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How sweet the rest that labor yields
E The hamble and the poor,
3 Where suts the patriarch of the fields
e Before his cottage door:

=+ The lark is singing in the sky,”
E The swallow 1n the eaves,
£ | And love is beaming in each eye
3 Beneath the summer leaves!

R

- The air amid the (ragrant bowers

i Supplies unpurchased health,

And hearts are bounding "mid the flowers
Move dear to bim than wealth !

] Peace, like the blessed sunlight, piays
- Aroand his hamble cot.

ied  And happy nights and cheerful days
Divide his lowly lot.

And when the village Sabbath bell
E Rings ont upon the gale,
k The father bows his head to tell
The music of its lnle—
A fresher verdure seems “to fill
Th=-fair anddewy sod,
And every infant tongue is etill,
To bear the word or God!

0, happy hearts ! —to Hlm w}:o “atills
. The ravens when they cry,

sunt. Really, you cannot nmiemand this' ¢ con-
- | tinually dropping’ of vexuuona, that waild wear
ouwt the patience of -a stone scbool-mtsueu, -1 be-
lieva 7 . A
“And what if you were mistaken, Mary t*
said Aunt Hanoab, laying herhmd on het shouil.

| der.

“ Why? Did you ever lgach, Aunt Hannah' 1
am sure there was no need of it; yoo were rich,
andVe——

She glanced around ber, without ﬁmsbmg her
senfence.

bat the penmleu would go\hrongh,” said the lady,
lavghyng.

She grew grave asshe added—
. ““Shall I give you a leaf of my owa life’s expe-
rience, May? . You may distil sorge balsam trom
wy

“Oh! yes, aunt,” answered Maty, with deep
“interest, bending over until her curls rested on
ithe old lady’s brown eilk apton. “ But first tell
;me how you came to teach? If it was f.om the
love of teaching, you can nevet sympathise with
me! (4]
'/Aunt Hannah stroked Mary's soft hair‘,audlooked

) nxéadily, almoet sadly, into her hazel eyes for a few

minutes, withoot speaking.

. “1see a dream within these eyes, Mary,” she
said, at last in alow deep tone—* a dream thai lies
in your heart’s core! No, do not drop the lashes ;
let me read, and recollect thus the dream that bad.

And makes the lily "neath the hills
8o glorious to the eye—

The trusting patriarch prays, to bless
His labors with increase ;

Such * ways are ways of pleasantress,”
Aad sll such “ paths are peace !”

‘:‘ p——— Sm——

bi Selected @ale.

THETEAO’HER S TRIAL AND REW ARD.

BY MARY IRVING

«Oh, il is a thankless task 10 teach !” exclaimed
| Wary, as st drew off her school bonnei, after a
- nmmer day's haed toil.

“What naw Mary 77 asked her hostess,, geuily,
«oking up wizh an inquiring smile,

’ Mary 10ssed hersell inio the beckoning arms of

4 -e cimson-curhioned rocking-chair, au { ehook
¥ {wwa ber curls over her flushed cheeks.

.\ Nothing sa very new nor sirange to be sure.
B! |4 eacher’s trials are Like—like thase troublesome’
¥ ' mosquitoes,” the sutd, crushing, as ehe spoke, one

Wihe melodious nsects upon her hand, impatient:

fib (hn are lutle to meet and conquer singly, but,

aming n swarms, and without cessauon, lhey
e i‘nﬂ one's nerves to distraction 1
" i She grew eloquent as she recovered breath, and
E. Jrenton: '
4 VThere is a fine drupery of tomance thrown

voot the ideal of teaching, that will bear liule ol
e rough handling of reality. {tis delighiful in per-
iective—his' enthroning yourself on a pyramid of
{muag hearts, w hose npgushings are 1o wafl you in
- {eserenth heaven of self-complacency. It is de-
Fci0us 10 tancy yourselt the prime mover o! an
decirical battery, whose wires shall vibrate simul-
mveous!y'in a hundred.small breasts, at youglight
; wiouch.  But delusion is wnitten on all those day’
. dtams ! You seat yourself on that magic platform,
R 1 qveen, ard you are disenchanied into a servant
A “wivants.  The eyes whicli you pictured turning
" 3 110086 the sunflower to the sun, are wande'cing
K4 §rerdesk and bench in search of paper bails, quill

% - q s, or what nots of misehievous contrivance.—

e § 1 ‘young aflections’ are bestowed vpon jack-
tures and long-tailed kites ; and the ¢ youthiu! am-
dugn’ works 1tseif out through heels and hands,
wead ot head. You hammer away upon your
n longs, with fittle enough impression upon peb-
¥ souls before ycu! Don’t shake you head so
ngerly, Aunt Hannah! 1 know my duty, and |
vl not shrink fiom it jorthese obstacles ; but eome-
4§ 'wes the do swell mountain high !”7 )
“Aont Hannah,” as Mary called her by the re-
lomship of affeetion,.not of kindred blood, was a
tmog.liearted apinster—yes, s veritable ¢ old maid’
=0l fily years or more, She was calm and Qua-
Ielike in her manners and in her dress; but her
thments were furnished in a siyle of comfortable
tigance, that made thern peculiarly attractive (o
toung eyes Being a ¢ lone woman,’ and a woman
o fortane, she usually bound to her hearth some
tad, warm, young heart, and kept her own son!
h‘med in its fountgin of fresh life. Her house wai
thome tor the homeless; and who is 8o homeless
Uayoung teacher in a sirange city? So thought
the king olg lady, at least when she took Mary o
ber bt and home as a daughter.

Uy was a sunny-spiriled creaturs, mot often

*adowed by an eclipte of disconragement; but
®hen the cloud came, the shower inust follotw. So,
the suddepty dropped her-face on her-herde, at'the’

¥ tentence of her litile oration, and ‘butst into
fears, like 2 homesick child.

Aunl Hannah quietly laid aside her darning: nee.
dle and basket, pushed. ber.. speciacles op on her
brehead, and sat fooking at the erying gul wuh &
4 ‘mile, hall-arch, halt sympathizing. '

%= I Cheerup, my bird!” she exclaimed, at las!,
f§ laning forward. ¢ Why, you should toss ofl your
-3 burden at the school-room door.” «

“Iknow [ should not bring it home, 1o plague
fou wih it, dear, kind aunt. But do let me ery;
2l ' does me good, once in & while!”

“Not « moment " insisted the old {aly, good
tumoredly, ‘¢ or | shall write to Frank to morrow,
‘“ling him that you are tired of achool-!ife in New
ﬁ‘glmd and wood prefer & touch of * iie i in the |

e -

i1 “Oh nonsense !” ‘interrupled Mary, lookmg np,

‘8hing, and laoghing in spite of bm%ll as she

the comer of her handkerchiel. 1 will be
306 of a woman, there! But the childish feeling

"illeome over.me in some moments. ¥ou don

k-

[E—

4
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n .

heaven long ago !

¢ 1 did not mean to pain you, aunt,”’” whispared
Mary, pressing hec lips to the withered hand that
rested on her aunt’s lap. ¢ Forgire my inquisilive-
ness.”

\“ll does not pain me, Mary,”’ she answered,
cheerfully ; ““for why should the thought ol that
which is immortal pain? But I will nol sadden
you with what your young loving, and loved heast
would call a sad story lo-night. 1 will only say
that at the,age of nineteen I found myself, by
one stroke, cut aloof from lite’s joys and hopes,and
dnven lo Life’s Juties for the support ot an exis-
tence that was long like a withered rose leaf.”

She drew herselt up, took outber knilting and
commenced her story with anﬁﬁ%’;:;i“‘.

“L-became in ehont, Mary, a district school
ma’am, in a small country village, actually liom
choice. Bat it wds in none of your romantic liitle
country school house: that I found myself en.
sconsed—no white, green blinded elm-shaded nook
of scignce—uor even a neat corn field. No; a
bare, bland, and weather-blackened establishment,
unshaded by, shrub, tree, or blind, in the exact tri.
angle formed by three dusty roads, was my seat ol
empite.

1t was a summer.school—lalies at that day
tavght only in the melting season. My scholars
were generally the * lesser iry,” whose brothers and
sisters were detained al home, meanwhile, to cul.
uvate domestic science in the cheese.room or ha;"-
field. Small as they . were, however, they wete
large envugh to embody the imps of mischiefl that
always lurk about the walls of the school-house.—
But | pass them and their pranks long since re.
‘membered only to be smiled- at. The two largest
ol my pupils shall be the heroes of my story.—
They were only sizable ecions in my nursery of
shooling ideas, eud, us such, namrally assumed im
portance.

¢ One was the minisier’s son—a hlgh- rowed
and high-souled bby of fifieen—pale and preco.
cious, enthusiastic in his love of the beautiful, any
hie love ot his books He was a boy amony athou
sand. The snows ot the ‘ Jungfrau,’ whose legend
you were last night reading, cannot be pures of con
tamination from the world beneath, than wus his
young eoul ot that world’s debasing influences.—
But he was not cold hearled paragon of perfeclion,
caryed 1n ice—my gentle, loving Eddie! His blue
eye~—I can see it now, looking ap at me from hws
brown pine desk, over v.-htch he was bending close-

ly—-alas foo closely ! and always poured a brighter
gleam from its inper foontain ol light as it met
mine. His favls—if they could be called tauls—
were all involuntary. 1 | telt constrained, by con.
sistency, to ieprove him for the work of some
musing momen!, my voice unconsciously look a
sofier lone, and my eye catching the reflection of
his winning glance, contradisted the reprimand —
‘Such was Eddie Carroll—my prodigy, my pride, -

“ A very different youngsier was Masier Walier
Rajeigh R——, a year the senior of Eddie, bot
scarcely towering abcve the \all, slender.boy.——
Walter was the oaly child of the widow cf a na-
val officer, who was passing the summer in the
coumtry air. for the remolgnon of her health, and
who wishgd 10 have heskilful bat darling boy cul-
tivating the talents which he was disposed 10 squan
der. He had been seared among city influences,
and induiged, as 1 then thought, to bis ruin. |}
scarcely wondered at this, for his face was one
stamped by Nature béawiful and noble, and hix
turbolent will was quile enough to bear down the
jodgment of 3 gnel’ -bowed invalid like his mother,
He had, as the saying is, ¢ sean a linle of the world’
—quia 100 mich tor his years—and fancied him.
self equal to all exigences, auperior lo all authority.
Yet, when his cloak of obstinacy was thrown oft, he
could be as generous and gallant as his namesake
of old.

“0Ot course, ¢ Sir Walter’ was not going 10 sur-
render, uncondi:ionally, his citadel of pride. and
perverseness o a country schoolmisiress—one, 190,
ufon whom he could litérally ¢ look down. - He
was a mos! provoking 1histle in my eacelully-tend.
ed garden, springing up everyw’he:e to annoy and
baffle me, .Was a caricalure chalked on the bluck-
board—I knesw the hand ni a glance. Was an nn
fortunate puppy tethered to' my desk, or & sign of
¢ Blackainithing’ posled over the school- -room door
—each bare witness 1o my own mind of the perpe-
trator, although he-managed advoitly to elude proof.
1f a laugh went around the school-room, 1 eould

-

. Yoy wnythir g about the trals of 3 pablic schoof,

nevei turn imy. eyes so quicklj to ihe corner wﬁl‘iz
it commenced, a- not to fiad Master. Wallar beu

L

“ And you think teaching a penance, which none,

ded and grew in my heart, once—lransplanted to ;

| and a sneer.

ing with most lmpellmbnbla gravity over his slnle >

or book, biried it m o!;'xggsesuem.e And When ‘call-
1mperlmemly, though’ not nn«mcefully, lo my desk,
and look me in the face with an air that saud, as
plainly as words, ‘1 am 8 lord of creaion—who
are you !’ Reasoning and reproof fell on him like
hail-siones on an Alpine glacier; they slid off,
leaving the same unhumbled smile upon his half-
curved lips. With a‘cool nod he would toss back
his dark curls; give a-wink to tlig school, and stalk
10 his seal.

‘ ‘,He became a sort of omnipresenl nuisance 1o |
iy peace.

1 was ashamed;to complain of him,
and thus coufess that I had fdiled in management;
but he haunted oy dreams a{ night, and my
thooghts by day. [ used, at lasy, fairly o remble
at his entrance, and -almoust fear 10 liit my. eyes (o
him, .

At length he ventured upon a tick of more cou-
sequerce.

“One morning after the 4th of July, when [ walk-
ed into the school-room, 1 found the children clus-
tered about a heap of fragmeuts of fire-works, on

the hearth. They had evidently been tossed down '

tlie low chimney, and had flown hither and thither,
at no little 1isk, blackening the walls and desks in
many places. )

“Whodid this?’ Texclaimed, io dismay, tho’
with liitle hope of any answer,

¢ Tt was Walter R——, ma’am,” exclaimed (wo.

1 did Eddie.

* Nothing testores sell-sespect-and good humor
10 a culprit eo eflectually as.the commission of an
errand, be il ever so shght. Walter came back with
a countenance almost cleared, bringing a ‘quantity
-ol the fragrant flowers. ] openied my Botany, and
willed him to stay, while 1 found the description
of the plant, and explained the hard, dry terms that
defined it. Then, as [ laid it between papers (o
press, his wondering eyes followed every maotion.

1 don’t think 1 sbould like a herbatiam,”’ he
said, blunily, at last looking down &t a fresh flower
which he was yet twirlinz in his fingers.

“ Why not?” said {. « The flower you are hold-
will tade—the flowers which yon leit on the stalk,
will lade. This one, though it ia crushed tor a lit.
tle while, will not fade, but will keep it forra and
remnant of ils beaaty.”?

“ Well, [ think J should like to slndy flowers, at
any rate,” he said, with interest,

1 will teach you as far as | can, with a great
deal of pleasure,” § said as I arose ‘o ring the bell.

When [ paseed him, in retorning to my seat, 1
whispered, ¢ Is it hard to keep good resolutions,
Waller¥”” He started and blushed deeply, for the
firsl time, but took his seat in silence.

“ From that day I found little totrouble my peace
in Walter. He redeemed his pledge most honora-
bly and still he kept aloof irom me, as though
ushamed of his former conduct, and yet afraid 1o
show that shame. He did not giow 10 my heart us
But | mourned the day of his retorn 1o

of the hle boys together; I saw him climb the | jhe distant city of snares and temptations, and sigh-

tool, and fire Jown the suibs and crackers,” add-

“ed, as I said 10 myself. ¢ Wouold that noble boy

ed one, “ and he said, too, Who cares tor that title i mmhl be saved '

Miss Williw1?

“My womanly dignity and indignation were
fully aroused, At the instams Walter entered, whist-
ling ¢ Yankee Doodle’ as he moved 1o his seat, |
called the school to order-and rilence.

“The boy that causel this disorder will please
remove the fragments,” said 1,

Not a muscle stirred. , .

1 tarned Jeliberately to the oftender, and; fucing
his dating look, said—

“ Walter, you sit convicted of this act, by the
testimony of your school-mates. Have you any ex-
cuse lo give ¥’ -

There was a moment’s pause, in_ which Walter
studied the expression of my fixed eye; then clear
and calm as a bell, his voice rang out—

*No ma’am !” o

“Then your sense of honor will tell you what
is expected of you, Watter! No one else is 10 re-
move this rubbish,” | added, turning 10 the other

scholars,

His lips pressed each other more firmly; bui he
turned with apparent jodsfference, to his bouks,
with something now and then, between a emile
{ 100k note of all, but took no notice,
by word of him or of his lessoas. Duting the noon
intermission | thought he might relani. But no;
the hour of two brought us both o our places in
the yet untidy school room. | grew desperate. |
felt that a crisis had' come in my reign, and it must
be met -

“ Walter R—— will please stop a moment afier
school,” said 1, as [ disbanded my litile arny for
the night.

He Kep! bis seat, while the others walked away.
Eddie was the last 1o leave, and, as he passed
through the doorway, he sen back 1o-me a look of
mingled anxiety snd eympathy, that eootbed and
strengther.ed my hearl. My culprit came up, bold.
ly, 1o my side and contronted me witn his willul.
black" eyes. -

“ Walter, | began, quietly, ¢ this is wonhy ol
a hero! A wighiy chevshier a boy of sixteen must
be, who underiakes 1o dispute the authorsy of a
young lady, shorter than hunselt, and mistress of
some thiny Jitle conutry ctuldren !’

His.assurance was racher taken aback by this
unexpec.ed lone, and the first shade of a blush
marked a momeatary confusion.

¢ | would be your friend, it I could, Walter. You
see, very well, that in this room | must and shall
be obeyed. If you choase 1o absent yourselt from
thie room, very well. [ have nothing 10 do with
boys lav old to be gentlemen 1"

l saw his lips arch slightly, and added—

1T you really wish iny assistance in your
studies, Walter, should you not make me some re-
wain.”’

No anawer.
my Atlas.”

- ¢ Do.you nat owe me the aseistance of your ex.
ample, in maintaining law and order among the
younger ones? Wou!d you think litle of the obe-
dience and the respect of your oldest scholar? |
leave this.to your conscience and to your honor !*

We parted without another word.

¢ [ was not surprised, ahthough I was greatly re.
lieved, on entering my premisesthe next morning,
10 find the ¢ swept and garnished.”” The scholars
had asserubled. [ rang the bell immediately, 10
prever:t.all needless observations. \Valter wae soon
in his sea, with a bright spat under each eye, and
lips that seemed striggling 10 regain their usual
expres:10n of pride. 1 eaw and pilied the conflic,
espacially when I ook a eealed paper from my
desk and read—

“1 beg pardon, Miss Willis, for my offence
against law and order.  You ehall ind me a sup.

poriec of both.”
% At the first moment of recéss, the boys sprang

mmnl{uomly out. [ stepped near the dnor to

listen.
“Ha, ha! so. you had to clear up, after all,

sir!” crjed the boy who had been my first m{or-

mer.
o What's that to you, picaninny Pete 1’ relorted

the sharp tone of Walier ; % babies | m:ly mmd their
own business.?
"4t And big boys; better mind thewr own brag '
drawled ,lhe other,iwith a hectosing chockle.
«Harsh words fallowed fast, acd blows were als
ready pn ;he way lcallod mddenly fmmlbomne

slepA-
A Walmr' mll you bting me a eprig of that wdd

honeysuiekl in ‘e £ It 1y onder' I wantit ot my

3

"His hand played with the leaves of

J bc@ianum."‘

a » o

“ Turee years laler found me in the sunny Sowh,
I was passing the winter in the uplands ol Georgia.
when [ jeceived a letter from Mr. Carrolt, Eddie’s
father. He informed me hat his poor boy had lefl
college, appareuly “far gone in a consumption,”’
and that he had been ordered South, as a furlom
hope.

“ My heart bleeds that [ cannot go with him,"
the letter ran, “and pillow his head oa a father’s
breast, in the struggle which 1 fear is too near. Bul
you know why that cannol be. Iiis"a great conso-
lation (o feel that he will be in the neighborhood cf
one kind friend. 1 know how you have tefriended
y precious boy, and [ am sure you will not with.
draw your kind offices now, when they will be his
only solace in a strange land.”

“A few weeks later [ met the invalid himeell.—
He sat propped up by sofa cna‘hmnu with the lorid
bectic on his cheeks, and that: unnamral Jightin hig
eyes which seeme 10 pierce the shadow of death,
Was itmy Eddie, indeed? that tall emanciated,
spiritnalized beinga. His voice was all that remind-
ed me of the school-boy, as hs started up with fe-
verish animalion, and, exclaiming, * Miss Willis 1"
sank back on his couch of coshious. 1 did not then
ask him any questions ; for evidently the sight of
my face had awakened thoughts whioch. distressed
him. These he afierwards coufided 1o me, in one
of the many evenings that I ‘spent in soothing his
suflerings and restlessness.

% Oh, Miss Willie " he exclaimed seizing my
hnud and pressing it againsl his burning forehead

—' 19 die 50 young '’

“ Words of comfort would have done. no good,
and | only pressed his thin hand, in token of eym-
pathy.

“ Do you remember.” and he smiled sadly ashe
fooked up, ¢ what an ambitious boy | was, when
1 used 10 sit upon that bench just belore your desk,
in that old school-house at home? You did wnot
kaow half the dreams that dazzied me, half the
plans 1 formed, and have rince formed for life—and
now my life is ended !

« Did nat your plan reach beyond life, Edward ¥’
I winspered. A spasm shook hisslight frame, us

'he again covered his face and was silent.

“ Ambition hatibeen the idol o which poor Eddie
bad given himsel{ a living sacrifice. 1i was hard
10 say ¢ Thy will be done!” '

-4 But he did say i, as he lay in child-like help-
Jessness, not many days after, waiting patiently for
the Angel of Deaihi 10 unlock (he gate ol a new lile
that haa no sickness, no disappoiniment, no end !
¢+ 1] plarted alaorel on Eddie’s grave, and a sen-
sitive plant beside t—mute emblems of the spiri,
that had struggled in the frail form below, ¢ Why
was he taken 1 1 'aked with tears, as | tarned from
itihe tastiime ; ¢ had the wicked world no need
ot his pure spirit * How many hundreds it might of
spared before him!" Thus we complain, ehort.
sighted gropers along the shore of eteruity !

Aunt Haunah paused for the first lime, and sat
poising her needles upon her idle fingers, s thougls
buoried in reverie, Mary diew a deep breaih and
a~-ked, solily , al last—

« And what of your self.willed boy, aunt, yoor
Walter? Did he never cross your track again 1"

¢ My Waliar 1”7 exclaimed the old lady, bright
sning up. ¢ You shall heav! { was thinking how
many yeara had passed since my first journey to
the Westera conutry. 1t seems more than twenty ;
and yet t can ha:dly be,” she said as il reckoning,
with her eyes fixed .on Mary,

“ Well, tr:enty years ago | was floating down
the Ohio, on a fine seamboat ; that is, fine for
those daye. [ was alone, and rather adventurons.
But I had ‘an unconquerable curivsily (o see the
grand old woods of  the\Vesl’” in theirglory. They
were all arourd me then. 1suppose I shoold te
forced to sail mony a long mils beyond the Ohio,
now a-days, to fiud the Wesi, I was slanding by
the railing of the guards, enjnying the waving pano-
rama, when a litile’boy about four years old, came
roaning by me. His sofi “hair streamed back on
the wind, and his from his nurse in the cabin.

« Franky " called a shrill vaice, and a woolly
head was thrist ihrough the eabin doorway.
«Come here, Franky, rogue. ”

No, no! don’t want lo} egclaimed * Franky,
rogue,” in high gles; backing towards the railing
ot the boat, a8 she pur;ued bim. Al al once he
knocked a pdit of thé guxrd étose’ by the gangway,

that had been carelessly’ Tastened. Tt gave way,
and; llumbhng back e’ was jusi fallig over ihe
voa's side, when | cnnlhtb.\l vehel frock by lha

|

& uver ihe daik bive wa-

skart, and behl hlm hangm
tors, ) ,

.Nurse and child each gaye a eeream loud enough
lo bring crew and pzueuge'u' 10 our assistance —
Amonyg them was a yonng ymman i a while Jeess-
ing gown, with her long|hair hall braided, half
streaming, (0 her waist. She looked. mare iike a
startle sunhears than anyiiing else, as she bouinl-
ed through the crowd with @ mother’s eneray, and
cauglidd her rescued boy in'her arms. +:Dh Y’ ehe
breathed, folding him 10 hef hieart, The nurse soon
told her the story, and, tutnjng to me, stie caught
my hand, and looking up fe arfully, she said, # His
father will bless you for this! Oh! could 1 have
met him with oné child wanting ¥’ Then sesming
to recover conscicusness of| her di-habille, she glid-
ed back into her state-room, carrying her tieasvre

“ About an hour afierwafds, as 1 sat swdying the
countenances that moved gp and down tho cabin,
Master Prarky’s head peeped from belind a cur-
tain, and soon he made his appearance in'full, and
fastened by une finger to his mother, who hed re-
gained her composuvre. Now, in a neat travelling
dress, with a face above the order of a ‘common
beauty, she seemed a petite embodiment of grace
fal dignity. The nurse followed with a year old
baby with peachy cheeks, dml. bloe eyes and dim-
pled hands.

| lored the litle boy tn) my ride, aml asked his
mother's permission to take him upon deck, as he
seemed restless from confinement, !

“Certainty I can trust him with youn, if you wilt
take the trouble of watching him,”" che replied.—
“ Franky is a sal rogue!” [The smile that Jimpled
her face as she said this, mruulled the shake vt the
head that accompanied it

*So you are a mmns'er’ibny, are you? 19 | asked
of the liule fellow, afer fome remark from him
about his father, whom he jexpected to mset at L—
in a few hours, ,

¢ No,” said he ehaking his curls archly.

‘* What then, a doctor’d bay 17

“ ¢ No, no!"” he shonred| gleefully, * I’m apro.
fessor’s boy, that’s what 1dm ! I want 10 ¢limb that
rope tree. | don't want 1o{sit still.”’

4| found my task of guardian no very easy on&*
for the little fellow insisted|on being escarted over
the whole boat, and getting unswers o a thousand
and one Jroll guesrtious, ‘

The supper bell rang, a1d 1 saw the young moth.
er escorted 10 the head of & long table by the gen-
tlemanly captain, who, with knot of géntlemen,
seemed 3séiduous in dllentions to her. Franky
was called to her eide, and 1 loat him for a time

“ I nex! qanght sight of his ronnd, cuily pate,
cased in'a blue cap with gold tassels, as he ran 10!
my side, where | was+ia dmg ou dvck and shou. ‘
ed Here she is, mamma)! V've cal(.hed her!?

“His mother came form'\rd in bonnetand shawl; |
ready for landing at the \vhuf ot the city we were |
nearing. A bright glow bmke over her lace asshe |
laid ber tiny gloved hand gn my arm, and said— !
© ¢ My hosband must sek you, madame, il you
will permit 10 inwroduce you. He will soon be ou |
board. What name shalifl give bhim 77

@[ gave her my name.|

‘e 1 shall always remember i,” she gaid, with
energy. “ Frauky, dear, d 't go qui'e so neartle
side of the boal. Yuu halve mude ine tremuleome
all day. There ! papa isicoming soon. S:and by
me and look out for papa}!”

“ Qur boat struck the whail soon, and ithe ibuslle
and conlusion of landiny 2nd unlanding began —
Suddenly a 1all gentlemen pushed his way through
ihs army of lrishmen ou the pier, and sprang upon
deck with one bound

“ Franky clapped his hands and sereamed swith
delight; the baby crowed an echo of his glee,
though he knew not why! The young vite was al-
realy in the arms of her husband.

“L zzie' ' he exclaimell, but she did not speak a
word. She had forgoved me, T saw, and leeling
mysell quite an inuuvder,’l was turning away, when
she caught my slesve,

« Oh! Miss Wiliis ay ! Walter you muat thank
this lady, tor U cannot ! She has saved ocur boy trom
drowning !’ ’

“ Miss Willis! exclaimed (he gentleman, quick
ly, seizing my hand, and scrutinizing my face with
» pair of keen dark eyus-~the same, the very same !
My dear lady what chance sent you in this quarter
of the globe? Why, do you not recognige your
plague of schooldays, your thorn ju the bpirix,yom
culprit?” r

“ Can it be Walier B T asked,,
him in a kind o incredulous surpnse.

« Nobody but him self) dear Miss Wallis, and as
great a rogue as ever, as|Lizzie there can lealify.~
But this is no place fur parley ! Come! you are not
going on to-night?!  Youwshailnot! Here, fellow,
take ofl these trunks ! he called 10 a porier. -]
shall seule the question of y our Jdesuoation to-might,
leave or no leave; Misb Wiilis,”” he exclaimed
archly, as he turned to aanch for my trank, ¢ Yoo
ree Wal.er R——has not forﬂouen his disregard of
all powers that be !’

| never passed an eJ.ening of more uaslloyed
pleasure than the fitst evening in the home of iny
lotmer echolar, now Piofessor B~—— of-— Uns-
versily, and Lis girlish wife  \Valier had redeem-
ed the rich promise of genius that his youth had
given, in the face ol teypiations hat had beset his
path in no common degree. | saw at a glance the
lawless vehemence of his boyhood had been um-
ed into the broad current of urelul energy, and wa,
working mightly for hilmell amd lor the world.

¢ | usked him. one dayw-lor | cvas detained s
f close prisoner” by -his heanh not 3 few days—
when it was that he hadlchanged tfrom the idler 10
the ever-busy—ifrom tha waywaid to the enthusias:
tic being that he was., - b .

““{le paused a moment, and then with a ook

L4
iuto which bis loul’ponred s woild o[ mcuung,
said—

- 41t wae, Miss Willis then 1 axd a pnpcr upon
youl deek, pledged my support ta law and oider.—
Uink bless yon, ‘my teacher! my triend; MHegrasp-

i

. slaring at

» of earher days.

“ | will not weary you wuh a mueh louges sty
my patent Mary. 1t is enough to say thatthe hap-
piest days—yes, months, of my loer life yhave been
passed in thefamily of Protessor R , since theu
remaved (o a corrésponding post of usetuluess at
the East, or in the society of his ffrecious chillreo,
who come, like angels, 10 gladden my heanh and
hean,” '

Mary looked up with an inquiry on her surprise.
parted lips,  Aunt Hannab Yaid hes finger on them
with a smile of much meaning and much love,
while waih the o:her bund she gently drew a lock.
etfrom uts nesthing place over the blushing gil's -
heart.” .

lu shost, let me finizsh my stocy in propes siyle,
Mary. in ahiory, you bave et them here, have
loved shemn here—and™ she siruck a spring of the
locket, and held op a bright maaly face befora Ma-
ry’s spaikling eyes,

Y And my Mary, to-day, is the chosen bride of
1he 1ngish l-mnk), whose steps I have watched ou
more than 1he one day’s brief voyage of his childish
memory. God guide him through Earnb’s wildei-
ness lo Heaven—child ol my adopiion—son of iny
heart! Mary, the teachec’s trial was lizht ; has not
her reward' been great I’

Mary dropped her tear eprinkled cheek on her
{riend’s shoulder, put her arm around her, and whis-
pered—¢ Dear annt, mother of my hean! your les-
son shall not be Jost!”

*In due ceason ye shall reap, if ye faint not '
#aid the old lady, as shie lawd her hand on the.lore -
bicad of the youny teacher, where the last say ot
ewmnmer sonlight had just gone out in glory.

———

A Beavnirer Picrure —The man who etauds
upon his own eoil, who fecls that by the lawsotihe
laml in which he lives—by the la® of civilized
nations—he is the rightlul and exclusive owner ot
land he tills, is by the constitution of our nature
under a wholerome jufivence nol easily imbibed
by any other source. tle leels—other things being
equa'~more strongly than -another, the ‘racmr
of a man as the lord of an inamumate would. Of
this greal and wonderlul sphere which, fashivned .
by the haud of Gol and upheld by his power, ia
tolling through the heavene, a part is his—his from
the cenlié uf the sky. It is ihe space on which the
generahion before woved in 1is tound of duties, ar d
ilo leels himself connected by a ik with thoss
who tollow him, and to whom he is 10 Lionsmit a
home. Perhaps his farm has come down 10" him
liom lus father.

They have gone 1o their last home! but he can
trace their footseps over ihe scener of his daily
labors.  The roof which ehelers Lim was reared by
those 10 whom he owes his being. Some mterest-

“mg dumestic tradition is connected with every ch-

i closure.  The favorite fiui nee was [lanted by his
father's hioud. He eporicd in boyhoud beside he
brovk which still winds throngh the meadow
Fhrough the fields lies the path 10 the village school
He sull hears from the window
the voice of ihie Sabba b bell which called bis fa.
ther o the house ¢f God'; and near al hand s the
spot @ hiere his parents lai | down to rest, and vihere,
when his time has come, hie shall be !and by bis
ciuldren. Theee are lhe feelings of e owner of
the soil  Words cannot paint iliem ; they flow-out
of the deepest fountains of the henn, they are the
hie sp.ing of a fresh healihy and generous na ional
character.— Fduward Leaelt.
——e—

0%~ The name * fady” is an abbreviation of
the Saxon ¢ Jeofday,” which signifies *¢ bread gis-
ar.”? The Mistress ol a manor, st a tine when
utfluent famities resided constanily at their country
mansions, was accusiemed, once a week or oltener,
to distribute amony the poor a cestain quantity ot
bread. She bestowed the gilt with her own hand,
and made the hears of the needy glad by the solt
woids and gentle actions which accompanied her
benevolence. The widow and the orphan “ rose
up and called her bleseed ;? the desiituie aud this
afflicled recounted her praises; all classes of the
poor embalmed her in their affections aa the ¢ leot.
day,” the giver of bread and dispenser of comtost
a sorl of winist_ring epirit in a world of sorrow-
Who is a fudy now !

_————e——

© «“ Hk a8 NOT AN ENEMY IN Tie Worep''—
tlasn’t he! Well, we are sorry for him! For he
| has a mighty little charecter who has no enemies.
| He is no body who has net got plock enoughio get
an enemy. Give us raher, as oor ideal of virtua
and manliness, one who has many enemies—ons
who has candor, and learless love of the thing be
sees w be right. The man of earnest purposes,
strong will, and love of principle for its own sake,
must have enemies. Bul this, so far from beiug
ill, is o him a good Tha strong tree is mote
deeply rooted and fastened inahe soil by the blast
than ie sommer breeze. A man never knoww
how much there is of bhum untif Le has confronteyd
aud braved bi.ler opposition. .

—_—————

The followinz, fiom the Warsaw Miror, .x'
decidudly the best thing in the wood Jine we have
seen this winter:

 SixgrLaAR Transaction.—QOne day of last week,
a man, who lives not a great way fiom this village,
drew us two luads of woed, calling each load three-
guarters of a cord. Ou piling it, we found that
each load measured three.quuriers of .cord plump.
The case is &0 singular, that we think it worthy of
public notice, - We would give the man’s namé,
but fear all the village will be alter him for woud.

—————
Raprex’s Syrprisep.—A l.nl) at Columbus, is
Ohio, m'enl?y inguired of ihe spirit rappeis how
many children she had?.
 Fout,” rapped the spirit.
"4 The busband, started gt the reply, vepped up
and enguired: ..
-« How many children have 7 o
& Ty 1" answered the rapping mediom. . .,
« The husband and wife looked at sach olher
"with an odd smile in their faces, lor a myment, ang
lhou semained non Yplievers, There has been-a

-

od @Yy hand warmly, d}ppped it anid went basiily
out. YR A PP

nusicke made someukere.! ’



