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« Who did yon say you had visited?" .
A Mrs, Galt,” replied Belle, fiippant-
{ly: “asick and poverty stricken rotege
of hera; . Wé don't encourage herln suc
vulgarity, however."”

I spoke to your slster, -Miss Belle,”
sald Mr. Hosmer, with such énmphasia
that the rebuke was keenly felt.

“Miss Fanny, will you please inform
(im‘awhat bgr Christian pame s ?"’, he ad-

edeatnestly. . ... .. . :
“Tﬂs&ﬁrellu, T believe?
‘Mr!Hosmer’s voice frew hupk%‘.
“And you say that she Isdylig?"’
iYgs; going in quivk consumption.”
“You seem to take great interest ina

gar, Mr. Hosmer,” Belle interrupted,
'seornfully. ' N
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Poetrp,

BY WM, M. VAN NORTWICK,

©h! why should Labor be oppressed,
And greed absorb wealth's whole supply ?

Why sﬁould the toller be distressed ?

Kcho ever answers ¥ why !’
Why shiould the demon of despair
Fill lowl?r homes with sorrow's ery ?
Why should prond lordllnFu richly fure?
Echo londly snswers * why !’

Why should the wh\gw gquander health,
And yet, for food héer ch ldren ery ?

Hee, hor (np})mssor rolls in wealth—
Keho, slghing, inquires * why ? “

The lone g!r! burns the mlidnight otl
To get of food 8 seant supply

Buse mammon fatiens oo her toll,
And echn's voice inqulres * why? "

Why should 1he rich their coffers i,
Atid colpetence from Labor 1y ?

Why ghould thie poor grow poorer utill e,
Kcho, constant, answers ©~ why !

Why should the strong man apend hls years,
To see old age and want draw nigh?

Why should hls hopes all end In ferix?
1¢ho ever answers * why !"”

No more cringing, no more fawning,
Lo ! the bleckened shadows 1y

Labor's morn 1y surely dawuing:
Echo ceases to reply.

fHiscellaneous.

Lgly Barbara; Or, a Woman's Heart,

“pon my word, Barbara, 1 think
you grow uglier every day 1 gaid Karn-
vt Ktherington, coolly,us he lighted
hi;gigur at, the softly shining light be-

neath the rose-colored glass shade, and
sugveyed his tull cousin as e did so.

Barbarn Moyle shrank sback as if he

had denlt her an actual corporeal blow.
Poor Barbaral She had been watching
all day for the tardy train W ‘bring het
handsome cousiu from college.  She
had brushed hier hair so carefully, and
selected the very prettiest white dress,
trimmed with blue ribbons, from her
whole seanty wardrobe, because she
had onee -heard Barnest say that he
Jliked white, and bung the coral drops
that Unele Montague had sent her (romn
India, in her eurs; and this was his
verdict, after all.

s gan't belp it!" cried Barbara, pas-
sionately, while every drop of blood
that was in her bady scemed to concens-
trate itsell in her burning cheeks, ‘1
Sknow ['ma greal, ugly, gawky thing;
but you oughtu’t to (wit me with it,
vousin Karnest.”’

Mrs, Etherington, kiml, motherly
woul that she wus, was in Lhe dining
room, busy with preserves uud tarls in-
numerabice 1o tempt her newly arrived
son's appetite, when Burbara rushed in
like n whirlwind.

@Annt e, tell me; am [so rvery
ngly 2’

Stoodness gracious!!  eried Mrs.
Btherington, nearly upsetting a glass
Jish of quinge jelly in her amazement.
“\What has come to the child? Whnt
on edrth do you mewn, Barbara 27

o Inarnest says I'm uglier than ever,”
sobbed the (all, ungainly girl, as she
sunk despairingly on the cushions in
tront of the looking gluss. 5

“He's only teasing you, dear!

W No, he's not. He i speaking the
truth.,  But 1don’t thibk he ought fo
tel¥ me so."”

Barbara surveyed herself with dolor-

~ ous earnestness. A swarthy, not to say
muddy complexion; heavy brown hair,
wrranged very unbecomingly, and great
wine-dark eyes; lips too tnick for benu-
ty, and features whose heavy motld,
however much it might prowise for the
future, was certzinly grotesquely inap-
propriate for a girl ol tifteen-—ull
these returued vo nnswering delight.

S ugly,” sighed  Barbars, * uud
larnest only spoke the truth. Oh,
Aunt Eftie, [ wish [ were n man.  An
ugly womnn s like a soundless instru-
ment or colorless tlowers.  Men can
fight wgainst theirown fate, and make
themselves a pluce in the world; wo-
men are utterly hopeless.”’

And from that time Barbara Moyle's
charuacter seemed to undergo a change,
imperceptible yet cutire.  Hhe with-
drew mors within herself; she cultiva-
ted mental resources, wd depended less
upon the companionzhip and approval
af others, .

" Dear me!"" sighed kind Aunt Eth-
erington, © 1 only hope our Burbsra
isn't growing strong-minded. It she
should turn public Jecturer or artist or
authioress, L really don’t know how 1
could stand it."”

 Let her alone, mother,” suid Farn-
est, Al girls have to undergoa transi-
tion state, and I always thought there
was more than comnion in little Bar-
Lara.  If shie wasn't so ugly, T really
should get iiterested in her. 1 always
did Jike to kludy character.”

Well)! said My, Istherington dubi-
oualy, Ushe isu't handsowe, but for all
that 1 don't kpow how 1 could spare
Barbura.” i

I don't love him," said Barbara
Moyle immediately to hersell, “hut 1
shall accept him. I want to prove to
Ioarneat that there in sonie ome who
thinks we not absolutely frightful.”

A dangerous experiment, Barbara,
and one that nny a woman wiser than
you bas lived Lo repent.  Marringes from
pique are the marrisges which divorce
courts with sorrowlul tales and blighted
hearts.

But Barbara contided her secret senti-
ment to no one, and Mra, therington
wrote o long aecount tn Liarnest, now
lounging among the vuing of Pompeit
and Herculaneum, of what a brilliant
mateh Barbara was about to make.
foarnest w rote back wcongratulatory let-
ter, and senta lovely set of pink Neapol-
itan coral,” which Burbara never once
put on. Col. Allston made an *old
Hial's dariing” of her, and she had no
Inek of brilliant jewels Lo wear,

And yet Barbara was miserable,

s Child,” said Mra. Etherington one

with confused - utterance and white
frightened faces, '
¢ Master had failed In a fit or some-
thing."
He had pot begun to drink his coffee
at the solitary breakfast, which washis
usual habit, when his features grew
rigid, and he fell from his chair, dead.
“And before the sunset of the short
Winter day reddened the West, Dar-
bara was free.
A year afterward, when she stood at
the altar a second time, her hand in thut.
of Earnest Etherington, it seemed as if
her past life had been but a dream—as
if she were now beginning to exist for
the first time in reality. .
“ Karnest,” she whispered to him, as
he led hier to the carringe; * do you re-
member how you used 10 tease me nbout
belng ugly "'
1 3What makes you think of Lhat just
now, Barbara?” he asked, smiling.
« 1 don't know ; it all seems tocome
back to me like a vision. Karnest, it
nay be very wicked, but I think I loved
you all the time, upgainly, awkward
child though I was.”
“ My queen,” be murmered, softly.
W —— -
A Bewltching Witch.

An Cupublished Chapter from l't‘rly
New England Mlistory.

[#¥rom the New York Sunday World j
Notwithstanding the best efforts of
the New KEugland private publishiuvg
associations, biographical, genealogioal,
and antiquarian  societies  to _print
everything they can find concerning
the early history of their section of the
country, very nmany importanl docu-
ments elude their search, It was the
good fortune of the writer to recently
discover in New Huven an avcient
musty manuseript, givivg a detniled ue-
count of the trial and execution for
witchierafl of 4 young woman named
Paticiiee Delight,  1his document i
the mure curious beeause commonly
ouly wenther-beaten old hugs  were
summotted for that offense. 1 am of
the impression that this cuse is the sole
one ot recand deseribing the convicetion
of & handsome girl -as the prisoner evi-
dently was.

Tlhie manuseripl commences; .\
trew account of the triall of Patience
Delight, spinster, daughter of Culled
to Grace Deélight and Aflection his
wife. May 21, 1602 Ths being the
duy sett apurt for the triall of thatatro-
ciuus leaguer with Sathian, Ltuck broth-
er Condemued Fishe and Reverend Re-
member Lot's Wife arkenson to sit
with me in judgment, we beinyg thereto
speeinlly commizsioned.  Opened court
in the meet’n house with prayer. The
pris’uer wus brought in by Lhe sheritl
‘thickly vailed so that Sathan might not
prevail upon the court thro' her devil-
ish eyes, and ber arme straitly chnined."”

The usual formalities being gone
through with, there was read the ulli-
davit of a man named Havery, who
seems to have been the principal wit-
vess against her. It was-us follows:

“f was up into my broad hollow wood
lot, cloust by Goody Delight's mother
of pris'ner, felled a hickory, and sate
thereoy resting and meditating, Theu
cotnes u certain rustlin’ in the bushes
hard by, and turning my head, lo! 1
see, thorow the tanglements, two sharp
piercing eyes that overcame me with a
strange dread. Ithought first it should
be & wild catte, or a paiuter the sharp-
ness thereol wus =0 severe, But reach’n
for my uxe and rising up, I see pris’ner
pluck’n berries. Bhe looked al me again
and then looks away, nud thereupon
was 1 seized with unaccountable desire
to keep looking at her, and could in no-
wise keep my eyes from looking at her.
Which the tempter seeing, and wax-
ing bold, she saieth good evenen to
e with muell sweetness ot voice that
ran Jike Lingling oil of Igyp thorow my
arrow. She keeps pick’n aud look’n,
and shuten Into my body the most dis-
trusting contagion, ingomuch that I was
near beside myself. Preseutlie, on pre-
tense of pluckin’ berries, she cometh to
where I sate, still shuten at me with
her eyes, and when she comes cloast by
.me, restraining grace was utterly Lan-
ishied out of me, and [ was wholly pos-
sessed with the devil, Ilarken nou to
my weakuess, but to the power of sin,
Then saied I, ‘Patience, how old art
thou™ And she answered and said,
‘Sixteen years and ninemounths, worthy
gir.’ "Then Sathan takes my hand and
makes me to lay hold on her, and draw
her to settle by my side. She struggles
and makes outerie, and sales she, ' The
man is bewitehed.” [ Yes,' saies I, ‘and
thou art the witeh that hath bewitehed
me, and thou shalt cure thineown pois-
son.” Then did I press her upon my
breast-bones, whereupon she uplifts vio-
lent clamour, and I know not what else
woes on, until my brother, Condemned
Fish, passing by, comes up and clappes
me on the shoulderre, saying, ‘Hulo!
brother llavery, what's the matter ™
And at the touch of that holy man Sa-
then departed out of me strait-way.

Sworn in open court this 24 May, 1692,
[Signed,]}

PERsEVERE To THE ENXp HAVERY,

P’recious Smith, Head Deputie.’”

This estimable individual was follow-
ed by “‘the young men Barnuabas Ware,
Bosz Danielsand Walk Meekly Smith."
They testified that the prisoner had fus-
cinated them at sundry times and in
diversmanners. “‘Saied Barnabag saith,
last Sabbath two weeks sgo’he couldn’t
keep his eyes otl' pris'ner all nreetin’
time, Saied Boaz saieth for several
months he hath been constrained, de-
gpite of all that he could do, when he
went into meetin’ to look for pris'ner,
and that alwaies a lovk from lLer went
thorow him and filled him with dred-
ful tremulation. ‘Fhat the fascination
was paineful, but natheless full of
delight. Witness saieth it wus like
the prickin’ of pins all over him, but
when he searched there was noue to
be found. Walk Meekly Smith saieth
that he went to home with pris-

evening, as shesat in the room which
Mo, Allstou hiad just entered, dressed
Tpr a party, in cream-colored silk ang
diamonds, ** do you know how you have
changed during the past year? T never
in my life s:t\véuvh an alteration in‘any
one

Obave [0 anid Barbara, inditferent-
ly. Yet, as she looked in the glass, she
anuld not belp but see it berself,

ol wonder if Farnest would think me
ugly now U7 she said, strivieg to ypeak
lightly, but with s coneenled tremor in
her voive.

Slly 7 echioed Mrs Etherington,
" why, Barbara, you are beautitul 1"’

she W The lavge fentures were in
harmony how with the rest of the face,
the complexion had cleared ton ereamy
softiess, with roxes Llooming on lher
chierks and earnationson her Hps the
nut-brown hair drooped in satin waves
on either side of her hend  and the
lnrge wine-durk éyes were Tull of shad-
owyl mysterlous depthy, beneath their
fefoged Hids, Yoes, Barbarn saw that

she was fnir to look upon, mnd her wo-

s maheart rejofeed within her,

+ As whe tarnell, stately and Jewel-
deeked, like an oriental Suttana, she
naw Lt o stranger had entered the
room uhannouneed nnd atood ws oot
el to the tloor, closed to the door-wuy,

Y en, e liarnest Fithevington,' he
answered, shnding hiseyes, a1t duzaled
Ly sote over-beightvisban 7 Bt poare
don e [ wan okl iy cousln Barbara
Tivedl hore,!!

Mo, Ktherimgton started Lo her feot,

o Lurnent, is b possible thst you don’t
kunow cousin

Thedimplesenneto Barbara'seheeks,
tho radiant suftness Lo her eyes; this
was o triumiph worth having,  Hoe ade
vatieed with graclous graceiulness,

1w Barbara,

And she raw in his eyes the marvel-
ous chinnges wrought by Lhe lnserulu-
Bite ol alehemist, Time,

Thnt night when Barbars enme home
nud wnp before her mirror, unclusping
dinmond, fitlet and bracelet, and loosen-
ing tho dusky waven of hersuperb halr,
aud saw Lhe peaceful fuce and white
hulrs of old Col. Allston oun the pillow
bheyand, she [')ul. her hund suddenly to
her heart.  Was It a sudden pang? was
it retmorse ? or was it consclousness, all
o, of the mistake she hadmade? Dld
shie dlscover then, for the tirst time, that
she hud loved Iurnest Etherington all
thess years, and that ut lust be was her
culwlvu?,

Rising roftly, she crept across the vel-
vet piled earpet, and kuelt sflently be-
side the pillow, pressing her ripe-red
lips agalust the seattered fron-gray
locks. '

v 1 never Lhought of this," she po.der-
ed. ‘“Noj; never dreamed what
wmight come to me when [ beheld him
once more. Butoh ! my husband, man-
ly and tender, from whose lips I never

et heard an unkind word ; my noble,
oving guardian and protector, [ will be
true to thee!’”

And Barbara's vow was reglstered in
tlre high heaven above.

When she waked the next morning,
-he servants were tapping at her door

ner from singin’ schoole two weeks
agoe, That he did so because he was
thereto fascinated, and she moved him
by her behavior so to do, having state
by his side in schoole and singin’ out
of his booke, and that he hiad near done
the like before, being a youth aged
vuly bineteen years and subject to his
father. That there was nothin® in
pris’uer’s walk and manner that night
which might show forth the presence
of the Deuil ; only the conuinge put-
tinge on of modestie, and lookin’
strauge sorts of earnest looks thorow
Ler eyelasbes bent down, and asit were
resting on her cheeks, which were
geetmingly all in a glow of devilish fire,
But next day, and ever since, withesse
hath been sore distressed with losse of
appetite and melancholie, and constant
desire to be In companies with priv'ner,
but s afruid to touch her. Aupd he
swenrsshe hath bewitched him."”

Nexleume n woman witness,  Ruth
Duniels belng sworn testifies that she
kunows that prisoner hath bewitched
Walk-meekly Smith, for that he now
shunues witness, whereas he used to be
fumiline and good frlends, belng wit-
ness' third cousin, That last Subbath
week, In the meetin’, priv'ner tried to
fuscinate withess, Witness looked at
pris‘ner to rebuke her for not minding
to this discourse. Priv'ner turned up
her nose siud gave her such ntlerce loo
that witness wus fascinated to take up
the hymn-booke nnd was near ubout to
thirow It at pris'ner's head,

After her came brother Condemned
I'luh who sald that hie rememberesd the
witness uplifting the book, aud liow he
stuyed her rash hand,  He concluded
b{ nbruptly asking,* Is not this enough?
shull we not suddenly seize the tempter
and east out Sathan from among us "’

“hereupon,’” contlnues the manu-
seripts, * up starts pris’ner and throwes
the vall oft her head with incredlble
diligence and fury, and cries out to the
ury in a loud volee: * Worthy slrs,
tuke heed how ye give trust to fulse
counselle, and be not swift to stain
your skirts with gulltless blood, I pro-
teste to the Lorde I am Innocent of this
thiuge. Would you put o death Su-
wannah and Justily the lying elders "’
—wlLh more of such bold assurance.

“Then it wus plaine tosee how Sathan
struggled within her, so that Mr, Fish
roes up and spat {n her fuce, and charged
1lm to come out of her, and covered up
ber head.”

After this there was but little more to
be done, Upon such unimpeachuble
testimony she was of course found gullty
and sentenced to denth, The account
ends with these words: ‘‘Judgment be-
ing passed, the people took her to a con-
venlent tree hard by and burned her
with five, while we all exalted songs of
triumph which well nigh drowned the
cry of Beelzebub yelling with her
volce.”

The 2d inst. was the 13[st anniversary
of the vccupancy of the first house in the
borough of Nazareth, in Northampton
county—the first building erected in the

Ezﬁlorlnnn: Or, Scintiliations from the

shopboard.
——————
[ CONCLUSION. |
—_——
¢ Niope Tallors Make a 3Man.”

1t ig related that eighteen (ailors,on one
occasion, were seated around & table in
an ale-house in the suburbs of London,
lelsure]I\: imbibing, smoking and chat-
ting, when a cord-waluer cawme in, took
a seat ut another table, and called for a
mug of ale. Of course, us Le was the
only other individual in the room, ex-
cept the host, he became ** the obsepved
ot all uvbservers,” and also provoked
some—perhaps unneeessary—criticism,
on the part of the tailors, At this, the
disciple of $3t. Crispin became offended,
for sowe len begcome offended much
sooner when you talk at them, than
when you talk ¢o them. After ** togs-
ing off "' Liis ale, pulling down his waist-
coat, knitting his brow, and assuming a
very erect position, he strode to the door,
and after he had passed fairly out, he
suddenly turned round and faced his
adversaries, and with upraised arm and
clenched fist, Le indiguantly exclaimed
Z&w Come out here, if you dare, I dan
lick both of you.” Men seldom indulize
in witticisms when they are in a pad-
sion ; but, this cord-wainer, no doubt,
felt that that he colild retaliate in no
more ellective way, than to cast jvto
their teeth, that there were only two
mer at the board—ou the principle that
it takies * nine tailors to make a man,”
—and that eonsequently, a failor, is
only the ninth-part of a man; fvhieh,
if frue, it might have besw—demou-
strated to s mathematicalf certainty,
Low much farther our late President of
the United States would have *swung
around,” and how much of the British
Provinces, Samdwich Islands, Mexico,
Central and South Ameriea, West In-
dies and Irefand, would have been in-
cluded in the *cirele;” and how much
u greater thorn he might have beeni n
the sides of his political adversaries, if
he had Leen a whol: man, In making
this caleulation, on the same prewises,
charity shiould also huve dictated how
far e ought to be held responsible for
any evil he muay be presumned to have
done, and how far thuse ought to bie held
responsible, who ingictcd hisoflicial ad-
vent upon the country.
The adage that **uine tailors make
aan,” carries with it no retlection
upon the physical or social manhood of
tailors, when the sentence is analyti-
cally examined. 1t is only the present
e nse restatement of a past (ense propo-
sition —namely, that “nine tailors made
a man,' and is assbuple iu its construe-
tion, and legitimate deduction, us—nine
carpeuters buill a house ; il it be frue,
that the origin of the saying, is in sub-
staoiee, anything like the following.
It is said that nine tailors— possibly
nine of the same party alluded to in our
tirst anecdote—were having a little so-
cial pic-nic, on 8 summer afternoou, in
the vicinity of London—every thing of
thiskind seems to originate there—when
they were approached by a mendicant,
who asked foralms, As they happened
to be in & happy and benevolent mood,
each one gave him a shilling; but as
the man seemed young and healthy
enough to earn aliving by work, they
advised him to seek lubor instead of
alms. ATter helleft them, he sofar foll yw-
ed theifud vice as to invest his nineshil-
lings in "uotions,”’ and commenced the
life of & sniall trader, which he contin-
ued, daily incrensing his business and
his stock, until his operalions finally
culminated in a building of his own, a
large stock of goods, a'lucrative trade,
aud an interesting family. When re-
lating Lis experiences, und especially
lis beginnings in life, this man did not
hesitate to declare that nine tailors had
made him « man,  'This anecdote i3
therefore apologetically put forward as
the origin of the suying—' nine tailors
make a man;” just as we would speci-
fically say—uine machinists make an
engine, a form of speech which i3 very
common, in the rehearsal of transpiring
events, or those which have transpired.
Whatever the origin of the saying may
Lave been, it is very evident that the
world in general does not understand it,
nor apply it, in the sense we have re-
lated, or the perversion, thal « (ailoris
the ninth part of « inun, could not have
been a legitimate deduction from the
sayiug. '
However plausible the {foregoing
statement of the case may be, we
have reason to believe that this adage
did not originate in anything of the
kind, but that it was really intended as
o burlesyue retlection upon the sup-
posed physieal enervationof tailors as a
clags, althiough we have neverbeen able
to see the justice of any sucli a conclu-
sion, when so applied.

Dr. Cobham Brewer, in his Diclionary
of Phrase and Fuble, says, that in this
udage, thie number aine i3 not meant in
its vrdinary aceeptation, but simply the
pluralof tailor, without relation to nul-
ber. ‘‘Asa tailor is not so robust and
powerful as the ordinary run of men, it
requires more than one tomatch a man.”
"Prue, tailors as a ¢lass, are probably not
w0 robust and powerful a3 Blacksmiths,
Butchers, Stone-Masons, Draymen, or
other out-door operatives, but thien they
will compure favorably with cordwains
ers, Clerks, Jewelers, Painters, and
other in door mechanics aud profession-
al men, so that this adage would be ns
applicable to any of these latter classes,
as to tailors  He also gives the follow-
ing version ot the supposed origin of the
saying, ‘“There is a tradition that an
orphan lad, in 1742, applied to a fash-
ionable Loudon tailor for alms. There
were nine journeymen in the establish-
ment, each of whon contributed some-
thing to set the little orphan up with a
fruit barrow. The little merchant in
time became rich, and adopted for his
motto, nine tailors made ne o man or
*aine tailors make a man,” but adds,
that ““this is certainly not the origin of
the expression,’” imasmuch as he findsa
similar one used by Dr. Taylor in his
works, a century before that date, and
referred to as an old standing even then.
“Some foollsh knave, I think, at tirst began
The slander, thut thece failors are one "’

The general scope of the expression
seems to have been, that a tailoris so
much more feeble than another man,
that it would take nine of them to mauke
aman of aversge stature and strength,
Whantever the physical status ol taii-
ors then may have been, it is very evi-
dent that they had no mean opinion of
themselves, sotially and politically, for
Canning suys, that * three tailors of
Tooley street, Southwark, Londou, ad-
dressed a pelition of grievances to the
House of Cominons, beginning— We ‘i
people of England, Loy &e? O course,
this implies the presnption, that the
tailors considered themselves the people
of Fogland, and alleged that ‘therefore
their grievances ought to be redressed,
even If such redress were toinvolve the
distress, or suflering, of all else in
Euogland besides, which is the common
error, perhups of all individual oceupa-
tious now. And, as il to verify such un
asstnption, on the part of tailors, some
inventive literury genlus, hus reversed
the-proposition, under conslderatlon,
and declared that, listead thereof, it
takes nine men to wake a taitur, Doubt.
loss many a tallor would consider him-
woll made, It ho hud nlne wealthy,
dressy, and fushionable customers, who
were Improvident enough to order &
suit of clothlng, whenever e thought
they ought to huve a new one, Wheth-
er the inventlve genius atoresald was n
{eetlor or not, Is more than we are nble
to say, but this we think we can nay,
that the sequel will 1llustrate that he
did not entertain a- werely pecuniary
ldea, but huad reference to quality—
that {s, that the tailor possessed the
(5uullllos of nine men, First—asa gor-
dener, ho was alwuys solicitous of hlg
erop of cabbuage, NSecond—as w wool-
yrower, he nlways had a deep interest
in his sheara, Third—as o suilor, h
chlef occupution way on board, Fourth
~a# & landlord, e had hly profit in
renta, Fifth—as a shepherd, e was In-
timately reluted to his crook. Sizth—
us wirgcetor, he could ¥ muke his gultes
with o bare bodkin.! Seven'h—as n
tiwyer, Wis principal resource was in
suits, KEighth—as " teacher, he had
rauch to do with our Aabits ) and ninth
—a8 o doclor, he was remarkable for the
length of his billa,
we could easlly go on, and make It as
apparent that it takes ninctcen men to
make a tailor, as nine, by a similar pro-

cess,
As this will probably be the last paper,

+The latest, most ingenlous, anad Fnrhnps
most original version of the orlgin of “Nine
tailors muke & man,” runs something In this-
wise: An exceedingly “seedy customer” mude
application to nine tallors for contributions to
his dilapldated wardrobe, in which he was en-
tirely saccessful, One contributed o coal, ane
other pants, o third & vest, o fourth a akirt, and
the remnlnlug five a hat, & palr of boots, a pair
of hose, & pair of glovet, and acraval, Withthis
outtit, the fellow—~who was otherwlse rather
prepossessing—was made sufficlently a man, to
afterwards woo and win a ri¢h bride; and he

flace, having been made ready to move
nto on the 2d of November, 1740,

We stop here, but;

in the present series, we cannot con-
clude it, without making some allasion
to nine as a mystic, or symboelic num-
ber. Nine, consists of a trinity of trin-
ities, and indicates perfection or com-
pletion ; therefore  dressed up to the
nines,” means perfection, from head to
féot. The “nine points in law" which
are considered necessary to success, are
a good deal of mouey; a good deal of
patience ; a good cause; a good lawyer;
a good counsel ; good witnesses ; a good
jury; a good judge ; and good luck. If
client should lose n cuse with all these
appliances, then there must be more
mysticisie in the number nire, than ever
had been clalmed for it by the most su-
veratitious,
“(at o nine tails”—was a kind of
whip, or instrument of punishment for
the backs of evil-doers, from a supersti-
tious notion that a flagging by a ** trini-
ty of trinities ' would be both more sa-
cred and more efticacious, Surely there
is a8 mueh philosophy in this, ay there
ig in that othier notion, that because a
cat is more_tenacious of life than other
mammals, therefore she must lave
“nine lives.” In* Bohn's Handbook
of Proverbs,’” we have the following ex-
planation of a ** nine-days wonder’’ A
wonder lasts nine days, and then the
puppy's eyes are opened, alluding to
cats and dogs which are born blind, — As
much ay to say that the eyes of the pub-
lic are blind iu astonishurent for nive
days, at the development of some extira-
ordinary event, but then their eyes are
opened, and they see tos much to won-
der any longer.  Dryden says,
anine worthies were they enlied of diflerent
'I‘hn-:t J:;::s, three Pagans, nnd three Christian
kulghis,”
In allusion to Heclor, Alexander and
Julius Ciesar ; Joshua, David, aud Judas
Muceabeus ; Arthur, Charlemague, and
Godfrey Bouillon, the nine historical
worthies of the ancient and medieval
world.
If we were to compose 4 cabul of the
representative worthies of the tailors’
craft, we might legitimately include
Cluarley Watson, Platt Evans,and* Gera
Scott, “among its **crooks;? Cooper
Oram, Jack Kirby, and Jim Beatty,
amony its *tramps ;" and Steve Ples-
ter, Jack Aampbell and Raw-edged
Wallace, awong its 'dawns” as a
“trinity of trinities,” not essily re-
produced, in all tbe distinctive spec-
inlties that characterized those men;
therefore these may be regarded as “nine
worthies,”” without voling any of the
othersasunworthy. Nine hundred and
winely-nine, that”is thivty-three tines
three-three, is the dunl of u * trinity of
trinities,”” and is the period for which
feases used to be granted, and for which
in certain cases they are granted even at
the prerent day, but more frequently for
ninety-nine years; either of which pe-
riods is almost equal to an unqualitied
ownership, save in the single matter of
conveyance, Butmne has many other
symbolical signiticancies, not pertinent
to the subject of this paper.
Having now reached the fail of our
subject, it may be considered a legiti-
mate question—' Whence comes the
term Twilor 2" It has been facetiously
answered thus : A garmentwmaker, with
his apprentices and journeywmen, were
all seated under a shade tree busily oc-
cupied in their work, when a famished
sow rushed in amouyg them, seized oue
of the appreutices and bore him oft’ to
malke a meal of him agherleisure. The
wlole party joined in the pursuit to
rescue the apprentice, aud when one of
the journeymen came up with the sow,
the master cried out ** fuwil her''—1hat iy,
catch her by the tcil. 'This being ac-
complished, the abducted “‘small boy”
was rescued from the poreine savage,
and by a contraction of the lucky sug-
gestion of the master, the word f tuilor
was derived, and afterwards applied as
‘thie distinctive cognomen of tle craft.
This, however, would imply that the
term had an English origin, when we
Jmow that the word Zallicwr was applied
to garment-makers among the French,
probably before the English, as a dis-
tinctive language, had **a locul habita-
tion and a name.”’ 'The French name
is derived from (failler, which means (o
cut. 1n the Italian language, it is Tay-
liure, and in the Lrish, iUis Zallum,  1o-
deed, we Liuve further reasou to believe
that the term has its origin in cutter or
(o cuf, from the fact that in German, &
tailor is called a Schneider, which means
a cutter. ‘The French term was proba-
bLly introduced into England at the time
of the “‘conquest’’ of William, Duke of
Normandy, who afterwards became
William I, and wade the French, the
legal lunguagd’of hisrealm, Itis there-
fore very probable, that there was no
distinet and comprehensive term that
covered the profession of—'*oue whose
occupation is to cut and malke clothing”
—anterior to the Irench term faitler.
The Latinsg had a sarfor, from sartus,
which means “patehed up, stitched to-
gether, mended, repaired.” They al<o
had sarcinator, which means *a botcher,
or mender of old garments;” and ves-
ticerius,or vestiarian,from vesticraun—*"'a
wardrobe, a press, or a chest, for ap-
parel.”” Ino view of ull this, there can
be no impropriety in those who jeel
French, think French, and look French,
adopting the Froech term failleur,asthe
nawe of their chiosen profession,
GRANTELLUS.

$1t has also heen soggested that the term
taedor comessiram (ail, because they made gar-
tients with tatis to them; but this cuu hardly
bo so, for lhe term originated loug before caut-
talls were known—in the days when short
spencers with shished sleeves, wad slashed und
pully small-clothes, and irills, and short mun-
tles, were wornl,  Besides, there 18 no garment
thal tailurs have ever made, that can be suld
to have hiwd faily, except perhaps the “tight-
baody ™ or “dress-cout,” nud that sppendage,
evell in these, hus always been called a skirt.—
such un application at the present day, would
be exceedingly absurd.  What partof the sack-
cout, for luslance, constitutes the tall? or any=
Loy like o tadl?—especially those short al-
fuirs, wiil about s1x fuches of the dirty seat of
]l‘)élu\v Abare pait of breeches “sticking out”

e -——
Decidedly Good.

Will Carletou, the rising young poet,
in an editorial Jpoem, thug tells how &
farmer took a youugster of Lis to a
printing-office to be made into an edi-
tor, being fit for nothing else.

The editor sat in hig sanctumn, and
looked the old man in the eye.

Then glanced at the grinuivg young
hopetul, and mournfully made tis res
ply:

“ s your sun u small unbound edi-
tion of Moses and Solomon both

Can he compass his spirit with meek-
ness, and strangle a natural oath?

Can he leave ull his wrongs to the fu-
ture, aud carry his heart in his cheek?

Can hedoan hour's work in a minute,
and live on sixpeuce a week,

Can he courteously talk to an equal
and browbeat an impudent dunce ?

Can he keep things in apple-plie or-
der, and do hult-a-duzen at ouce?

Can he press all the spriugsof knowl-
edye with o quick snd relisble touch ?

Artl be sare that he knows how miuch
to kiow, sud Lrnows how Lo not kuow
too mueh?

Does he know how to stir up his vir-
tue, and put n check-rein on {ll! pride?

Cun he carry o gentlemun’s nuanners
within urhinoceros’ hide?

Cun he know all, and do all, and be
all, with cheerfulnens, cournge und vim?

I’l‘ 80, we perhaps can be muaklng un
editor outen o' hilm,”

The farmer stood curlously lstening,
while wonder hin visage o'erspread ;

And hie wabd, *Jlm, T guess we'll be
golu'; he's probubly out of hin head,”

A Buby Convlet,

A correspondent of the lndisnapolis
Sentinel, writing  from  the Indiuus
bl"orthern Prison tells the annexed inci-
dent:

While we were sitting In the offlce of
tLis Prison North this moruing, u large,
stout man entered witha smul?cuduver-
ous little buly rigidly hand-cutled, and
presented him to the wurden ans o
new conviet, Even to the olliclal
of the prison the sight was dlsgust-
ing, The poor little consumptive-eyed
ehild stood with his hands pinloned to-
gether as 1f he was seared nearly out of
Lis wits, and before the matter of his
commitment wus made known, the
clerk exciaimed, My Lord! Bir, what
do you want done with thatlittle boy ?"
Of course, the officer who brought him
was only performing an offieial duty,
and we cannot blame him, but when a
little boy only eleven years of age is
sent up to & place like this, for petit
larceny .and that, too, from the Capl-
tal of the State, where you have
an Orphan Asylum and a Young Men’s
Clristian Association, and many other
professedly redeeming societles, even
the humaulity of this prison-house turns
pale before such a scene, The hand-
cuffs were at ouce taken off of the poor
fatherless ghild, and the kind-hearte
Warden sald to him, "'Come, bub,along
with me,”” The little fellow started to
follow, while his eyes fllled with tears,

consequently always declared that ‘‘aine tail-
ors had made him ainan.”

and the great door of the prison in a
moment hid him from our sight.

Altee Cary--A Memorial.
BY MARY CLEMMER AMES.

Yeras ago In an old academy In Mas-'}
sachusetts, its preceptor gave a young
girl a poem _to learn for a Waodnesday
exercise. It began,

«QOf all the beautiful pictares
That hang on Mewmory's wall,
Is one of 8 dim old forest,
1hal seemeth best of all.”

After the girl had recited the poem to
Ler teacher, hie told her that Edgar Poe
had sald, and that he himself concurred
in the opinion, that in rhythm it was
one of the most perfect Iyries in the
Engllsh language. Hethen proceeded
to tell'the story of the one who wrote it
—of her life in her Western home, of
the fact that she and her sister Phoebe
bad just come to New York to seek
their fortune and to make a place for
themselves in literature. It fell like &
tale of romance on the girl's heart;
and from that hour she saved every ut-
terance that she could find of Alice
Cary’s, and spent much timein think-
ing about her, till in a dim way she
came to seem like a much loved friend.

Tn 1857 the school-girl, then a wo-
man, whom actual life had already
overtaken, sut for the first time in a
New York drawing-room, and looked
with attentive but by no means dazzled
eyes upon & gatheriug assembly. It
does not follow, because s persot-las
done something remarkable, that he i3
therefore, remarkable or even pleasant
to look upon. Thus it happened that
the young woman had many digap-
pointments that evening, as one by bue
names, famous inlite-atureand art, were
Frououuced, and their owners for the
irst time took on the semblance of
flesh and blood before her. Presently
came into the room, and sat down be-
side her, a lady, whose eyes, in their
first glance, and whose voice, in its first
low toue, won her heart. Soft, sad, ten-
der eyes they were, and the face from
which they shone was lovely. Itsfeat-
ures were fine, its complexion a color-
less olive, lit with the lustrous brown
eyes, softened still more by masses of
waving dark hair, then untouched of
gray, and, save by its own wealth, un-
adorned, Her dress was as harnmonious
as her face. It was of pale gray satin,
trimmed with folds of ruby velvet; a
dress like herself and her life—soft and
sad, in the background, bordered with
brightness. This was Alice Cary, Even
then her face wad a lhistory, not a
propliecy. Even then it bore the, rec-
ord of past suffering; and in the ten-
der eyes there still lingered the shadow
of miany vanished dreams. Thus the
story of the old acaderny was made real
and doubly beautiful to the stranger.
The AliceCary whom she bad imagined,
Lhad never been guite so lovely as the
Alice Cary whom she that moment
saw. Thatevening began a friendship
between two women onwhich, till its
earthly close no shadow ever fell.

As I sit here thinking of her, T re-
alize how futile will be any effort of
mine to make a memorial worthy of
my friend. The woman in herself so far
transcended any work of art that she
ever wrought, any song (sweet as her
songs were) that she ever sung, that
even to attempt to put into words what
she was seems hopeless. Yet it is an
act of justice, no less than of love, that
one who knew her in the sanctuary of
her life should, at least, partly lift the
vail which ever hung beitween the love-
ly soul and the world ; that the women
of this land muy see more clearly the
sister whom they have lost, who, in
whatshe wag herself, was so much more
thanin what shein mortal weskness was
able 1o do—atonce an example und glory
to American womanhood. It must
ever remain g grief to those who knew
her and loved her best that such a soul
as hers should have missed its highest
earthly reward ; but, if she can still live
on as an incentive nud a friend to thuse
who remain, she at least is comforted
now for all she suflered and all she
missed here.

If a public career comes to a womanly
womall, the seeret almost always liesin
the story of her heart. Alice Cary was
born a singer. Whittier’s words of her
are tenderly true:

» Foredoomed to sony she seemed tome;

1 guerled not with destiny;

I Knew the trial and the need,

Yet #ll the more I sald, God speed !

Had she been a happy wife and mother,
ber scng would not have been less, but
gladder. But it was not the * faculty
divine,” it was the inexorable facts of
fate that made hera writer by profession.
Had she "married the man whom she
loved, she would never have come to
New York atall, to coin therare gifts of
her brain and soul into money for shel-
ter and bread. Phwbe Cary, in her
touching sketch of her sister Alice,
written last Spring, says of her: " If in
ber mortal life she ever felt any deeper
or holier atfection than that for her kin-
dred, exrept in dreams of poesy, sheroll-
ed the stone over the mouth ot its dead
sepulchre, and sealed it with everlasting
silence. Amongthethingshallowed by
her use there was not left a single relic
which could reveal such a secret. And
s0, knowing there wag one chamber in
her heart kept by her always as u safe
and sacred sanctuary, mine is surely
not the hand to lift from it now the sol-
emn and eternal curtain of the past.”

Yet, no less because of thuese words,
aacrilegious hands have rudely attempt-
ed to lift it. The sanctuary of that pure
lLeart is ruthlessly invaded even in the
grave. A story under the title of the
“ Uunknown Love of Alice Cary,” in
the newspapers, is still traveling
through the length of the land. It as-
gerts that in her youth she was attiaunc-
ed to Rufus W. Griswold; that he was
false to her—forsaking her for a4 woman
of the world ; that, long after, when he
returned to New York, friendless, poor
and sick, she forgave him the great
wroug that he had done, and nursed
him till he died. This story, in many
conflicting phases, was often, to her
great annuyance, told of her during her
life. “Che fact that Rufus W. Griswold
did in his last will bequeath to her his
personal effects was made much of in
printed and private circles, nnd used as
an unanswerable proof that at one
time e Liad been her lover. Within a
weed [ have read in a lotter to the New
York Evening £0sf that the will proved
the love and relationship beyond s
doubt. Yet no léss in its foundation,
the story is fulse. Referring to it once,
while we two sat together, Alice said to
me: ** [ will tell you just the truth. If
you ever think it necessary, you cun
tell it.” I believe it'to be but justice to
her sacred life, with which idle gossip
is yet too busy, to tell it now.

Bereavement in death and in lifo had
muade her Western home too desolate to
be borne. 'T'hese, with the impulse of
thie brave will thatserved hier to the lust,
brought her to New York to make not
the lite that she would have chosen for
Lerself, yet a life worthy to be lived,
Y Ignorance stood me lu the stesd of
courage,’ shesatd, ' Had I known the
grent world ue I have learned It since, |
shotild not have dared; but I didn't.
Thus I came.' T'he lendIng litterateur
at that time was Dr, Rufus W, Griswold,
He had complled the boukn ealled *The
Ifemale Prose Writers” and * The Fe-
mule Poets of Amerlea.’! He wasshorpe
ly on the lookout for every new genlus
i lterature that appeared. He had
visited the sisters In thelr Ohio home,
and in 1850 obtained a publisher for thelr
first volume, and had added both their
names with selections from thelr poems
to hls owu “Poets of Ameriea.”” He
hnew everythilnyg necessary tothelr suc.
cess in the sphere of lubor which they
had cliosen,while they practically knew
next to nothing, He encouraged and
helped them in many ways, and thus
commanded thelr gratitude,

For Alice to fnecur a debt of gratitude
wus to pay It, it at the cost of her life,
Yet even the good will of one type of
man to a woman I often o misfortune,
Her soul may be whits nssnow; yet he
cannot take her innocent name upon
hils lips without smirching it with soie-
what of his owu vileuess, Hlis vanit
has been flattered by ldle women, till
conquest has become not only the hablt
but the necessity, of his norbld an
miserable soul; tlll, where he knows he
has not won it, he yet Is base enough to
boast of it. Such a man (judging by
every record left of him) was Rufus W.
Griswold. He was a man of poetic
temperament,of fine scholarship,of gen-
erous lmfulses, and In certaln dfrect ons
of rare gifta; yet no less he was a man
of fickle fancies, of violent temper which
often fell upon_his dearest friends, of
monstrous vanity,,and.of ungoverned

assions, ‘1 wagnever engaged to bim

n marriage. I neper loved him," sald
Alice Cary to me. ‘I could not have
loved such a man, though I learned
bim in his best phases. ' I:.came
pity him, because he was: his-ow
worst enemy. As a frlend T owe

my large debt of gratitude. When he
returped to New York, poor and sick,
with certain death before him, I, witit
Miss “—, hired a room and nurse for
him. From that they have made the ro-
mauntic story of my nursing him for
unrequited fove. Tf was old Betsy who
nursed bim, You kuow bow blg and
strong she is; yet even she L_came worn
out, for his sickness was long and very
painful. Many unkind, even eruel
things, have been said because he wiled
to me his personal eflects, besides the
books and pictures which he bequenthed
to the Historical Society—these were all
that he possessed—and he left them to
me, not more out of personal regard than
from n desirs to repay as far as he was
able the money which I had expended
for his comforfduring his last long sick-
ness.

In the profoundest sense Alice (‘ary
never loved but once. The man whom
she loved is still alive; yet gossip, with
its keenest scent, has never found or
named him. With all her fullness of
affection,. hers was an ectectic and soli
tary soul. He who by the very patenut
of his being was more to her than any
other portal could be, might pass from
her lite, but no other could ever take his
place. A proud and prosperous family
brought all their pride and power to
bear on 8 son,to prevent Lis marrying n
girl uneducated, rustic, and poor. "l
waited for one who never eame back,”
she suid, “Yet I believed he wouid
comne till I read in a paper his marriage
to another. Cun you think what lifk
would be—loving one, waiting for one
who would never come!”’

He did come at Inst, Isaw him. Iis
wifo had died. Alice wag dying. The
gray-haired man sat down beside [l
gray-haired woman. Life had deall
prosperously with him, as is its wont
with men. Suffering and death lud
taken all fropy her,save the lusterof her
wondrous eyes. From her wan aud
wasted face they shone upon him full of
tenderness and youth. 'Thus they met
with life bekind them—they who parted
E{lighted ‘lovers when life was young.

e was the man whom she forgave for
her blighted and weary life, with a smile
of parting as divine agever lit the face of
woman.,

Of her literary life I will speak at un-
other time.—ndependent,

—_— ew———— -

How New Jersey Got. Out of the Unlied
States.

Theovtigin of theallusionsto New Jer-
sey a3 a foreign country is said to b wps
follows: S
After the downfull of the tlrst Napo-
feon, his brother Joseph, who lad been
King of 8pain, and his nephew, Prince
Murat, sou of the King of Ltaly, sougit
refugein thiscountry,and brought much
wenlth with them. Joseph Bonaparte
wished to build a’palatial residence here,
but did not desire to become a citizen,
as he hoped to return to Europe. 'fo
enablehim as au alien to hold real estute
required a special act of the Legislature.
He tried to get one passed for his benefit
in several States, but failed. He wus
much chagrived, especially because
Pennsylvauiarefused. Afterthisheap-
plied to the New Jersey Legislature,
which body granted botb him and Mu-
rat the privilege of purchasing land.
They bought a tract at Bordentown, and
built magnificent dwellings, and fitted
them up in the most costly maununer.
Rare paintings, statuary, &e., were pro-
fuse, and sclected with care,
grounds laid out with exquisite taste.

Joseph Bonaparte’s residence wus,
perhaps, the finest in America. Thou-
sands of people visiled it from ali parts
of the country, and were treated cour-
teously. He was profuse with his
money, and give a great impetus to busi-
ness in the little :town. 'The Philadel-
phians, tinding that he had apparently
no end of money, and that he used it 10
benefit business geuerally, regretted.
when it was too Iate, that they hadCre-
fused to let him locate smong them-
gelves; and, to keep up their mortifica-
tion, would always taunt Jerseymwsn
with having a King—with  iw-
porting the King of Spaiu to rule
over them—they were called Hpan-
jards aud foreigners on this account.
But these taunts harmed no one, as the
Jerseymen lost nothing by their allur-
ing him to settle amony them, and the
term ‘“‘foreigner,” jokingly applied to
Jerseymen, has come down to us long
after ita origin has been forgotten, cx-
cept Ly a few men of the past genera-
tion. Many years ago—during the reign
of Louis Phillippe, we believe—both
Bonaparte and Murat found they could
safely return to Furope, so they sold out

and the |ject,

His dark eyes flashed” with sudden
fire, and his cheeks reddened angrily,
as ha replied : .

. “8o L should, Miss Lindsay, whett
‘thiat beggar Is my sister; for Mrs. Galt,
the only sister [ ever had, T could not
firid for years, Of course you will not
care to wed the brother of a beggar;
therefore; if you please, we will consider
our engagement at an end ; [donot eare
16 have my wife look down upon me.”

There was a scene ; but Hosmer, who
had wooed and won Belle at Newport,
where e had seen but ong side of her
charaecter, was lnexorable as IFate, snd
humble in the dust, she gave him up.

Mr. Hosmer went to see hissister, and
in a day or two she was removed to the
grand house over which Miss Belle had
30 fondly hoped to preside s mistress
But his visits to tho Lindsay muusion
did not cease with this unforlunate one
—or fortunate, we prefer 1o any—and af
ter the death of Mrs. (ialt, wha, in pros
perity as in adversity, regarded Fanny
us an angel, his house graw strapgels
lonely. Andso—why prolong the tale”

these gentlemen to choose 2'' she asked,
ia a banterirg tone. - -

“Ah, that T cannot tell, my lady;’
but you can look in the Magte Glass for
yourself; and see if itshows youaught.”

“ Let me seo 1t, then,’”’ sald Cissy,
bravely, though n feeling of creepiness
began to return.

The gipsy said that Emmwma should
Jeave the earavan; but Cissy would not
have that, so a compromise was efieet-
ed; the maid was blindfolded. Then
the gipsy drew slides deross Lthe window
oneitherside, producing adecp twilight.
Indeed, it was more like ground-glass
than an ordinary mirror; ground-glass
with u feeble light behind it.  Preseut.
l'y the surface became covered with ill-
defined, shifting, shadows, which gath-
ered so thickly as to obsenre the whole
of it; and then it gradually cleared and
ulheu.dx uu]:l klnhouldem crew upon it it l)
cleared a little more and revealed—the Sad 1e S ve -
undoubted fuceof Charles Wilson. Cissy Ejlt;i'lg“{;:il(l I';x'.‘::!e ‘55‘:|;§“(‘.‘,:‘,‘0“.‘7'{;‘e,‘“',‘
stood aghast in awe-struck terror before [ wantd scarc«'ly cudure Newport or Sar
the sapernacural itimation, when S0 g, VYL hsagh ot sepsoms o
became suddenly couvulsed with an ex- }’I]l.zl:l?'l‘l)lrl the ather, before shie catight «
pregsion of terrible agony.  She uttered st
a little serenm and fainted.

Fresh air and cold watcr=oon brought
her to; she feed the gipsy and stirted
bomeward.
“You see'd
Emma,
“Yeu; and 'l never many aoy one
else, If [ die an old muid.  Bui, oh!
what can that dreadful expression on
hix fuce foretell ¥ 1 ieel that soniwe dread-
ful ealamity will happen some duy !
A vot improbable dread. There was
one consolation ; fate and Cissy’s soeret | worry.,  Work is healthy ; you ean
hit itott uicely. (irlsare queer things, | can hardly put more upon a man than
(o, if 10 ole saW.”! and she_hu(l bardly known that she pre-| he can Lear.  Worry 1« rust upon the

I hor miss, they are erowded with ferred L,hu.rley \\llso.n as she did. Linde."
such a low lot, they are.” ’ In due time e offered and was ae- 1 Some one has beautitully suid @ * Truth
Liow lots, as you call (hem, seem to cepted; and they were marrfed, and | iimmortal; the sword cannot plerce It,
have il the fun,” said Cissy with ahalt | Went off’ fur dheir honeymoon to the | fire cannot consume [t, prisona cannol
sigh, " And what else did you see 2V Lake of Como. i . incarcerate it, famine catinot starve 1t.’
“ [ went to a—fortune-teller.” One. evening Charles Wilson rowed | 1y, voy ot discover a falling fn your
““No!ina tent?” I“f bride out in u very L'!u“ms_\' boul. body? Are you‘ not reminded Lhntydc-
There were littie tents about, but it | . FOW serious you are, Clssums ! he | o) g ylready set In? Die you must
was a very yellow cart I wentinto; not ?.am»' finding her less chatty than usunl Chother you will or ‘o, and s it not
in the fair exactly, butin the clump be- Didthat bravo-looking Leguar frighten | ot tq e prepared ° ' )
fore you comero it, She's wonderful!” you? Because, l.”s,,l,':““"'-" lread =hull be IF e who e - blade of gr

** I's she, though 2 What did she say pulpched it hedid = AT it o \;1) e e ohaw 1 g{)u?s lfi
Tell me,” cried the excited Cissy, who Oh, no; Ql} «lm‘ll t oftend hiny ! 7 eried ’i‘l’r. ’EI“P,W Ltre“nuue B'l"i“ l“l’ e 0[“ .
was troubled with yearnings after the the young wile. T an sure he 3“"‘ got ‘[s,‘u bes:«:{ng (; ‘xe hbiod (.' ‘.v it pratac
supernatural, \vh‘ut the lm!mnf call the Kvil Kye.” "'l". . 8‘51"’.@“ {im j"l“) creates a gmile
“3he told meall sorts of things which | Has he? Well never mind: the | WS flowed u tear:
she could not have known natural; a Americans  have invented a potion Whenever a nierchant measures a
mole on my back; how long I have which counteracts the etfeet,™ bushel of corn, or wheat, or salt, (iod
beel i1 REEVice - —- . HReally ! weighs it inunediantely aiter him. The
“ Yey, yes, but the future; did she * Yex, when we return 1 will get that merchant’s measure niny Lo wrongg, but
say anyhing sbout that " gentleman from New York, stopping at | God's measure is just right.

Sdhe did more miss: she showed it the hotel, to concoct ts all eye-opener; Our connrcience is ns a tive within us,

yur sins as the fuel; therefore, fnstead

to me? that will make it all right.” ¢

“No?! S Oh, do ! erled Mra, Wilson; and L of warning, it will scoreh us, unless the
“in 4 round glass; as true as U'm l"’,',' husband paddled on, fuel be renroved, or the heat of it re-
standing here, T saw bim plain,” Lsuy, Cissums,” he ’f“m presently, | moved by penitential tears.

“Your future husband *" resting ou his oars, “don’t think that 11y wnme spirit of faith which teachs

* Asisto bes yes, miss,” am tinding fault becausc you have not |, 7 "hh e er rnestly. teaches i
™ A yot any faults, so that would be absurd; uman to cry earnestly, teaches noin
These two girls had been playmates | Bt ara not you rather superstitic 1 | to wait patieutly; for, as It nssures him
when very little, and there was much WAndif Ib‘ u “". ",9_'],3‘1’,‘191" b ,’,": .'d the mercy is in the lord’s huund, so it
more familinrl{ly between them than is | .- am Lhave righittobe,msald | qgqyres him it will beglven forth in the
customary with mistress and maid. So At i e nepian o ot | OTU'S time,
Emwa had to enter into all the myste- andAl}le. “fm? l,”lumt”‘ll-' IL_‘\.MIH.‘“,LI" N To Le free from desire is money; to
rious details of the cabalistic cerem(mfn atory ormed outof her the whole | See Beon Sihe rango of perpetunl buy-
CH What fun ! eried Cissy, “I should w1 am sorry [ told you,” she cried ingsomething new iy n certain revenue ;
like to go; I willgo! The fortune-tell-| .y 0 1o b{lrst())ut, lau 'hi?x an ;o]:dou’l to be content with what we possess con-
er's caravan is not actually the fair, you & giY stitutes the greatest and most certain of
say ; and there will not be many people riches,
about 1f we start early.” .
“ Lor, miss, what will your pa andina
Su)' ?”
S Idon't know; I'll doit first and ask
them afterward, for fear they might ob-
We will go to-morrow morning,
directly after breakfast, mind.” ’
Mr. Thorne was a steward; T do not
mean au oflicial attached to u steam
packet, in charge of a chiva shop full of
white basins, but a manager of large
estates in the country ; a well-to-do man,
who had a small property of Lis own,
which he farmed in the most intelli-
gent and neatest style, on the outskirts
of the market-town of Littlelum. Mrs.

The Gipsy’s Glass.
Cissy Thorne was sittln% byjher toilet-
table skipping a novel, while her maid
Emma brushed her long, thick, silky
Lair. Some people said it was false, be-
cause there was so much of it; other
Christians were ¢ertain’ 1t must have
been dyed, seeing that it had the pecu-
liar bright, golden tint which 1s sooften
due toart; but Emwma knew belter.—
That exemplary girl took the same zort
of pride in Ler mistiess’ hnir that a good
groom does in the coats of his master’s
liorses, and was never tired of brushing
it. Fortunately, the young lady took an
equal pleasure in her passive part of the
erormanoé, and 8o both were satistted.

hen the spoiled beauty did not know
what else to do, she went up to her
roowm, took ofl’ her dress, and had her
hair brushied ; it was a lady-like substi-
tute for smoking a pipe.

I wonder that Darwio has not in-
atanced the pleasure we feel in Belng
stroked the vight way, in favor of the
last theory, 1 believe that Cissy was
very near purring, especially in thun-
dery weather, when her bair erackled
Jike an experiment.

s Well, Emma, did you go to the fair?”
asked the brushe:, laying down her
bouk.

* Yes, miss, I did.”
*And what did you see
“1aaw n horsemanship, where they
rode standiug, and jumping through
hoopm, wounderful !’ .

“And did you go on one of Lthe round-
uboutsthat is worked hy asteam-engine
which plays an organ 2"

© No, miss,”” reptied ma, with em-
phasis

“ Do you know, Lmu, I should like

e et A
Sunday Reading

A word titly spoken, how gool il isS =50

) A prrave divine said that (fod bas twe
dwellings—oue in heaven, and the
other in a meek and thunkful heart.

The nearer we live to Jesus, and
closer our walk s with Him, the jes
jnclination we have for pursuita ano
pleasures in which he s not the ebject

It is not work that kills wen; it i

W

him, miss?" inquired
’ |

believeit! You had bettercall me story
teller at once.”

v Belleve it, my dear! I am ready to
swear to it. You did not gea my ghost,

A hidden lightsooun becomes dim, and
if it Le entirely covered up, will exvlre
though ; you were looking at me. 1 was for want of afr. So it }s with hldien
in a terrible confived position, nnd that religion. It must go out. There can-
thief of a gipsy was so long about lier {not be a Cliristinn whose light in some
preliminaries that [gotahorrible cramp aspect does uot shine.
in my right calf, and madeu face which Alas! how much of our life is an
I thougihp would betray me."” emipty romance! n religlous sbadow
The Lride burst out crying without aubstance! Isitnota sad de-
“And you bribed my niaid; and laid | feet in our method of education, that
a plot with a common gipsy to deceive [ God's word 1sso excluded and children's
me ; and nearly frightened me todeath ;| mind stufled with pagan fooleries and
und”\'vere lyughing at me all the time— [ romantle fancies? )
Ol}.\ﬁ‘}“’ F‘fl’b‘:"h I~ The most knowing are the most de-
Alls fr an love, sirous of knowledge ; the most virtuous

Thorne was plump, good-natured aud shee Ei:‘l,l:: nworthy of you ' she eou- | oF the most desirous ef Improvement
ay unworthy of youl ehe eou- iy yiptge, On the contrary, the igno-

lazy, yet somewhat proud and sensi- | foal f abried le

tive: she fancied the country families ml)'LM ; you '“;’"ll‘.“l‘l‘”'“ e “"‘l"' rant imugine themselves wise enough ;

were patrouizing, amd she would not be | 5e pr\,l‘eu(,ut. el nevet 'I‘f“l t Y€ | thie vicious are, in their own opinion,

patronized. snume to“'unvl”)nu, L will never forgive ] yood enough.

Cissy was their only child, and they )0]1:, Luel\ e‘r Jid

thought much of her, honestly believ- ut she did.

h —————-——

ing that there never was such another .

baby—child—maiden.  Of course, the ¢ Inasmuch.’ pray ulways, Then you will know

patagon was never sent to school, and{ ‘* Why, bless me, Fanny, you are|when to close and when to open the

the governesses were selected prineipal- Rrowing more old-nmidish every day |lips; when to listen; and how to b

ly with reference to their power of ap- y;iu live, 1 wollluler what your next | have, it wrongfully accused.

preciating her merits. idiosynerasy will be " it re at i ho ¢
Nevertheless she was very charming., s I'wonder what it can be, mamma " Lhih;‘i‘}l’,r,.m‘tj:lt‘ l:l,;l‘l,lhl‘“ |lll,(f.wr'l.0 (lhE;mw:.‘

and had two lovers—I do not mean ad- {and Miss Belle Lindsay laughingly | o, resisty the s nLcl,ext lt‘:‘ll u r”" '

mirers, but two men who were ready to | looked up from the fauteuil ou which \\'iLhilT and w“lorf ¥ l,llp ub ?" r{)lml

marry her, if she would but choose oue | she was reclining, to tuke part in the Leaviest burdens {’i’,l,e' flnl - w‘{“r “u.

of them.  But she could not quite make | arraignment of her sister. calmest in utnrm: uL“& wf‘\/u'u ;OUH .

up her mind which of the brace to ze- G Wag ever a mother so vexed as 1 on tr\ilh on \'il'll.l" on God ‘le ue nn‘ul

tect. am ' coutinued Mrs. Lindsay, frown-| rniltering “ + 18 Uhe mos

g.

said Wilson,

Live ag in God's sight, mindful of thy
position as a ¢hild of God, und as a ser-
vant of Jesus, Meditate on his word ;

and returned.— Newark Courier.

*If the gipsy would only show me
which 1 am lo take, it would save me &
world of trounle,’’ she eaid to herself,

ing on the object of herdispleasure, who
was stauding meekly before her, with
folded hands, und eyes sutlused with

_ There is more Joy in enduring u eross
for Giod than in the smiles of the world;

-
Stmon's Wife's Mother,
A countryman wasin New York on
an August Sunday, and crossed the
Brooklyn ferry in'the moruing, for the
purpose of hearing Beecher. But lo,
the Plymouth pulpit was oceupied by a
stranger, who delivered a tedious, com-
mon-place sermon from the text:
“And behold Simon’s wife's mother
lay sick of a fever.”” Mr. Beecher wus
away taking his vacation,
Iu the afternoon the man sought to
console himself for his morning’s dis-
appointment by listenivg to I, H. Cha-
pin, He was shown to ‘a front seat by
the sexton to X. H. Chapin’s church,
and in due time was horrified to see the
minister of the morning appear in the
pulpit. The poor victim heard, for the
second time, the sermon from the text:
“And behold Simon's wife's mother
lay sick of a fever,”” aud went outof the
sacred place very much discouraged.
Mr. Chapin was taking bis Sumwer
vacation.
In the evening the man, thinking to
redeem in a measure the defeat of the
day, accepted a choice sitting in the
Reformed Duteh chureh, for the sake ot
hearing the genlal, eloquent and schol-
arly Bethune. But his heartquite broke
when the evil spirit that had possessed
him all day got up and gaveoutabhymn,
And when the text was announced,
+ And behold Simon’s wife’s mother lay
sick of a fever,”” the party who knew all
about the subject, rushed wildly from
the nverdose, and ran to his hotel. Dr.
Bethune was taking his Summer vaca-
tion. -
The next morning the man took the
first train for home, aind stepping into
the car there was his ministerial friend
of the day before, with his sermon un-
der his arm.  The New York bells were
ringing a fire alarm, and says the min-
ister to Lis lay brother, *Friend. doyou
know what those bells are tolling for?"”
Says the countryman looking hard at
the sermon: I don’t know; but
shouldn't wonder it Simon's wife's
mother was dead. T hieard three times
yesterday that she was down with »
fever.”
- -
Pat's Delty,

Put wiw an bdleboy.  One day lee was
suddenly called up, the question pro-
pnumle(f Ly the pedagogue :

w pPatrick, how mnny Gods are there?™

Patrick was not o distinguished the-
ologlan, but he prowmptly nnswered @

S hree, sl

U l'uke your wsest thunderad the
master, Cand If you don’t answer in

inu private, despised allliction, without
the name of suflering for lis cause, or
anything in it ike murtyrdom, but only
us coming from his hand, kissing it, and
bearing it patiently, yen, gladly, beeause
it is His will,

He that offends in oue point, Is guilty
of all ; not in one act, but in the princi-
—i. e, he violates the authorlty of the
whole, For He that saith, forsake not

tears, ‘* Mere youare, Fanny Lindsay,
the daughter of a rich and honorable
house, running all around the city,
amonyg the lower classes, seeking out
your charitable ‘objects,” as you call

with a smile, ** but of course that is all
nonsense.  Yel, if she did, I vow thatl
would be guided by it.”’

Oune aspirant was Pendil Frogmore ; a
lunded proprietor in the neighborhood,
very poor; for thougl his reut-roll was them, which * objects’ are generally old
a fuir one, his debty were enormous ; but | women and ragamuflin ehildren, whom
very handsome, aud well set up. In-|you bring here, regardless of our feel-
deed, he bad been in the blues. I don't |ings as well as our respectabilily, ex-
mean bad spirits, but a man in armor, | pecting we shall fzed and clothe them,
commauding men in armor, and his | There is not a truwp in Loston who the nssemblivg of yourselves together,
wife would Le undoubtedly county. does not come here at some time or|ssid also, euter into thy closet. If,
Charles Wilson was the name of the |other to be fed and pampered, [ tell therefore, you engage in public worship
other: he was a young London solicitor, | you, Fanny, it is simply outrageous,” | and never retire for devotion, you are
who had just been taken into agood firmy, | ** But, mwamma, do they ever trouble | an offender.

and was now on a visit to his mother, an | you?" Through the magic lenses of biography
Indian Colonel’s widow, who resided at “ N0, thank goodness, [ ean'tsay that [ we look upon genius assomethlng miore
Littlelum, Mrs. Wilson and Mrs. Thorne | they do; but then the idex, how very { than mortal, but while nature has lav-
were good friends, and so ull was smogth plebeian and vulgar; but in my veins | ishly endowed them, we must not for-
there. Mrs. Wilson had murmured,in- | there is no plebian blood, und 1 cannot | get that it is within our power to pos-
deed, when she first sz w her son's in- 7 And Mrs. Lindsay raised her vin- | sess almost all of the distinguishing
clination. iagrette to her nostrils, as if there was ) traits of their character, and by thé cul-
“\Would she be a companion for you, | something contaminating ia the very | tivation and growth of an inner life in
Charles ® would she be able to take au | name of ““plebeian.” whatever is good, each person can be-
interest in the same things you did?"| ‘‘Fanny isjust like pupa,” said Miss | come great indeed.

“ No, mother, that is just what I|Beile, with a contemptuous shirug. e When my mother suys * no'' there s
want. I should hate s wife that was as | would sooner dine with a poor miall any | o yes in it.  Here is uyaermou {u 8 nut-
clever as myself. But how can you fail | day than with the Lord Mayor of Bose [ahell. Multitudes of parents say ** no,”
to vee her merits? Sheis such a very [ton.” but after a good deal of teasing and de-
nice little party !"’ Whereat Fanuy laughed. ‘The ides’ pyte it finaily become “yes.” gLuvenud
« Partic, Charlie, partiz; how dread- | of a Lord Mayor i this Liepublican | kindness arejthe exsential elements in
fully bad your French uccent is! land was rich, and she appreciated it. | {he suceessful managementof children ;
grant thai she would not be a bad| “What are you laughing at?" de- but firmness, decision, inflexibility, and
mateh for you from a worldly point of | manded Belle, who knew it was some unlformit); of treatment are no leﬂ};’ lm-
view."” mistake of hers. portant ’

Yrogmore was the most handsome, “I was ouly thinking I should like to )
Wilson the miore pleasant. Really, if|see the Lord Mayor. Oh, Belle, I fear
fate would settle the matter for her,

it | your edueation has been neglected.”
would suve Cissy Thorne a world of | ‘It lias not been neglected so that I
trouble.

am only in my element among beggnrs
So the pretty bone of contention |sud trampy,” was Belle's spiteful re-
thought, as she started with her maid joinder.
Emma, for Littelun Hurst, at 9 A. M.; “Fanny, you are very rude,’’ said her
for Mr. Thorne breakfasted early, and | mother, with severity. “Delle’s norves
hiy daughter presided, Mrs, Thorne be- | ure very delicate, und ought not to be
iug a sluggard, Not adrum was heard, | jarred the very least ; Dr. Walluce saysy
notapandeannote,ns they steppedibrisk- s0."’ '
Iyalong; the gingerbread,bushands were Fanny smiled. Sheknew the doctor's
covered up from the dust; the merry private opinion on the subject, but as it
go-rounds were still; the clown was | wus given sub rox, she did not then re-
mending his dress ; the donkeys break- | peat it.
fasted frugally on each other’s manes; Making her escape (rom the room,
the fire-eater was trying a diet of bacon, | she hasteued to the kitehen where she
bread and garlic fora change, Business found u small basket of delicacies pre-
never commenced in the fair till after- | bared by the cook, nnother of her sym-
noon. 13ut Miss Thorne's visit was not | pathizers, and taking thix upon her
to the fair. To the right, some flve hun- | arm she left the house by the rear door,
dred yards from the common, there was taking care that none of her relntives
Y clumr of aparse trees, and sheltered |should ses her. A short bt rupid
beneath them stood one of those old yel- | walk broughit her to the dovrof s drenry
low huts on whesls which act so vlvﬂ]lv looking tenement house, nnd entering
upon the imaglnations of village chils | #he passed up the narrow stairense, dis-
dren. This was the abode of the slbyl,

mul and unsafo, snd rupped gently up-
and the ndventuresses turned aside lo- | on the door of ane of the rooms,
ward it

Iverything is a snare, aud a wicked
Leart is apt to be taken. Labor to be
gensible of this, und let the sinfulness of
your nature be your greatest burdeun.
(tet purity of heartiand a hollow life
will follow upon It; but if you strive
only against outward acts of sin, ‘while
your heart is let alone, your labor will
be in vain., Remember, that God’s
eyes are iu the heart, and He hath pro-
vided a hell for hypoerites,

Our Lord did vot Intend or pretend to
teach u milder ethies, or an easler vir-
tue, on the Mount of Beatitudes, than
that which he had taught fifteen cen

turies before on Mount Binal. He in-
deed pronounces s blessing ; and so did
Moses, his servant, before Elm. But in
each Instance it Is a blessing upon con-
dition of obedience ; whlchin oth 1n-
stances involves o curse upon dlsobedi-
ence,

Perhups the greatest lesson which th o
lives of lterary men teach us is told
in a single ‘word—walt,  Kvery man
munt putlently bide his time, He must
wait,” Not in listless deJections; not in
restless pastlme; not in querulous de-
Juetlon, but constant, steady, cheerful

[

five minutes, I will welt you,"”
The e)rulmtlulmry Ycrlmll

Put, taking the floor, hesitat

Lhe number of Gods to be * five, sir.”

utes for conslderation,

out:
" There's ten, air.”’

across the meadow,

whotn he asked :
‘" Where are you i;ulng'.‘"
*T'o school, yonde
" How many (ods ure there?"
“ One,"” auswered the boy.
“ Well, you'd better not
there. You'll hove a
your one God, I 4uut

Wanted Her Water Kept Clear.

kept off in future,

all their nasty sins behin

water.”” 'The sense of moral pro

him mueh, and before hls' death
found it In my power to pay back in part

saying.

asxed, and
ngly stuted
He recelved the promised * welting,”
and retnrued to his peat whh ten min-

Teh minutes up, Pal was up, too and
natisfled that he hadn't tixed the num-
ber sufliciently high Lefore, shouted

He saw the ferule descending, and
breakingoutolthedoor,hoclearedaiive-
rail fence and run lke n quarter-horse
Panting with ex-
haustion, he met a Jad with a book in
his hand, s the look of one In the
pursult of knowledge under difficulties,

r,' was Lhe reply,

o down
ood tiine with
eft there with
ten, and that wasn’t enough tosave me
the darndest Hoking you ever heard of."’

Oune of the good stories ln the life of
Young, the trugedian, just published in
London, I8 thatof a farmer’s wife, whose
pound had been used by some Baptists
for the immersion of thelir converts.—
Hearing of it, she was very indignaut,
and vowed that the intruders should be
I ain’t no idea,”
she sald, * of their coming and leaving
them in my
rty
in a pond, and of its being rendered un-
.| fit for its normal use by
natlon, Is very finely brought out in this

such contami-

" Come In," o feeble volee responded,
Emma went lirst ou thosteps and tup-
ed with the bright brass knocker; the
door opened immedlately, and o woman
of the myntlc race uppenrcd—young,
handsome us A Spaulard, though her
wplendid black halr was rather conrse, If
you come to examine it closely. Kmmna
drew back to let her mistress enter fiest.
s \Walk fn, my pretty lady,’" sald the
gipey ; "don’t be afeared, { am qulte
ulone here."

Although the fun of the fair did not
commence till Jute in the day, It wus
evldent that custom came betimes to the
kybll, for traces of night dikorder had
disappeared fromn the miniature interior.
which was splek and span, neat und
clean ; obviously prepared for visltors.
The smail apartment was still further
reduced by o curtain, whichranon brass
rlugs along a rod, enclosing a portlon of
the spuace.

The glpsy examined Clssy's hand, and
Legun making shots—centres through,
most3 bull’s ¢yes, some, .
“You are an only child, and your
futher and mother would give you gold
to eat, if you wanted It; when a cbild
ou were in great perll from a dog.” A
ot more to the same effect, couched in
vague language, but very correct. Cie-
sy began tu be very sorry that she had
come. ‘* ‘There’s two gentlemen as is
very sweet upon you, my Eretty lady,"”
continued the unpoetic sibyl; ** if you
marry one you will be unhappy all
your life, but if you take the other
you will be lucky, and live to be eight;

and ride in your carriage and pair all
the time,”

The idea of this very protracted
drive rather amused Cissy, and that re-
vived her courage.

her on the chance of her coming.

After all, the wo-
man might have made inquirles about

Sy, Mrs, Gadt,” sald Fanny, s
whe obeywd the tuvitatlon, ' you ure nl}
alone.”

yen, denr Miss Fanny,' replied the
Invalld, for such she was, sadly, ** [ un
alone,und wm compelled to reniuin nlone
the greater part ol the thne, Johnny
must go ont to rell his pupers or we
could not live, nnd I hnve no one else,
But after ull,” she added, brightenlng
up, " [ got along quite well. Thave my
Blble always.”

“ But If youshould happen to be tnken
away with n violent it of coughing,"
excinimed Fanny, sorrowfully, guzing
upon the wasted cheek on which con-
sumption's pocticul wenl was plainly vis-

ble.

v dod will take care of me"" suid Mra,
Ualt, looking up reverently.
Fanny's teurs were flowing; but shie
took her busket, and spread 1ts dellcu-
cles before the good womuan, whose eyex
were also full, as she found voice to
murur:
** God will surely remeiber you, dear
triend, for your kindoess to me, [ pruy
that he will Lless you ever,”
And Fanny, not in the leust aristo-
cratle, stooped over the bed and kissed

er.

““Where have you bleen, Fauny?’
asked Belle, as Fanny re-appeared inthe
parlor, a couple of hours Iater.

Fanny did not percelve tho tall gen-

in the curtained recess of the deep bay-

¢ 1 have been to see poor Mrs, Galt,
who is dying slowly of consumption. I
carried her a few trlﬂln§ comiforts, for
she has not loug to live.’

Belle erimsoned with vexation. The
gentleman started violently, aud step-

*“ Aud how am I to know which of

ped from behind the curtain,
“ My sister, Mr. Hosmer,' aaid Belle,

tleman who stood conversing with her

window,andshereplied unhesitatingly. {.

endeavorn, always willing and folfilling
uud nccomplishing his task, that when
the occanlon comes he ny be equal to
Lhe occaslon,
No man, be he profligate or infldel,
can llve in o Christfan land without bes
Ing helped by the Christlanity around
him. He may sink himeelf intho mlre ~
of _gensuslity or lock hlmself ju Lhe
dutfgeon of intidelity, quarreling with
the music of tho Gospel ;- yot that musle
will sing over his swatnp, penotrate
the walls of hiy dungeon, and bless him
while he hates 1t. By repelling these
Liessings ho may lessen them, but even
If be run away from our sun It will pur.
sae hlm,

One kernel In felt In a hogshead; one
.| drop of water holps to uwol.f the ocean ;
u spark of tire helps to wlve light to the
world,  You are u small man passiug
umld the crowd; you are hardly ne-
tlced, but you have a drop, n spark
within you that may be felt through
eternity. Doyou belleve Jt? Bet thut
drop in motlon, give wings to that
spurk, and behold the results! It ma
renovate theworld ! Noneare too bmulﬁ
too feeble, too poor, to be of service,—
Think of this and act. Iife Is no trifle,

Give when you have; when God
gives It to you to give, 'This power Is
preclous, and may be brlef, and should
not be periled by the hazards of "future
business success. Certaln portlons or
proxortlous of your gains belong to
(od's charities. Have you aright to
risk them in the chances of your busi-
‘ness, any more than any other deposit
As a trustee, have you a right to ure
them for your own beneftt? Are you
not bouund to deal with them as with
any other filduciary moneys in your
hands, committed for keeping or defin-
ite uses, or collected for remlttance.




