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MY HEART AND I.

Enough ! we’re tired, my heart and I.

We sit beside the hearthstone thus,

And wish that name were carved for ui.
The moss reprints more tenderly

The hard types of the mason’s knife, !

As Heaven'’s sweet life renews earth’s life
With which we're tired, my heart and I.

You see we're tired, my heart and I.™
We dealt with books, we trusted men,,
And in our own blood drenched the pen,
As if snch colors could not fly. :
< We walked too straight for fortune end,
We loved too true to keep a friend ;
At last we're tired, my heart and I.

How tired we feel, my heart and L.

‘Weo seem of no use in the world ;

Our fancies hang gray and uncurled
About men’s eyes indifferently ;

Oar voice which thrilted you 8o will let

You sleep; our tears are only wet:
‘What do we here, my heart and 1?

Bo tired, so tired, my heart and I.
Though now none takes me on his arm
‘To fold me close and kigs me warm,

Till each quick breath end in a sigh
Of happy languor. Now, alone,

We lean upon this graveyard stone,

Uncheered, unkissed, my heart and I.

Tired out we are, my heart and I.
Suppose the world brought diadems
To tempt us, crusted with loose gems

Of powers and pleasures? Let it try.

e scarcely care to look at even
A pretty child, or God’s biue heaven,
We igel 80 tired, my heart and I.

Yet who complains? My heart and L.

In this abundant earth, no doubt,

I little roomi for things worn out:
Disdain them, break them, throw them by !

And if before the days grew rough

We once were loved, used—well enough,
I think, we've fared, my heart and I.

NEARER TO LIFE’S WINTER.

Nearer to life’s winter, wife,
‘We are drawing nearer—
Memories of our blessed spring

Growing dearer, dearer.

Through tho summer heats we’ve toiled,
Through the autumn weather

We have almost passed, sweet wife,
Hand in hand together.

Time was, hearts were, woll as feet,
Lighter, I remember?

April’s locks of gold are turued
Bilver this November.

Flowers are fewer than at first,
And the way grows drearer:

For unto life’s winter, wife,
We are drawing nearer.

Nearor to life’s end, sweet wife,
We are drawing nearer;

The last milestone on the way
To our sight grows clearer.

Some whose hands wo held grow faint,
And lay down to slumber;

Looking backward, we to-day
All their graves may number.

Heights we sought we’ve failed to climb,
Fruits we’ve failed to gather;

But what matter sinco we've still _
Jesus and each other.

LOVE ME AS OF YORK.

Oh! take me to your heart again—
Oh'! take me, [ implore!

Forget the words that made us part,
And love me as of yore!

Oh ! bitter, bitter were the words
That made us Part before ;

But oh! forget thém—oh! forget,
And love me a8 of yore!

We meet, but ah! thy look is eold,
And cold in every tone;

We meet, but ah ! as strangers mest—
Thy every smile is gone.

Oh! chide me not, nor look so cold,
But smile as once before ;

And take me to your heart again,
And love me as of yore !

WHY WILLY WAS A BACHE
LOR. A

A TRUE NABRRBATIVE.

I bad no eyes for beauty on the spot.—
The fading trees, golden in the autumn
sunset, the liquid melody of the flowing
river, the songs of thrush and blackbird
ringing out in thrilling music on the atill
air, the perfume of fresh hay from the
newly-mown meadows near, had no charms
for me. T was tired from a long day’s
angling, and vexed at its total want of
success. I had not a single trout in my
basket, and had been whipping the stream
from morning till now, when 1 sat down,
fatigued and fretful, on the soft sward in
8 lovely valley studded with ash trees,
without the excitoment of a single rise or
nibble. I had ohanged and scolded my
flies a hundred times in the course of the
glowing day, and included the shopman
who had sold them to me.- 1 had tried
worm and grab, and a variety of strange
inseots captured by the bank of the river.
Bat all was futile—the trout would not
take. Those who have vainly angled will
understand and sympathize with my ill
temper when I gave up in despair towards
geven o’clock in the evening.  After rest-
ing for some moments, and looking sulkily
at the river, I began to untie my tackling,
vexedly snapping it whenever it chaneced to
tangle, and breaking the hooks whenever
they chanoed to fasten in my line.

¢Don’t do that,’ said a voice near me.

1 looked up and saw an old man lean-
ing on a short ash stick, quietly observing
my impatient movements.

‘Don’t destroy your tackling in-that
way ; only have patience, and you’ll soon
disentangle it.’

I made no remark.

¢Had you any sport ¥

¢No.’

¢ There’s plenty of fish in the river for
all that.’

¢ There may be.’

¢ May be your flies are not good. Let
me look at ’em, will you ¥’

He oame to me without waiting for a
reply, and took the fiies in his hand. -

¢ There isn’t a trout in the river that
would look at ’em, even if the day wae
good.’

There were some crumbs of consolation
in this, as blame, to some extent, was this
cast on other things besides my want of
akill.

¢ Have you no other flies but these hum-
bugs ?

I gave him the box ocontaining all the
flies I had. He sat down near me and
spread them out on some paper with an
alr of oriticism that would have charmed
old Izaak Walton.

¢1 don’t see three flies here worth put-
ting up—all gimoracks,’ said he, after a
short examination. ¢ This hare’s ear and
yellow would kill, maybe, only for this

-silver rolled round the body. This black
goat is the best of all ; but that’s spoiled
by the red silk there under the wings.—
+T'waen’t you that tied them that way, was
Y - .

~¢No; I bought them in Dublin.?

. ¢ 1f the day was good itaslf, you wouldn’t
: “withy them. - Anyhow, ’twaa too bright
fg,ﬁdghot- “>Twill be first rate afiersinget.
" If you'renot in’ . hurry, dome up to my

place on the hill above, and have a glass
1of grog with me, and after sunset I’ll
' give you some flies that will kill.’

¢ Thank you, I’ll go with pleasure. 1
am not in s harry, as 1 have nothing to
.ao. I am staying in the village for a fow

days, and passed yesterday and to-day in
!fishing. Iam not & good angler; but
{ never before was so miserably unsucocess-
 ful as to-day.’ .
| ¢1 think we'll do better after the sun
goes down. Come this way.’

< 1 secompanied him through a newly
mown meadow, sloping upward from the
river to the house.
but & pioture of neatness and order. Its
porch was tastefully embroidered with
roses and woodbine, and the room into
which he led me was airy and sweetly
scented by the perfume of mignionette
and wall flowers, floating through an open
window that looked upon a pretty garden
to the rear. I was somewhat surprised to
meet no hospitable-looking housewife or
cheerfol daughters, as the appearance of
the cottage, as we approashed it from the
meadow, led me to expect. There was no
trace of women about the place, save a
middle-aged servant, who was spineing in
the kitchen, and who merely rose and
courtesied when she saw me ecnter with
her master, and then quietly resumed her
employment.

My companion opened & cupboard in the
wall and produced some cold meat and
bread, with a bottle of fine old whisky,—
Then he spread a oloth on the table with
un air of one acoustomed to that act, and
invited me to be seated. I partook of the
solids and fluids with an angler’s appetite.

‘T’ll show you my flies now,’ said he,
when we bad eaten and drank enough.

He opened another recess in the wall,
and discovered several magrificent fishing
rods and a variety of furs and feathers
for tying flies.

¢ These are the things for this season,
after sunset,’ said he, banding me a tin
box containing a number of differently
colored flics. ¢ And now, as the sun is
gone down, iet us go back to the river,
and Lll warrant that you won't go back
to the village with an empty basket.’

We went down the sloping meadow to
the river, put up the flies, and in the
course of an hour and a half I had killed
two dozen, and my companion three dozen,
of fine trout. We then stopped fishing
and took our rods to pieces.

¢ If you’d like to go to-morrow,” said he,
¢call upon me and I’ll go with you. We
will surely kill plenty, as I have flies and
baits to suit every hole in the river.’

¢ I must leave the village to-morrow,’
1 repiied.

['then explained the reasons why my
stay was limited, adding— :

¢1 am extremely obliged for your hos-

The house was small, |

the bright  month of May? The smooth
expanse of deathly white streaked the
veins of frozen streams, looking inky black
in contrast—was it the smooth, daisy-be-
spangled sward on which village children
played, making the summer evening ring
with joyous laughter? It was hard to
believe that this death-like landseape was,
8o short a time ago, so full of life and
beauty.

These thoughts were in Willy Regan’s
mind as he paused » fow moments on the
eminence referred to, and they made him
sad.

He resumed his way, reached the moor,
and the frequent reports of his fowling
piece soon resounded through the lifeless
air. Game was plentiful, and be did not
miss a shot. Yet he feit no exhilaration
in his sport, as he was wont to do. Again
and again, the sadness indnoed by that
look down on the wintry country, from the
hill, returned and oppressed him. Those
rambles under the perfumed hawthorn
trees, now so cold and ghastly; seemed
memories of a past that was never to be
equalled by any future. It was in vain he
tried to cheer his mind by the recollectjon
that this white pall of snow would sarely
pass away ; that the hawthorn trees would
bud and grow beautiful again; that after
dreary winter would come cheery spring-
timo and glowing summer. It was in vaig,
he said to himself, that Ellen would soon
be his wife, and mentally he piccared
scenes of domestic bliss and quiet cou-
tentment, An opposing voice whispered :

¢ The trees may become beautiful again;
the snow may pass away; the spring and
summer may return joyous and sunny as
ever ; but you will never feel the happi-
of the past again !

A gloomy foreboding of evil, that could
not be shaken off, oppressed him through-
out the whole of the leaden day.

He turned homewards when the sun was
sinking—blood-colored, without any of a
summe: sunset’s glorious beauiy—behind
the western mountains. The house of his
betrothed was not very far out of his way,
and naturally enough, be resolved to oall
there ere he went home. When within
about fifty yards of it, a woodcock sprang
from a turze-brake near him. He was oar-
rying his gun under his arm uncocked, so
he was not prepared to fire before tho bird
was out of range. He stopped and looked
after it.

¢ Willy, Willy, he’s landed in the dyke
below the road,” called a man from a height
near him—it was Ellen Mangan’s father.
¢Go straight on the road, Willy, and
you'll put him up.’

Willy cccked both barrels of his gun,
and walked forward briskly. The moment |
he reached the road, the woodeock sprang |
again. The gun was raised and one barrel
discharged ivstantly, bringing down the

pitality and the excellent evening’s aport
you have gained me.’ [

¢ Don’t say anything about it. I have j
a liking for fishing, and was only glad to |
meet one to go with me. Fishing is the |
only amusement I care for.’ :

* You must have excellent shooting
here in the winter. Don’t you shoot as
well as angle P

He staggered as if I bad struck him,
and muttered to himself—

¢Oh! 1 shoot? Oh good God!
good God ¥’

Then he turned away from me, going
quickly. He stopped after going about a
dozen yards, looked around, and said,
quite abruptly—

¢ Good nighs !’

He then resumed his rapid walk. I
looked after him in amazement until he
was lost to me in the fast-gathering dark-
ness,

Going along the road to the village inn
at which I was lodging, I could think of
nothing but my strange companion. Was
he a little insane ? What was the reason
there was no trace of any relation what-
ever in his neat oottage? Why such ex-
traordiary conduet on my asking the
simple question, did he shoot? I tried in
a variety of ways to amswer to myself
these mental queries, but could arrive at
no satisfactory conclusion.

At supper, I resolved to consult the
waiter, and began to narrate my adventure,
beginning, as I have done in this sketeh,
by saying how I had met my enigmatical
companion. The oricle stopped me at
once.

¢ Sure, sir, that’s Willy Regan, the old
bachelor.’

Further inquiries into the cause of
Willy Regan’s celibacy made me acquaint-
ed with the story I here repeat.

Thirty-five years before Willy Regan
attracted my attention by the abrapt ad-
monition chronicled here, ke was in his
twenty-sixth year, and unsurpassed in the
parish for manly beauty and engaging dis-
position. Of course, he was in love; as
does not always happen, he was luckily so,
for he was an accepted suitor of Ellen
Mangan, the loveliest girl in that side of
the country. They were to be married in
the spring-time following the winter with
which this sketeh has to do. The friends
of all the parties interested in the allianoe
were pleased and satisfied with it, Happy
state of things—too rare in the ways of
the world in the matter of matrimony in
general.

It was winter time. The snow lay upon
the flelds white and spotless, and upon the
highways sodden and stained. There was
a mist over the landseape like a pall,
though the sun shone ; but it was cool and

Oh

luckless creature quite dead.

Another besides the owner heard the
name Willy called; one to whom the
owner and the name very dear—Eilen
Mangan. She came out of the house at
the moment that Willy fired at the wood-
cock. Her lover saw her at once, and
turned down the road towards her, forget-
ting to put down the hammer of the un-
discharged barrel of his gun. Ellen oame
forward to meet him, leaving the door
oper, through which a bright fire was seen
to shine. They met, and Willy wound his
sinewy left arm around the beautiful girl’s
graceful waist.

¢ How is my dearest Elly this evening ¥’
he whispered. ’

They waited until Mr, Mangan came
down from the height and joined them,

‘lam glad you came this way, Willy.
Nell has a nice dinner just ready.’

They then walked down the road to the
house, Kllen now leaning fondly on Willy’s
arm. All sadness had vanished from his
biow. As he felt the beating of that lov-
ing little heart he so well knew was all
his own, what could he have to do with
gloomy forebodings? They reached the
threshhold, and the welcome odor of savory
viands floated out to meet them.

¢ It makes me hungry to smell it,’ said
Willy, with a laungh.

Ellen also laughed, and disengaging the
hand which Willy was pressing to her side,
entered the house.

She turned round when within the door-
way, still laughing merrily, when Willy
slipped on a frost-covered stone without,
end the loaded barrel of his gun went off.
Ellen soreamed and fell.

With a wild ery of terror, Mr. Mangan
ran to her and raised her in his arms.
Willy stood silent and motionless, with
horror in every feature, on the spot where
the gun had fallen from his hand after
going off. She gave a low sigh of pain
while lying against her father’s breast, and
she murmured—

¢ Willy, Willy "’

¢ My love, my dearest love! Oh! good
God ! cried Willy, kneeling at her feet in
an agony of horror.

The terrified servants crowded around
confusedly.  Mr. Mangan drew her softly
into the cheerful parlor, where the light
of the candles discovered the bosom of
her dress saturated with blood. She had
fainted. '

¢Oh Tmy good (God " murmured Willy,
striking his clenched hand against his
forehead. i

‘Ride to town for the dootor, one of
you,’ said Mr. Mangan, looking up fiercely
at the group of servants,

He was kneeling, still supporting the

without brillianee, like a dull moon. There
was no wind, and sounds from afar were’
heard with startling distinctness through
the death-like stillness. Birds were silent,
and the leafless branches of the trees and
bushes drooped sadly. The brooks and
rivers struggled faebly through the broken
ice. Peasants, with their hair white from
the freezing atmosphere, pavsed often in
their work to stamp their ohilled feet on
the iron sod.

It was as dreary a winter day as had
been seca for the seagon, but withal a good
day for duck and woodoock sheoting ; and
Willy Regan, the best shot in the parish,

warm ocottage, and crossed the fields
towards 2 neighboring moor, where both
kinds of game abounded. His way lay
over an eminence, and he paused a while
to look down on the wintry prospect. It
was hard to conceive the dreary, frozen
country below him as it used to appear in
summer weather. Those ghastly, frost-
orusted bushes growing by that iron road

perfume on the warm
air, where Ellen had wanderod in delight-
ful converse, or more delightful silence,

along the same road, shiny and pleasant in

took his fowling picoe in hand, left his!

senseless girl—her lovely head leaning
i motionless against his breast.

Willy started, ran from the room, and

fwas in the stable saddling a horse in g
t moment. The next moment he was gal-
| loping madly through the yard to the road
i that led to the adjoining town. Fastalong
! the road, over frost-encrusted stones and
i hardened snowheaps, fast past stark trees
,and dismal ice-prisoned brooks, fast by
| cottages whose lights glimmercd cheerfully,
on the cold, black night, and fast by mis-
f erable cabins, whose inmates, without fire
ror food, froze and starved., So inta the
+ town and through it, tili the gasping horse
| wag reined up at the doctor’s house.
! The doctor—a kind-hearted man, and
+ a skilful one in his profession—hurried ont
i from his pleasant hearth, surprised and
- alarmed at the lond and continued knock-
ling at his door. Few words passed, and
. back along the bleak wood rattled the
"doctor’s gig, to which the horse Willy
| brought was harnessed. In vain the doc-
i tor implored his young companion to spare
l the exhausted animal ; lash after lash was
{rained upon him to'urge on his failing
 speed, and the oruel whip drew blood from
his smoking flanks, Fast again along the
bleak road—no rest, no meray for the horse
till the farm yard is reached. -

<Easy now, easy now, said the dootor,
a8 the servants orowded around him, all
talking together! ¢Let us be cool—one
at a time, one at a time. . Is she sensi-
ble ¥

¢ No, sir ; not now—she was a while ago,’
said an old womsn. ¢ We put her to bed
a while ago, and she opened her eyes for a
bit, and— ,

¢ Now show me the room. ILet no one
come with me but Willy Regan.’

Willy and the doctor followed the old
gervant woman through the little parlor
and ap stairs to Ellen’s room. Ellen lay
outside the eoverlet, still supported in her
father’s arms, her head resting. on his
breast. She was, insensible.

The doctor opened the bosom of her
dress, gently washed away the olotted
blood, and examined the weund.

¢ Well, dootor ¥ whispered Willy.

¢ Very bad case} 1 fear. Is it long sinoe
she spoke? Did she speak at all since it
happened ¥ i :

¢ Yes ; onoe before Willy went for you
—then she fainted. She opened her eyes
again sinoe we brought her up here, and
called out ¢« Willy, Willy I’ twice, very
"low in voice—since that she did not stir.
Will she die, dootor 7’ said Me. Mangan,
in a soft, plaintive voice, terrible in its un-
natural freedom from excitement.

¢ I fear there’s little hope ; but I’ll do
what I ean.’ -

She lay in a state of stupor all night and
the next day. The watchers never left her
bedside. ' . '

1t was about six o’clock in the evening
of the next day when she opened her syes
and gazed languidly about her, Her glanoe
after a while fell on Willy, and her face
lit up with an expression of joy. She
spoke in s barely audible voice. These
disconnected words were all that could be
understood— : .

‘Willy—meant—to do—it—oh no —no
—no P

Feroeiving that she was not understood,
she, with an effort of evident pain, said
olearly, and even loudly— <

¢ Come to me, Willy.’

He oame and took her hand. Fierce
self-reproach had, as‘it were, scorched his
eyes and left him'no tears. Dark lines of
agony were visible on his face. He pressed
her hand silently to his heart.

¢ You could not help it, Willy, she said,
slowly and distinetly, each word evidently
causing pain ; ¢ you could not help it, dear.
Good-bye.’

She raised herself quickly, and drew her
arms around his neck aad kissed him,—
Then sho sank back, murmuring—

¢ Pray for me, pray for me !’

And 80 she died.

The white-plumed hearse bore her across
the snowy road to the church yard a fow
days afterwards, and the iron ground was
dug up, and they buried her. The grief
of ber father and betrothed was silent, and
made no sign. They walked side by side
behind the coffin, and stood side by side
close to the grave as it was flled in.
Many people looked reproachfully at Willy
Regan, and the unrbservant or thought-
less said his motionless face was evidence
of want of feeling or remorse. But that
night, some laborers, returning home late
from the village, heard suppressed groan-
ings as they passed the ohurch yard.
Their euriosity overeamo their terror, and
they peered over the wall, and saw a man
stretohed on his face in the frost-whitcned
grasy of the newly-made grave. They
called to him, and then he started up and
walked away. But by the bright moonlight
they  recognized grief-stricken Willy
Regan. -

Time, the soother of every human ill and
affliotion, in the course of years claimed
and softened the grief of her father and
relatives. Sho became a memory of the
past to them, the recalling of which was
not without a saddened satisfaction. And
no conversation gave more interest around
the winter fireside than a talk about poor
Lllen, whom they buried long ago—how
good she was, how ;gentle and how beau-
tiful, and what a.melancholy death was
hers. {

And time, teo, softened the passionate,
tearless agony which tore Willy Regan’s
breast. But he was, from the day of the
burial, a changed man. He became very
gentle and reserved—he had heretofore
been open and fiery ; and, from being the
keenest sportsman] and best shot in the
country, became morbidly nervous about
firearms—an eccentrisity which increased
with his years, until the mention of a gun
was guffieient to recall all the first agony
of the less of Ellen,and place wildly before
his mind vividly evl;!ry circumstanoce of her
tragic death. '

As he grow old, this eccentrioity was all
that showed that he still had the memory
of bis first and oply love green in his
heart., He mingled as before in meetings
of business, and even sometimes of pleas-
ure, and in the natural desire of rest from
work in recreation,_’ he became a passion-
ate lover of the angle. He always turned
indifferently, if not with disgust, from the
proposals of marrisge made by those who
take upon themselves the office of match-
makers for the parish., And as his farm
was & good one, and his position respecta-
ble, these proposals were frequent and
often troublesome,. |

However, it beeame pretty clear to these
self-eleated supporters of Hymen, after re-
peated failures, what was Willy Regan’s
defermination, and they now allow him to
live the life of an old bachelor.

05~ Some years ago an old sign painter,
; who was very eross, very gruff, and a little
 deaf, was engaged+to paint the Ten Com-
: mandments on some tablets in a church
I not five miles from, Buffalo. He worked
{ two days at it, and at the end of the second
| day the pastor of the ohurch came to see
i how the work progressed. The old man
Vstood by, smoking a short pipe, as the
{ reverend gentleman ran his eyes over the
| tablets.

¢ Eh ¥ said the pastor, as his familiar
eye detected something' wrong in the
wording of the precepts ; ¢ why, you ocare-
less old person, you have left a part of one
! of the commandments ontirely out ; don't
i you see i

¢ No; no such thing,’ said the old man,
putting on bis spectacles; ¢no; nothing
left ont—where ¥’

¢ Why,, there, persisted -the pastor ;
¢ look =t them in the Bible ; you have left
gome of the commandments out.’

¢ Well, what if T have ? said old Obsti-
nacy, as he ran his sye complacently over
his work, ¢ what if I‘<h'gve? There’s more

there now than you’ll keep 1’

employed the next day.

Another and a more aorrect artist was

A FABLE,

. How many persons, like the one spoken
of in the following fable, rely upon their
neighbors and friends to do their work
whilst they themselves ¢loaf around the
the town,” in the shops of their more in-
duterious neighbors, on the strest corners
snd various -other places, discussing the
character of this man and ihat woman,
whilst their business at home is suffering
for want of attention. Finally, beoause
no one olse will do the work for them,
business dwindles away, :and ocustomers
geek other places of trade before the owner
thinks of saying ¢ I’ll. do it myself,’ he is
without customers, and consequently with-
out means to -replenish his stock in trade
—hopelessly rnined :

¢ An old lark, who had a nest of young
ones in a field of corn, which was almost
ripe, was not s little afraid the respers
would ba set to work before her lovely brood
were fledged enough to be able to be re-
moved from the place,

One morning, therefore, before she took
her flight to seek for somathing to feed
them with, ¢ my desr little oreatures,’ said
8he, ¢ besure, that in my absence you take
the strictest notise of every word you hear,
and do mot fail to tell me as soon as I
6ome home.’

Some time after she was gone, in came
the owner of the field, and his son. ¢ Well
George,’ said he, ¢this corn, I think, is
ripe enough to be cut down, so, to-mor-
row morning, go as 5000 a8 you 6an see,
and desire onr friends and neighbors to
come and help us, and tell them we will
do as much for them the first time they
want us.’ ‘

When the old lark came baok to her
nest, the young ones began to nestle and
obirp about her; begging her, after what
they had heard, to remove them as soon as
she could.

¢Hush,’ said she, - ‘hold your silly
tongues, if the farmer depends upon his
friends and neighbors, you may take my
word for it that this corn will not be reaped
to-morrow.” The mext morning, therefore
she went out again, and left the same
order as before. .

The owner of the field came soon after,
to wait for those he had sent for ; but the
sun grew hot, and not a single man came
to help him. Why, then,’ said he to his
sop, ¢ I’ll tell you what my boy, those
friends of ours forgot ws; yon must
therefore, run to your uncles and cousins,
and tell them that I shall expeot to see
them to-morrow early, to help us to reap.’

Well, this also the young ones told their
mother, as soon as she eame home, and in
a sad fright they were. ¢Never mind it,
ohildren,” said the old one, ¢ for if that be
all, you may take'my word for it that his
brethren and kinsmen will not be forward

S —

L

| How long 1 slept, I don’t know, but I was
| awakened by. a.furious jab-in the forshead
from some’ sharp. instrument, I started
up and Mrs. Blifkins.was.sitting ap in bed
adjusting some portion of the bahy’s dress.
Bhe had, in = state of semi-somnolence,
mistaken my head for the pillow, which
shie oustoniarily used:for a nooturnal pin-
cashion. I'protested against such- treat-
ment in sdmewhat found terms—-pointing
to ‘#sveral perforations  in' my ' forehead.
Bhe told me I should willingly bear such
ills for the spke.of the baby. 1 insisted
upon it that I didn’t think my duty as a
paront to the:immortal, required the sur-
render of my-forechead as a pin-cushion,

This was one of the many nighta passed
in this way, The truth is, that baby was
what every man’s first baby is—an auto-
orat—absolute and unlimited. AR

Such was the story of Blifkins as he
related it to us the other day. It is a
little exaggerated picture of almost svery
mao’s experience.—Boston Evening Ga-
zette,

A BNARE Srory.—Daring the Florida
war, said the speaker, I was in the Amer-
ican Army. One day 1 shouldered my
gun and went in search of game. -In pass-
ing through a swamp I saw something a
fow feet ahead of me, lying uwpon the
ground, which had every appearance of a
log, it being some forty feet in length,
aad about & foot in diameter, So positive
was I that I saw nothing but'a log that I

have swore before & court of justice that it
was a log, and nothing else. You see’I
never heard of snakes growing to such
huge dimensions, and’the faot is I never
should have believed it if I had. Well,
between me-and the log, as 1 took it to be,
wad a ‘miry place, which it was necessary
for me . to.avoid. I therefore plaved the

and springing upon it, lit right on top of
—What do you suppose ?

A bos constrictor, said one,

No.

What then?

Just what I supposed it was—a log,
said the wag.

0Z™ An officer who was ‘inspecting his
company ome morning, spied a private
whose shirt wis sadly begrimmed.

¢ Patrick O’Flynn !” oalled out the ocap-
tain.

¢ Here, your honor,’ promptly respon-
ded the man, with his hand to his cap.

< How long do you wear a shirt ?’ thun-
dered the officer.

¢ Jist 28 inches, yer honor,” was the re-

joinder.
THE LANCASTER INTELLIGENCER
JOB PRINTING ESTABLISHMENT.

to assist him as he seems willing to believe.
But mark,’ said she,* what you hear the
next time, and let me know without fail.’

The old lark went abroad the next day
a3 usual ;’but when the poor farmer saw
that his kinsmen were as backward as his
ncighbors ¢why, then,” said he, ¢since
your unoles and cousins so neglect us, do
you get a couple good sickles against to-
morrow morning, and we will reap the
eorn ourselves, my boy.’

When the young ones told their mother
this, ¢ Now, my little dears,’ said she, ¢ we
must be gone, indeed ;for when a man re-
solves to do his work himself, you may de-
pend upon it, it will be done.’

Mr. Blifkin’s First Baby.

BY B. P. SHILLABER,

The first baby was & great institution.
Asg soon as he came into this ¢ breathing
world,’ as the late Wm. Shakespeare has it,
he took command in our house. Every-
thing was subservient to him. The baby
was the balance wheel that regulated
everything. He regulated the temper-
ature, he regulated the food, he regulated

‘the servants, he regulated me,

For the first six months of that precions
existence, he had me up on an average six
times a .night.

¢ Mr. BIif kins,’ says my wife, ¢ bring
that light here, do; the ‘baby looks
strangely ; I’'m afraid it will have a fit.’

Of course the lamp was brought, and of
course the baby lay sucking his fist, like a
little white bear as he was.

¢ Mr. Blifkins,’ says my wife, ¢ I think
1 feela draft of air; I wish you would
get up.and see if the window is not open
a little, becauge baby might get siok.’

Nothing was the matter with the window,
as I knew very well. -

¢ Blif kins,’ said my wife, as I was going
to sleep again, ¢ that lamp, as you have
placed it, shines directly in baby’s eyes—
strange that you have no more considera-
tion.’ .

Larranged the light nn@éwenh to bed
again. Jast as I was dropping to sleep
again,

¢ Mr. Blifkins,’ said my wife’ ¢ did you
think to buy that aroma to-day for the
baby ¥

¢My dear,’ said I, ¢ will you do me the
injustice to believe that I could overlook a
matter 80 essential to the comfort of that,
inestimable child ¥

She apologized very handsomely, but
made her anxiety the soape-goat. I for-
gave her, and without saying a word more
to her, I addressed myself to sleep. )

¢ Mr. Blifkins,’ said my wife, shaking
me, ¢ you must not snore so—you will
wake the baby.”

¢ Just so—just so,” said I, half asleep,
thinking I was Solon Shingle.

¢ Mr. Blifkins, said my wife, ¢ will you
get up and hand me that warm gruel from
the nurse lamp for baby *—the dear child!
if it wasn’t for its mother I don’t know
what he would do. How ean you sleep so,
Mr. Blifkins ©

< I suspeet, my dear,” said I, ¢that it
was because I am tired.’

¢ O, it’s very well for you 1en to talk
of being tired,’ s1id my wife; <I don’t
know what you would say if you had to
toil and drudge like a poor woman with a
baby.’

L tried to soothe her by telling her'she
had no patience at all, and got up for the
posset. Having aided in anawering to the
baby’s, requirements, 1 stepped into bed
again with the hope of sleeping. ,

¢ Mr, Blifkins,’ said she, in a louder
key. I said nothing. .

¢ 0, dear,’ said that estimable woman in
great apparent anguish, < how can a man,
who has arrived at the honor of a live
baby of his own, sleep, when he don’t
know that the poor creature will live, till
morning ¥’ .

I remained silent, and, after a while,
deeming that Mrs. Blif kins had gone to

sleep, I stretohed my limbs for repose.—

No. 8 NORTH DUKE STREET, LANCABTE,B, PA.
The Jobbing Department is thoroughly furnished with
oew and elegant type of every description, and is under
the charge of a practical and experienced Job Printer.—
The Propristora are prepared to
PRINT CHEOES
NOTES, LEGAL BLANKS,
CARDS3 AND OIRQULARS,
BILL OEADS AND HANDBILLS,
PROGRAMMES AND POSTERS,
PAPER BOOKS AND PAMPHLETS,
BALL TICKET8 AND INVITATIONS,
PRINTING IN COLORS AND PLAIN PRINTING,
with neatnea? 8couracy and dispatch, on the most reasona
ble terms, and in a manner not excelled by any establish.
ment in the city.
&%~ Orders from a distance, by mail or otherwise!
promptly attended to.  Addross
B GEO. SANDERSON & 80N,
Intelligencer Office,
No. 8 North Duke street, Lancaster, Pa.

DR- SWEET'S INFALLIBLE LINI.
MENT.

THE GREATEXTERNAL REMEDY.
FOR RHEUMATISM, GOUT, NEURALGIA, LUMBAGO,
STIFF NECK AND JOINTS, BPRAINS, BRUIBES,
OUT3 AND WOUNDS, PILES, HEADACHE,
AND ALL RHEUMATIC AND NER-

. VOUS DISORDERS.
DR.STEPIIEN 8WEKT, OF CONNECTICUT,
The Great Natural Bone Setter.
DR. STEPHEN SWERT, OF CONNECTICUT,
Is Enown all over the United States.
DR. BTEPHEN 8WEET, OF CONNEOTICUT,
Is the author of * Dr. Sweet's Infallible Liniment.”
DR. SWEET’S INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Cures Rheumatism sad npver faila.
DR. 8WEET’8 INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Ia a certain remedy for Neuralgia.
DR. SWEET’S INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Cures Burns and Scalds immediately.
DR. BWEET'S INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Is the bast known Remedy for 8praina and Brulses,
DB. SWERT'3 INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Cures Headache immediately and waa neverknown to fail.
DR. SWEET'S INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Affords immediate relief for Piles, and seldom fails to cure.
DR. BWEET'S INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Oures Toothache in one Minute.
. DR. SWEET’8 INPALLIBLE LINIMENT
Cures Quts and Woands immediately and leavés no scar,
DR, SWEET’8 INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Is the best remedy for Sores In the known world. .
DRB. SWEET’8 INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Has been used by more than a million people, and all

pralse it.
DR. SWEET'S INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Is truly a “friend in need,” and every family should have

it at hand.
« DR.BWEETS INFALLIBLE LINIMENT
Is for sale by all Druggists. Price 25 and 50 centa,
RICHARDBON & CO.,
Bole Propristo Norwich, Ct.
X5~ For sale by all Dealers. June 231y 24
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ANCY PURS!

JOON FAREIRA, @
718 ARcR BTERYEZXTY,
(below 8th south side,)
PHILADELPHIA.
Importer, Mannfacturer
of and Dealer in all kInds of
FANCY FURS!
for Ladies’ and Children’s
€ar,

I wish to return my
thanks to my friends of
Lancaster and the sur-
ronnding connties, for their
very liberal patronage ex-
tended to me during the R -
last few years, and would' = .
say to them that I now
bavo in store, of my own =
Importation and Manufacture a very extensive assori-
ment of all the different kinds and qualities of Faney
Fura, for Ladies and Ohildren, that will be worn during
the Fall and Winter seasons.

Being the direct Importer of all my Furs from Europe,
and having them all Mapufactured under my own super-
vision—enables me to offer my eustomers and the publie
A much handsomer set of Furs for the same money.
Ladies pleass give me a call before purchasing! Please
remember the name, number and street.

JOHN FAREIRA, :
No. 718 Arch Btreet, Phnadellix::%

FANCY ¥URS!1
N
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matic Disorders of every kind, an

for its timely use nt the first appearance of Laimen
effectunlly prevent those formidable disdases, tg !
horses. are liable, and which render so msany othermise
valnable horses nearly wnrthlesa._“

ful curative properties of this Liniment haye ) reopl
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HITE hEN Mvsl‘_ nvnn’umoA 1
THR OHEAPEST PAPER PUBLIBHED.

Forty:Eight Columns of Readiog Matte:: per Week
for&l.ﬂper,Y_ugd - W -

THE ONLY NEW YORE PAPER MADE GP HX.
OQLUBIVELY ¥OR COURTRY. cnwm.uz%)irfx

News of the Woek, with the Osttls, Prodice, And
ﬁ”-'f-'nu, Garofully Raportey. ™ "0 Other

NEW YORK DAY-BOOK
: FOR 1864, :

WHITE MEN’3 LIBERTTER STATE RIGHTS—
_ "FEDERAL UNION,

The New York Dag-Book 1s an Indapendent, Destis

“ this Governiuent is made on the white " white
men, for the benefit of white men and thelr posterity for-
ever.” It is a large doubls uheoh.lw_m; ﬂ:m“ h§ columns
‘all ‘respects-~whet for
Markets, Nows, Literary or Agricultural. information—is
not inferior to any as a.political or family newapaper. In
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of v ?ﬁ‘m&m le, and. p tp. the
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' No. 162 Nassau Btréet, Now
BPECIAL OFFERS, .

VAN EVBIE, HORTON 45?_. .
. N ’0'*'? “,
We desire this year t6 placebofbte's miltién 'oft hbrthurk

is'time and Novamb

ot in the light of prizes; and not even becatss ft
wlely to
! We pro-
untry : .
OLUBS OF ?WEI%Y
For o clab of tweaty, beside thexsxtra baper now offared;
we will send a copy of Dr. Yan -Evarl,e’l great work of
rd editforr of’ which

b of At 0“,’,“;,2‘ m::‘m

For a club o 'y subscribers, at $60, we will, )
extra paper, and a complete set of ouq,"f'AntL-ﬁboug::
Publications,” the prices of whlch,‘nkenwgethn,mohnt

to $2.765. . .
CLUBS OF ONE EUNDRED. s
In relation to clubs of one hundred, we will ga; gmgz_
Whoever will send us one hendred subscribersat ohxo e,
the club to be sent to one address, and begin and ond at
the same time, we will receive the papers at $1001
nov 17 tf 45] ¥-E, H. & Co.

R. SWEERT?S
D INFALLIBLE LINIMENT,
JTHE GREAT EXTERD);%L BIA}EMIEDA YI.;le R e.o
FOR RHEUMATI8M, GOUT, NEURA ) y
STIFE NECOK AND JOINTS,-BPBAINS;_BﬁUIBBeﬂ,'
QUTS8 AND WOUNDS, PILES, HEADACHR,
AND ALL RHEUMATIOC AND NER-
VOUS DIBORDERS. ) n
For ail of which it is a speedy and certain remedy, and
never fails. 'Thi ent is prepated from tha f
Dr. Btephex Sweet, of C ficut, the famous boner::gar,
and haz bean used in his practice for  more' tham " ty
years with the moat'astonjshing success. s i
AS AN ALLEVIATOR OF PAIN, it I8 unrivailed iy dt;
preparation before the public, of which the most skeptl

‘and radically, Rieu-
in thousands of cases
where it has besu used it hias never bben known to fall,
FOR NEURALGILA, it will afford .immediate' tellef in
every case, however distressing. T
It will relleve the worst cases of HEADACHE in three
minates and is warranted to do it. ' .
TOOTHACHE auoD wghl‘tl c\‘:{re lnuﬂmgly. : L
FOR NERVOUS DEBILITY AND GENERA -~
TUDE arising from imprudence or axcesf,‘l{hlk mm
a most happy and unfailing remedy. Acting dimcﬂd.‘ppqn
the nervous tissues, it strengthens and revivifles tHe oy
tem, and restores it to elasticity and vigor, RN
FOR PILES.—As an external remedy, we claim that i¢ Is
the best known, and we chatlenge the world to. produce.an
equal. Every victim of this distressing complaint shauld
give it a trial, for it will not fail to afford immediate telfef
and in s majority of cases will effect a radical oure; .1
QUINSY AND SORE THROAT are sometimed extrotibly
malignant and dangerous, but a timely applieation of this
Liniment wlill never fail to cure. .
SPRAINS are sometimes very obetinate, and enlarge.
ment of the joints is liable to occur if neglected, The worst

may beconvinced by a single trial..

This Linimant will 'care, ‘rapidl

case may be conquered by this IAniment in tWo' or 'threo

days, -
%RUISES, 0UT8, WOUNDE, BORES,

ULCERS, BURNB
and 8CALDS, yleld readily to the wonderful® healing pro-

perties of Dr. Bweet’s Infallible Liniment when nsed ac-

cording to directions. Also, OBILBLAINS, PRUSTED
FEET, INSECT BITKS and S8TIRGS. :

Every Horse Owner should have'this remedy at hainy
g fﬂgllf

t tis:wonlleh

Over four hundred vol y

CAUTION. - .
To avold imposition, ohservethe Bignature and Likanden

of Dr, Btephon Bweet on every label, and also ¢ Btephet
8weet's Infallble Liniment” blown in the glazs'of ésch
bottle, without which none are genul

ne. . B
RICHARDEON & 00,,

8ols Proprief Norwich, Ot.
For Bale by all Dealers. i Jjune16 1y 28
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SIR JAMES CLARKRK'S
CELEBBATED FEMALE PILLS!
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THE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY.

- Yor salo by EAUFMAN & €0, Rast Oran

"all Druggists.

Prepared from a
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and safe remedy
from any cauge whatever;
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H. T. ANTHONY

- . i .
MANUFACTURERS OF PHOTOGRAPHIO MATERIALS,
501 BROADWAY, N. ¥ '

CARD PHOTOGRAPHS,

Our Catalogue now embraces considerably over FOUR
THOUBAND different subjects (to which additions are
continually being made) of Portraits of Ruainent Amer!.
;an etc,,q vis: . T “

2 or Generals,
180 Brigadier Genersls,
259 Colonels, &
84 Lieutenant Colonels,
207 Other Officers,

return rail,

&

Divines,
116 Anthors,

» nz 8
- 46 Prominent Women,
147 Prominent l‘omi%&xorktlb.
2,600 COPIES OF WORKS OR'ART, ;-

7

Including reprodnctions .of the most .celebrated ‘P&gav,

ings.“Palgﬁn%_s, Statues, &c. - Catalogues ‘sent o

of Stamp. An order for one dozsn PIOTURES from aur

‘Catalogue will bé filled on receipt of $1.80, and vunt by

mail, free. Lol Lg R S
b . PHOTOGRAPHIC ALBUMSE . . .

" Of these we mmslso"'“ great’ varlsty, - radgitg in
rice {rom 50 centa to $50 eac] L RS
P Qur ALBUMS have the'repatation of belng buperior ‘fa

beauty and durability to any otherd The smabler,;
can be sant gafoly by mail'al a postage of oIz contd por ox.

The more expensive can besent by express.

We a0 keep a large assortment-of STEE PES
AND STERESCOPIC VIEWS.  OurCathl will
be sent to any addris m.reegpﬁog;smw. T.
ANTHONY& oL -k. of P) p 801
Broadwa; ow York. L P T

'Fr!enda"or relatives of promitiént military en will von-
fer a favor by zeuding-us their- likenessed to éopy.-; They
will be kept carefally and raturned upinjured, ", .

‘Fine Albums niads.to order for Congregations ¢d t
to their Pa;zor, or for other purposes; with sulf I;’h-

REATEST VARIETY OF PHOTO-
GRAPH ALBUMS. :
Wo wonld call the attention of persons to os large

stock of s
PHOTOGRAPH ALBUMS.

‘We have the largeet and best stock ever brought to the clty.
OVER 100 DIFPE 8! , VARYING IN PRICE
FROM 75 OENTS TO 20,00 DOLLARS.

Call'and xee for yourself at

' Cheap Oash Book Btors,
8% North Queen streot, Lancaster.
er, Union and Inquirer copy.] tfdo0

octl4 [E

Auc"rlonnmnlma.
BENJAMIN P. ROWR respecifully {nforms the pub-
lic that he will attend to OFying Sales of Real and Personal

in any of the connty."
pr%?wishmm ces’ are requestod to apply to

will promptly attend to the matter.
Letters ad to me at Smithville P.
ounty, wilf be promptly attended to.

O~ Iancaster
{feb 1T ¢£ 7

Gerardus Olarkson, Esq,, at the Pro?i%nohry'u Office, who | 8t

p {adg 18604 8%

HEAFFRR'S CHEAP.BOOK = STORR

g 20,3 NORTH QUERN, DR

w2 e HAGH -

K8 & 80CHOOLBSTATILONRRY.

BOHOOL BOOK “‘éggovmmf‘i‘ LC _
READING:AND BPELLING BOOKS; -, -

IANBQTHMMIOBANDAMEB

GRAMMARS AND ETYMO! A
i g{mommgosunnm%sﬁm,

00PY mncomggpsl’ﬁoqnmo

and the bestand.most. eamplpts

SOHOOL BTATIONER!
A9 Liberal discounts made
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