’

Tim started; and no sconer osught sight
of me than-he broke through the others
and grasped my hand, i

¢I1t’s Dick, as I live! Why, where in
the world have you come from? Well
never mind ; it's all right, you are here,
‘Have you seén her ¥ )

¢Her? I thought he surely could’nt
mean Mrs. Blobbs.

<Her ! repeated Tim, with a merry
twinkle about his eye. ‘

¢ Oh, your wife! No, I was’nt aware
that you had one’ an hour ago.’

¢ What! you were’nt ¥’

Tim fell a laughing, and laughed till I.
thought-he would have barst s blood-vessel.
I could’nt understand it, As soon as he
was sble to speak, he introduced e to
Mr. Burt of Buit’s Recreations and to
Pembroke Codgers, and to several others.
Then, bidding them all hastily good night,
he dragged me out to a cab in waiting ;
bundled me in, gave the cabman the
address, and told him to ¢ drive like the
mischijef.

I am not in a condition to say whether
he drove like the mischief or not, but he
very nearly drove us into it, for he dashed
round the corners with a frightful reckless-
ness that nearly pitohed us over, eab and
all, and put the lives of about two hun-
dred people in extreme jeopardy. Tim
-chuckled very much., I was puzaled; I
thought it must proceed from his joy at
seeing me again.

We puiled up before s honse in Rutland
street, and as soon as the door was opened
Tim (without even giving me time to leave
my hat in the hall) hurried me away to'the
back parlor. ,

¢ Here we are !” eried Tim, throwing open
the door and pushing me before him,
¢Here we are !’

A young:lady was crossing the room as
I'was thus unceremoniously shot in. Could
I believe my eyes? It was cousin Kate !
. ¢Oh, you old sinner!” I -shouted,
making a sudden lunge with my stick at
Tim, who reeled baok upon the sofs, and
lay laughing to his heart’s content. ¢ So
this is what you have been at,is it? "Ah
you cunning old rascal. '

Kate and I congratulated each ‘other
heartily. - -She looked prettier than ever,
edpecially when I quizzed- her-about Tim.
Tim' sat rubbing his hands and relishing
the thing excessively, evidently regarding
 himself ag the hiappiest fellow in the world,
as I was strongly disposed to-think that
he was.

¢ Well, but where’s Tomimy ¥ he said at
length ; ¢ Dick has’nt geen him yet.’

. Timethy was in bed; but I must see him
at once. - Tim would - listen ‘to no.objec-
tions; so, leaving instructions with Kate
to send out the servant to knock up every
person that had anything to sell, and. get
s splendid supper ready, ¢in. hotor of
Dick’s return,’ Tim led me up stairs.’

¢ Heis just my.image,’ said Tim, ¢ every-
body says s0,:and his eyes are like Kate’s
‘a8 éyes could be. .
We entered the handsomely furnished
‘bed-room, and the gas, when turned up,
showed aoradle in ene -corner, in which
there was“visable a -little -head furnished
with an imperceptible nose nud cheeks of
disproportionate bulk, .

¢Welly” said Tim, bending fondly over
his ehild, and stroking a chubby little arin
| that lay out over the olothes, ¢do you
think it. like . me ¥ . ‘

. ¢Well,! T anid, < there ia a resériblance.’

I did not think- it necessary to-add: that
its' resemblance. to & batter pudding. was

. -: ¢ immensely “greater, and that, for the life
ne,” 1 said! ingui

of me, I oould not-have di ed that
| ohiild fiom any ‘othier ‘of the Aaine age that
| I had every seen. SRl

" 5 Ah!: but its eyes, wait till you see
them,’ ‘said Tim. ¢Kate’s to'a T ; look

aised a little eye-lid .with his fin-
‘ger,: but ' nothing was “visible exeept’the
‘| white, :and -the .other eye-lid - was raised
with no batter stccess. = -
¢ Never- mind,”  aaid Tim, -¢you'll -se0
them; .in' the. morning, I never saw. a
‘| reaemblance like it 0 - oo e
- bent -down~and: Kissed ‘one of the-fat;
{ oheeks and fingered :the chubby arm,-and
felt my Yeart \warm toward the little babe,

| i s

I
i

; | “was| to the grest delightof Tim:; -who sawhow
gspeaking"t'):"’tﬁ’eiT"plﬁtform."" “He" had a7y it"s ' W,

~ Hg&m’. jous, development. of . whiskers,, this | gus and weiit:

m, Yo véty red”

Was- in; s moment.. -We lowered. the

dous" applause; during which* the littls |

Ty tld ‘ma how all this hud omio abeut,
how, " throtgh " my " ngte, he'had " bedome’
quita at.home at. Aunt Mills?, aud e and

Kato presently: found: out -that: they.liked |

each ‘other- rather--better -than: anybody:

else; arid -how:he -bagan:to' feel himself &

different man; and- find thatthe world was
pleasanter, and- the:: hearts -sbont - him:
warmer: than he ever dreamed -of ; and
how, .on. laoking. over, Burt’s . hook :again;
he thought it one of the.best he had ever
seen, and wrote.a review:of it that, gained.
him several friends. Burt and Codgers
among the rest ; and how he married Kate
right off, and found hitnself, in ‘consequence”
ag happy ag the' day was long, * Everybody
seemed to love him; ‘becatise he loved
everybody. And now, before hie'had been
a month married; he- got-the editorship ‘of :
The:Northern: Review; and had - only been |
six-months editor wheén the publishers:and.
other friends: had ‘made -him a.:bandsome |
present, as I -bad. already seen, .
¢ All owing to you Kate,’. said Tim,
drawing his- little wife to him;.¢ 1 loved .
you, and through yeu everybody else,’.

¢ Then what of Aunt Mills ** I asked.

¢I sent her and the girls to spend a
manth with the old. folks, at. home..  Thay
got on gloriously together.”

¢ And Mrs, Blobbs ? said I laughing.

¢ Well, I did’nt give her the Crotor oil,
after all. I bought the jam, but the good
influences had begun to ‘'work at that tirne,

and I gave the jam to Mra, Blobbs asa |

present.. You -dan’t " think: how -motherly
she soon-bevame. I missed riothing more ;-
1 began -to - think: it must have been the
cat-that took -away ‘my: things. When I
left, I gave Mrs. Blobbs a Bible, and do
you know the good. old soul wept like a
ohild. - | :
- We had a happy evening of it—we
three—and sat up -talking about by-gone
days till the fire became almost as low as
it was at Mrs. Blobbs’; but when he and
pretty Cousin  Kate bade me good night,
and he told me I should see Timmy’s eyes,
and’ other marvels connected with that
precooions infant in the morning. Tim
looked a very different man from what he
did when he wrang my hand and bade me

good bye at the foot of Mrs. Blobbs,

stairs. - And I havé never met a poor,
dizconsolate bachelor since but I have told
him of Timothy Pottledot, and advised
him to ¢ go and do likewise.’

How JEp Misgep Ir.—Some folks are

in the habit of falking in their sleep, and
Miss Betsy Wilson was of the number.—

This peouliarity she accidentally revealed
to Jebedish Jenkins, in a careless, conver-
sational way. Jebediah had just finished
‘the recital of a matrimonial dream, in
which the young lady and himself figured
as hero and heroine, he having invented
the same for the sake of saying, atthe
conolusion, it was ¢tco good to be true,’
and by thus gpeaking parables, assuring
the damsel of which he dared not speak
plainly,

¢1 never dream,’ said Betsy, ¢ but I
sometimes talk half of the night, and tell
everything I know in my sleep.’

¢ You don’t say.’

¢Yes; I never can keep a secret from
mother. If she wants to know anything,
she pumps me after I’ve gone to bed, and
I answer her questions as honestly as if
my life depended.on it. That’s the reason
1 wouldn’t go to ride the other night, I
knew she: would find it out. It is awful
provoking.’

Some days after this, Jed called at the
kouse, and entering the parlor unannoun-
ced, found that Miss Betsy, probably over-
oome by the heat of the weather, had. fallen
asleep on the aofa.

Now Jed, as the reader has surmised,
had long felt an overwhelming partiality
for the young. lady, and yearned to know
if it was-returned ; but-though possessed
of sufficent courage to mount ¢ the immi-
nent deadly breach,’ or breeches, (connu-
bial ones, we mean,) ke could never mus-
ter spunk enougli to enquire into the, state
of her heart. - But he now -bethought
himself.of her confessed somnambulic lo-

| quacity, and felt that.the time. to ascertain

his fate-had come.
he whispered : .

¢ My dearest Betsy, tell me, ok, tell me
the object of your fordest affections.’

The fair slésper gave a faint sigh, and
responded :

¢ I love—let me think—(here you might
have lieard the beating of Jed’s hearf
through a brick wall}—I love heaven, my
country, and baked beans. Bat if I have
one passion above all others, it is for roast
onions !’

The .indignant lover didn’t wake her,
but  sloped at once, a-sadder, but not a
wiser, man.

Approaching the sofa;

We Hope So, Too!—A. young lady of
extraordinary intellectual ocapacities,” re-
cently addressed the following note to her
cousin : '

¢ Dedr Kuzzen,—The weather whar we.
is air kold and i spose whar you is it air
kolder.- We i# all- well; and mother’s got
the his:Terricks, brother Tom has . got the
Hoppin Koff; and -sister Suren has got a
baby, and I lioap these few.: lines will find
you in the -seme ‘kundishun. Rite soon.
Your ophecshunte Kuzz. ’

ParpE aNp Bgimrs.—Little Alice A

, dressed and preparad for a walk,

was skipping back and. forth:through the
entry, . waiting for her mother. ta go out.
Her little. cousin . said. he was going ont,
too. ¢No,’ said alice, ¢you oan’t go—
you are not dressed up.” Her uncle laugh-
ingly rémarked, ¢That the pride stuck
out quite early.’ ¢No,” answered Alice,
‘It "ist’t my pride, it’s my new motéen
skirt that sticks out so.’

1F The Little Pilgrim hag the following :
¢ Little Susie H., pouring ‘over a book in
which angels - were -represented-as winged
beings, suddenly -remarized with much ve-

*| hemence=—sMamma, I--don’t wént to be

an angel——and I:ngedn’t-—need I? - ¢Why,
Susie 2 questioned her mather, - <Hamph !
leave .off .my. pretty . clothes, and .wear
Jedders like a.hen! .

4 KISSES. -
- ¢ Oh, kisame and go,”:
.- Baid the maid of my heart,
. And ‘her lp-
. “Aaa hint to depart— .
et The midnight appr
Mg& mother will
) 0_; kis8 me and ‘go.'"'.. e
- ""She gavé ma the blessing
- == In suchie sweet way, . . .
The thrill of ita pleasure .
Entléed e tostay;
8o vis mu#mmmg

T

+¢0, kiss me and go.’*

" * | the. gentlemen,

| The old genlleman di
| enough, I foigot to

21 lady-to'one vf-her:gervants. " .o ol
#| - ¢ Yes;mylsdy,>-anysishie ;: and presently. \ '\
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N A e e L
A‘?lal'h;t‘ mg?n?ayi k:!g ﬁcﬂ: dt"r‘dndlo‘ bed;:
294y mom'ing—bﬂzht: nmorning} -Good mming,,

nly just look at my pro xom&;’ o

Chirping his sweet ¢ Good R4

P Sy b ek Rk <h
--Sup, for yourise . |
Early to wake my. birdie and me, .
And'make t Rkppy a8 happy obn be.”” -
<« Happy you may be, niy dear-tle girl,"’
A sf@pmm-mmnnlh maring curt—
s Happy you can be—but think of the One
Who ws’hned, thii midrning, both yodwnd thesan.”:
The litile girl tuxned her bright ayes with a nod::,
¢ Ma, may L mﬂ'xm, good mornipg to God 1"’
""Yea,ntt{o'd ing otid, $urely you may; .. .
Kneel as you kneel every morning to pray.”’
Mary knelt solemnly down, with her eyes
Looking up-—searnedtly—into the. skies,.. .
AR two littls handy, that were folded togather, .
Boftly,she laid on the Iap of her mother, ) i
«'Good morning, déar Father in Heaven,’” shs said,”
« I thaok thee for watehing my snug little bed,
Por taking:good cara of me all the.dark night, .
And wakmg‘ me up with the ﬁntﬁhfﬁl dc;

- keep.me from naughtiness all the long day, .
%ear 'ather, who taught little children to pray !"’
An_angel looked down in the sunshine and smiled,
But she saw not the angel, that beautifal child !

. . T AND JENNY DAVIS.
On a sunny summer morning, =
Early as the dew-was dry, -
Up-the hill I went a-berxying, .
eed I tell you—tell you why?
Farmer-Davis had a hter, -
And jt happened that I knew
On each sunny morning Jenny
Up the hill went berrying too.

Good morning 4o you,

Lonely work is picking berries,
8o .lyjoined her on, the hil] ;

¢ Jenny, dear,”” said I, « yo:fr Puket'l

Quite too large for ons to fIL.7’
So we staid—we two tp fill it,
© _ Jenny talking—! was still—
Leading where the the hill was steep,
Picking herries up _t.gel hill,
<« Thig is up-hill work,”’. aaid Jenny ;
. & Bo ig life,”” said I, **shall wa
Clmb it up-alone ?.ory Jenny,
Will you come and alimb with me?”’
Redder than the blushing l;errlu
Jenny:s cheeks & Tnbxjant gLOW, .
* While zithou't delay :%g arigwered,
« I will come and otimb with you.”

A FLEET MARRIAGE.

BY AN IRISHMAN.

Lady C. was a beantiful womam, but
Lady O. was an oxtravagant woman. She
was still single, though' rather passed ex-
treme youth, Like most pretty. females,’
she had looked too high, and estimated her.
own loveliness too dearly, and now she
refused to believe that ‘se ‘was not as
eharming as ever. So no wonder she still
remained unmarried. .

Lady C. had about five thousand pounds.
in the world. She owed about forty
thousand pounds ; -so, with all her wit and
beauty, she got into the Fleet, and was
likely to remaiu there,

Now in the time I speak of, every lady
had ber head dressed by a barber; and
the barber of the fleet was the handsomest
barber of the city of London. Pat Philan
was & great admirer of the fair sex; and
where’s the wonder 2 Sure, Pat was an
Irishman. Tt was one very fine morning
when Philan was dressing her captivating
head that her ladyship took into-her mind
to talk to him, and Pat was well pleased,
for lady C.’s teeth were the whitest, and
her smile the brightest in all the world.

<80 you are not married Pat,” says she.

¢ Niver an inek! your honor’s ladyship,’
says he. )

¢ And, wouldn’t you like to be married?’
again asked she.

¢Would a duck swim ?

¢ Is there'any one you’d prefer ¥ )

¢ Maybe, madam,’ says he, ¢you niver
heard of Kathleen O’Reilly, down beyond

| Doneraile.  Her father’s cousin to O’

Donaghew, who’s ‘own steward to Mr.
Murphy, the under-agent to- my Lerd
Kingston, and—’ :

<Hnsh!’ says she ; ¢sure I don’t want
to know who she is. But would she have
you if you agked her?

¢ Ah, thin, I’d only wish I’d be after
thrying that same,’

¢ And why don’t you'?¥

‘Sure I’'m too poor.” And Philan heaved
a prodigions sigh.

¢ Would you like to be rich ¥’

¢Does a dog bark ¥

¢ If I make you rich, will you do as 1
tell you? » .

¢ Mille-murthera ! your honor, don’t be
tantalizing a poor kdy.’ . "

¢ Indeed, Lam not,” gaid lady C. So
listen. How would you like to marry me ¥’

¢ Ah, thin,.my lgdy, I beligve the; King
of Russia himself would be proud to do the
game, lave alone a poor - divil ‘like Pat
Philan.’

~+4¥ell, Philan, if -you’ll marry me: to-
morrow I'll give you onethousand pounds.’
¢« O, whilabaloo !. whilabaloo ! surs .’'m
mad or- enchanted.:by - the ‘good . people,’
roared Pat, dancing round the room. .
. ¢ But there are.conditions,’” says Lady C,
. ¢ After the first, day of our nuptials you
must never see me again, nor claim me for
your wife.’ .

< I don’t like that,’” says Pat, for he had
been ogling- her ladyship mopt desperately.

¢ But. remember . Kathleen O’Reilly.
With the money- 1’1l give you, you may go
apd marry her.’ . .

.5 That’s thrue,’ says he. ¢ But, thin, the
bigamy ¥ S T
Te Pl never appesr agaitist you,’ says her
ladyship. ¢Only remenmber you must take
sn oath never to call me your “wife ‘aftér
to-morrow, and“never to go'telling all- thé
sto‘ry." . Lo o T B
- ¢ Never a word: I'll iver say.’ =~ ~ 8
¢ Well then,’:says-she ; *there is tén
pounds. - Go’and buy a license, and leave
the rest to me ;. and then. she - explained
to him where he was to..go and; when he
was to come, and all that. .

The mext day:Pat-was:true to his ap-
pointment, ‘and :found- ‘two gentlemen
already with:her. ladyship. .
-« Haye:you.gat the.license? aaya. she.

¢« Here it is, my lady,” says he ; and he
gave. it to her, | She handed: it to one’of

who viewed it attentively.
Then, ‘oalling i her two’ servants, sho
tarned to the gentléman who was reading,

. And sure’enough, in” ten’ minutes Pat| o
Philan_ was 'tho “husband of the lovely |

Lady©. - v :

-« That -will do,” 8ays she to her husband;
as he gave her a hearty kiss ; ¢ that'll do.
Now, sir, give mie iy marriage certificate.”

SR
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peotfully to'the ‘five pound note she ‘gave

*| him, " Be “retired  with “hia elerk; for- sure

o tell you' that he wes's
parson, . - ol T Tenihe e
76 Go'and “bring'the ‘Warden,-ssys: my

i»we

Ay,

T Ry gy

.,
¥

__GQOD MORNING, ~

- | was free, and Pat. Philan, her lo

1had ‘besn tricked,

‘S Bowing re- |

'?'“-»12':‘::: Bua

o aidh. £ HTEEYA
3

¢ that you must pay forty thousind poindai:

before L'can 1et;§:,a: goiits o Pooemis

-* ] am » mardied. womani: You can.de=.

tain'my ‘busband, bat pot.me.} Andsha:,

smiled at-Philany, who.began rather; to, di

like.the appearsace. of things,

i + ¢ Pardon me, my ladyy,if

yon sre single,” . .

. ¢1tell you I

nishéd barber ;

! 3 .-
is Iy marriage certifigite; which' ‘you' okn's

| peruge at your léistre, My ‘servants

detain m'e,—"sir, &t your peﬁl'.v"v'i\‘:'_ Drolalls
- The warden:was .dumbsfonnded and: ne;

wonder, poor Philan would have;epoken,,

but . neither . party - would: let . him,., The

youes
der were witneases of thé tmmony;j'-egip_m

ety

-]
“|1swyer below. was. gonpulted... Thﬁ;gﬁé&

waa evident..  In half. an hour Lady O:.
27 I

1 Ty
to the amount’

ERN RN T

debt
d pounds. e
ir, for some time, Pat thought e’

hush for

, ell, & .
was in & dreim, and the 'oréditors thought’

they were'still worse.” The Tollowitig ‘any:
they hed- 8 meeting, and finding how-they!

§wom they’d detain poer:
Pat forever. But 8 they. well knew - that:
he had:nothing, snd would’nt feel much;

| sbsme in- going . through the . Insolyept,

Qonrt, they made-the best of a had bar-,
‘gain,-and let him go. - . ey
_ Well; .you, must know, about & week
‘after this, Paddy Philan was, sitting by
little fire, and thinking over the wonderful
things he had seen, when, as suré ad death,”
‘the postman brought him s Ietter, theJfifst’
he had ever reogivéd, which 'he ‘Tobk overs
to a friend of his, one Ryan, s fruft-seler;
‘bedatse, you see, ke was o great:hand at!
‘réading writing, to decipher for him.':-E€
‘ran-thuss o o Rt
. ¢Go-to Doneraile and marry Kathleen:
O’Reilly, The instant the kpot.is:tied: I
fulfill my promiss, for :making you comfor-.
table for life. . But.as you value your life;
-and liberty, never. breathe s syllable of what,
'is passed. Remember you are in, my
power, if you tell your story. The money
will bo paidyio. you direily, if you endlogs”
me your marriage certificate. I send yox'
50 pounds for present expenses. o o
O happy Paddy! Did’nt he start next:
day for Cork, and’ did‘nt he marry Kath-i
leen, and touoh a thousand pounds?: By
the powers he did. And what was morey
he took a cottage, which perhaps, yom -
know, not a hundred miles from Braffin,;
in the county of Limeriok ; and i'fav, he
forgot his first wife entirely, and never,
told any one but himself under the promise
of secreoy, the story of his Fleet Marrisge.

POVERTY NOT 80 GrEAT o CumsE,—If
there is anything in the- world that a’
young man should be more thankfnl,,fd}-,
than another, it is poverty which necedsi-
tates his starting in life under-very gréat’
disadvantages. Poverty is one of the hiest
tests of human equality in existence. * A
taiamph over it is like graduating with
honor from Weet Point. It demonstrates;
stuff and stamina. It is a eertificate of.
worthy labor, creditably performed. A
young man who cannot stand the test,:is
not worth any thing. He aan never riseg
above a drudge or panper.. A young msn
who cannot feel his will ,h’a,rdqn,ﬁq,smt)l\:-g‘_
yoke of poverty presses upon him, apd hia.
pluck rise with every difficulty poverty
throws in his way, may as well retire into’
some corner and hide himself. Poverty
saves a thousand times more men than‘i¢
rding ; for it only rains those whoare net
partioularly worth saving, while it saves
multitudes of those whom wealth world:
have ruined. If any young man who:reads. -
this is 8o unfortunate as to:be.rich, I give
him wy pity, 1 pity:you, my. rich young
friend, because you are in danger, : You
lack stimnlns of, effort, and  excellenge,
which your poor companion, possesses. . You
will be very apt, if you have a soft place
in your head, to' think yourselt gbovejmmh
and_that sortof thing makésyou meafi,
and injures you. “With" full pgokets "and -
fll stomach, and finé’ linen and broadeloth
on yoiit back, your heart and soul plethorie;
in the race of your life, you will find: yotr«
self surpassed by:all the poor boys azound
you, before you knowit. - . i

- No,.my. boy, if you are poor,.thank God;
and take gourage; for. e intgnds to.give
you a change. to. jmake. something of your-
self. 1f you-had -plenty of money, ten
chances to oné, “it “would ‘spoil ou for all, -
ugéful purpeses. Do you lack; education ?
Have you'beer out shortof the'text Book?
Romember that édiiéation, like sore pther’
things, does not consist in the multitude!
of things a man possesses. : What can: you.
do? ' That is the:question: that settles the:
buginesa for you. -Do.you know your buss:
iness? Do you.know. men, snd :how.to.
deal with them ¢ Has your mind, by any.
meany whatsoever, received that dispiplin
which_gives to. its. sotion pg
ulty 7 1f s, then yoit
and o thousind ‘times 165148
than the one ‘who gradusté 11703
with his brain full of that whiéh h&'eattiot’
apply to thé business of lifo—the ajiki-*
tion ‘'of : which has" been: it no “sense-a-die=d
eiplinary process as far ashe:is concernedw
There are véry few mén.in-this: world‘less:
than . thirty * years of ‘age,-unmarried;iwho:
can afford to be rioh. . Onp of the,greatest.:
benefits to be reaped from.greatfinsngial;
disasters, is the_saving..a.large orop of;

joung men.—Timothy W?Pgéub ‘
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