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GOING HOME.

BEY FRANCIS BROWN.

We said that the days were evil,
We felt that they might be few,
For low was our fortune’s level,
And heavy the winters grew :
But one who had no possession
looked up to the azure dome,
And said, ia his simple fashion,
« Dear friends, we are going home |

« This world is the same dull market
That wearied its carliest sage ;

The times to the wise are dark yet,
And so hath been many an age,

Aod rich grow the toiling nations,
And red grow the battle spears,

And dreary with desolations
Roll onward the laden years.

 What need of the changless story,
Which time hath so often told ;
The spectre that follows glory,
The canker that comes with gold—
That wisdom, and strength, and honor,
Must fade like the far sea foam,
And death is the only winner ?
But, friends, we are going home!

 The homes we had hoped to rest in
Were open to sin and strife ;

The dreams that our youth was blest in,
Were not for the wear of life ;

For care can darken the cottage,
As well as the palace hearth,

And Lirth-rights are sold for pottage,
But never redeemed on earth.

“ The springs have gone by in sorrow.
The summers were grieved away,
And ever we feared to-morrow,
And ever we blame to-day,
In depths which the searcher sounded,
©n hills which the high heart clomb,
[lave trouble and toil abounded :
Buat friends we are going home!

* Our faith was the bravest builder,
Bat found net & stone of trust !
Our love was the fairest gilder,
But lavished its wealth on dust!
And time hath the fabric shaken,
And fortune the clay hath shown :
For much they have changed and taken,
But notking that was our own.

cht that to us made baser
The path which so many choose ;

The gifts there was found no place for :
The riches we could not use ;

t, that, when life was wintry,

ammer strain and tone ;

t) these, to our Kin and county,

Ikar friends we are going home !”

Communications.
(F --r ';e VB.V—::i’[-\rd Reporter) ‘
Human Dust.

It s a carions, though somewhat gloomy and
forbidding subject for speculation, to conjure

up what sinzalar mishaps and strange adven-
ires may befall this delicate dust of ours when
we have “shuffied off the mortal coil” and
consizned it, pale and lifeless to the tender
of the doctors, the elements and the

1

After 5o many years of intimacy, after shar-
2z Witk it the goed, the ill, the agreeable and
aad bitter, the joys and sorrows, the storms
2ad calms of the checkered scenes of life's great
' drama, what wonder that as we contemplate

g it aside, we should wish it an hovorable

erave, and hope to have inseribed on its tomb-

¢ flone and realized in its subsequent fate “re-
faiesal m pace”

3 Most expect to molder away in peace be-

scath the green sod of their native Lill or val-

3 keys surrounded by kindred, aad where the

f oaxd of friendship may guard sud adorn with

fowers the place of their sepulture. Bat the

arisiy Kiag imperiously serves his Aaleas cor-

#1500 his trembling victims and subjects them

s

A il

B 1227 peculiar tastes or particuiar predilections.

Nom

o 0p

i 3925 10 the reckless winds of heaven. Some,

down i the deep, dark, cavernous mines of
3¢ 2arth, overtaken and overwhelmed by the
2ighty cushing mass above them, are imbed-
- ded forever in the foundatious of the everlast-

= s

.4y Some pale before the biting, piercing breath

of ¢

B 7 tbe rede northern blast, and, wrapped in
J TU9az cheets of snow or enfolded in the
‘2ickribbed ice, bid defiance to corruption and

The fearful spirit of the storm wind
» Teeds with resistless fury over the arid wastes
4 the deserts, overpowering the luckless trav-
y s beneath the whirliag clouds and
A TTles bis dainty dust with their ever-shifting
§ S35 The poisonous blast of the simoon
e “z"“ the breath of the unwary wanderer and
; “aves bis stiffened corse to rot unbaried by |

&' m v
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again behold the spires of his village, hoping
at last to rest in its quiet churchyard ; but far
out upon the wide waste of waters, he goes
down to the solemn chambers of the deep,
amid the coral bowers and mysteries of the
mermaids, while aquatic monsters fiud in him
a horrid banquet or flee in dread his ghastly
clay. A zealous missionary goes forth to
carry light into the dark places and publish
tidings of peace and salvation in the habita-
tions of cruelty, fondly expecting, when his la-
bors are ended, to lic down with his fathers
amid the scenes of his childhood ; but ere long
a martyr to his sacred calling, he falls perhaps
by savage hands, and horrid monsters in hu-
man shape exultingly crown a disgusting repast
with his mutilated remains.

Some by the wasting pestilence, on foreign
shores, are cut down and rough hands rudely
consign them to a common receptacle of the
wretched aund friendless. The unfortanate,
destitute stanger who dies in the crowded city,
is quickly tumbled into the revolting pit of the
Potter’s field, or perhaps some youthfui aspir-
ing disciple of Esculapius displays his skill in
hacking and hewing the form divine by uncer-

stead of recliving in the lap of mother earth are
rudely rattled over by the morbid curiosity of
the living, and bis ghastly <kull grins in horrid

in the busy world aronnd it.
belles, who with studious care deck their faalt-
less forms and vie with each other in the cost-
liness and splendor of their attire, and who
haughtily shun and contemptuounsly look down
upon the sons and danghters of poverty, may
perhaps, when the hand of the grim spoiler has
stripped them of their gaudy trappings aud
shriveled their dainty flesh, share a com-
mon grave with the miserable inmates of the
prison and almshouse, and associate in closest
companionship with the most loathsome and
squalid of all that wear the human shape.—
Yet strange inconsistency !

That part which must so soon become a re-
volting mass of corruption snd mingle with the
sense-clods, is nourished and guarded with every

live to rise above the wrecks of ruined worlds, is

left to grovel in igmoraoce, and suffered to re-

it. M.

LeRaysville, July 10th 1857.

[Correspondence of the Bradford Reporter.)

Mgz. Eorror :—OQur great national anniver-
sary has again been “celebrated.” Again have
orators become eloquent over past glories and
present prosperity, and bands have grown en-
thusiastic with the spirit of ““ Yaukee Doo-
dle " and the “ Star-Spangled Banuner.”

‘darance vile,” withoat the least regard for

1 me vield their breath to the fierce spirit of
<@ 1o fames and the passing breeze scatters their

| ed in glowing words the struggles for liberty ;
| have rode high upon the eagle with wings of
| 2 - - -

| stars and stripes, as though it were a gigantic

! nightmare, and borrowed colors of the rain- |

i bow to paint this glorious arch of states. The
| cities have swarmed with  sojers " and the air
' bas been filled with the mausieof drum aad
! cannon. Youang mea, who sinc: planting time,
have devoted themselves strictly to the farm,
' bave improved the opportunity the day pre-
! sented to escort their ladies fair to the * do-
lings,” and patriotic  boys, fresh from the
« swimming-place,” have expended their last
picayune for fire-crackers with which to hover
the day and frighten people’s horses.

No doubt yon eujoyed your share of Ameri-
can I ndependence, Mr. Editor,—and if th
speeches were not too long and g-a-loriexs, the
seats too hard, the crowd too great and the
dinner too sparse, we have mo doabt you en-
joyed a pleasant time. We hope you did, es-
pecially if the Madam and the /iftle editers
bore you company. It is truly a fige sight to
contemplate—s great nation, patting aside
" for a time its pride in the all-absorbing pres-
ent. while it reviews the past in pational life ;

and all its component parts however mach dis-

| turbed by opposing political epinious, aniting
in the general harmouny of rejoicing. For we
do rejoice in the memories of the past. The
mellowed straios from the farsounding Harp
of our Revolution, come to us from the dis-
tance with a melancholy joy. It echoes the

| defeats and victories of our arms and canse, |

the deprivations of oar forefathers, repeats the
 stirring eloquence of the  times that tried

men's souls,” and sings in celestial strains the
' final triamph of liberty. Bat

$ “ Alas® Its chords of victory i
Are wet all o'er with homan tears

| —and this is why the memories of this day

{raunt famine and waa disease parsue the are so sacredly pleasaat—for no sound ever

Tearied emigrant in bis lovely journey scross weat to the heart whose arrow was uot fea-
" ' Plainc till baving sccomplished therr mis- thered by sadvess.
© i %% they cousign his wasted carca s to the  We, too, evjoyed an agreeable persoal
‘eader mercies of howling wolves that savage-  “ time” out of & uationa! affsir. We went

~

P\ 7 devour the vet palpitating flesh and lesve | around to Piperville—you know Piperrille —
54 ¥ =attered bones to bleach bepeath the piti- | It is a pleasant place, nestling smong the bills
=9 % storms of beaven. Some illstarred mari- Fike  besuty pesiling is s young maz's breast.”

e sails from his vative land fondiy dreaming | A< we did not observe your pleasant face

"3 tme o thefar of future when be shall  amoog the company we <127 tebe th

e hberty

emoniously carving his joints and exposing the |
hidden mysteries of frame ; and his bones in- |

mockery at the follies and iooleries enacting in |
The beaux and -

possible care, while the undying miad that wiil |

Pale |
faced boys, with not less of fauncy than enthu- |
siasm, in their maiden speeclies have recount- |

‘““ REGARDLESS OF DENUNCIATION FROM ANY QUARTER.”’
, BRADFORD COUNTY, PA., BY E. ’'MEARA GOODRICH.

to tell you about it. The scenery of the place
is rugged aud romantic, the ladies are fair,
and at this season of the year, and on this
day, it is altogether delightful. The little val-
ley with the Susquehanna winding through it,
the abrupt hills on the opposite side, the green
fieids and pleasant sunshine over all, combine
to make a bouquet for the eye, such as Mrs.
Jones is preparing for the resuscitation of the
“inner man.” The people of the place seem
somewhat like its scenery—you will find much

tures. You will be pleased with appearances
of flags and other preparations. No doubt
vou will detect the independent air of the place,
and will remember Mrs. Hemans’ eloquent
words,

* Who. with heart and eyes,
Could walk where Liberty has been, nor see
The shining foot-prints of her Deity,

Nor feel those god-like breathings in the air,
That mutely tells her spirit has been there.”

You think you observe it more particularly on
the outside of the crowd, where “ Young
{ American” Republicanism, with fire-crackers
i is hurrahing and “ hollerin.” You will see a
| truth in the words, for Xiberty can both be
i scen and smelled. The entertainment is an

| “ exhibition.”

the aid of foreign talent, and to contrive for
| itself home-made enjoyments?

are entertained.

So, while you are waiting with all anxiety
for the preparations to be concluded, yon will
no doubt be thinking of Tell's daring challenge

of Lord Percy and the yankee marksman—

cy yourself Patrick Henry demolishing the
! Parsons. Now the band, cousisting of a fid-
| dler and bass-drummer, strike up Yankee Doo-
: dle, and there is a general waking up ail over
| your borders, and you are filled with the spirit
! of "16. The curtain rises, and the manager
with his hat on, steps forward to read the pro-

gramme.

| images rise up before you of Demosthenes ad-
dressing the Athenians, or Fox and Lerd

swaying the British nation.
vou hear the measured tones of Bryant’s Than-
atopsis, or the burning rhapsodies of Parrha-
sius, the painter, over hisdying victim.
see, pecping out from behind the inner cur-

| voices ” float around you, and you almost lis-
ten for the melancholy tomes of the * May
Queen.” Bat yoa are doomed to disappoiut-
ment. When the cartain rises again, and
they start off with a “ Lecfure on Agricwltu-
ral Chemistry,” vou think it may be a mistake
—perhaps a joke. DBut when your fancied
friend Demosthiencs comes in as the “ Quack
Doctor ” or the * Irish piper,” and his eloquent
friend on the right as the *“ drunken Philoso-
pher,” though you may grant it good playiog,

and be proportionably pleased, you will cer-
tainly be éisappointed. And when the bright
! eves come out in the character of Widow Be-
dott, or “ Cathalien " or “ Sally.” though they
are well sustained, as a=y character sach
“Dbright eves ” undertook would be, ret your

disappointment is none the less.
rally think that such amusement might be ze-
companied by high intellectaal taste, and free-
dom from anything that would offend = deli-
cate ear, and that perhaps the Irish piper acd
Bedott trash are idly chosen. Daut bless your
soul—No sir ! It's philosophy—the philosophy
of Pipervilie. They agree with you in the
main, but don’t you Know, sir, that they bave

enough of such things on Sunday, and at other !
times, and that this is Independence day ?— !
Seriousness and eloquence and their kin gra-|

ces, though they may be appropriate now,
have other times allotted for their sufficient
sway, and ordinary shackles and church rules
needn’t be insisted on with sach strietness on
the glorious fourth !—Aud when at last out
| of the thirty selections, you do get 3 taste of
the sewsible in 8 part of Dr. Warren's Oration,

or 8 touch of the sublime in Lochiel’s Warn- |

ing, you thank your stars for whatever gave
Campbeil such * mystical love,” and that

'« coming events " did ** cast their shadows be-

fore "—him, and bless Dr. Warren for ever
baving written sn oration.
joy, and perhaps wish that the programme

was richer in it, bat when the exercises of the .

day close up with a graud * bear-danee,” your
patriotism commences to look sheepish, and

beauty and agreeableness among rougher fea- |
| beautiful sentiments and noble thoughts would |

Is it not well for young genius |
SRS AP U T8 S | and now we must administer to the wants of |
By this means '
many ends are attained. The day is more |
feelingly commemorated and enjoyed, when |
our dearest interests—in those of our yonng |
friends—are mingled on the occasion in happy !
union with pride of country, and at the same |
time young talent is encouraged and our friends |

to Tyranny, Rolla and Peruvians, or perhaps |

till you become quite excited, and almost fan- |

You observe with pleasure his fine |
| face, manly figure and grace of movement, and |

main wholly neglected and unfitted for its lu-z as you hear the eloquent tones of his voice, |

troduction to the wondrous scenes that await |

Chatham, with their commanding eloquence |
You half fancy |

You !
tain, such pleasant faces and bright eyes, that |

instantly visions of Joan, the Heroine of Or- :
leans, the * Schoolmistress™ and the “ Two |

You pato-!

The music you en- '

ly coffeed. But bless you, you are wrong !
you are not up to the * philosophy ” of Piper-
ville.

As you glance over the audieunce, you think
what an effect a different course of oratory
might have made. How that in every beat-
ing bosom before you there dwells a glowing
spirit and a mind, coursing over a world of
thought as wide as your own ; and awaydown
in the depths of each bosom, perhaps buried,
there are deep feelings, which eloquent words
and stirring action might touch, and where

' meet a hearty response. And you tell your-
| self how easily this is attained by an ** exhibi-
| tion,” where young men are spurned on to re-
| new the eloquence of the great minds of other
{ times, and young ladies are encouraged to add

| the beauty of their forms and the music of |

f their voices to enliven the scenes. We shall

| be rejoiced when every town over our coun-,
try, breaking as Piperville has, from the thral- |
| dom of custom, shall have its own * Celebra- |
!

H

(tion.” When interloping talent from abroad
| with grand orations, shall have been displaced
' by our own rational and domestic " intellectual
enjoyments.

But our mental has been entertained and

Your
{ faney, if you have a taste for the natural and
picturcsque, may bring up the refreshing idea
| of a pic-nic, with its cold turkey, chicken-pie

| the physical—we adjourn for supper.

! and plum cake—and all the accompaniments
of cool shade, hoquets and festoons around a
{rough table. Absurd, sir! The trouble of
preparing such a table in the grove, to be sure,
Lall lending a hand, would be little—but did
| you ever hear of any money being made by
‘:m_vbod_v out of a picnic? Preposterous—
| don’t mentionit ! The air of evening is balmy,
the company in fine spirits and supper goes off
well. Mrs. Jones is a good cook ! Patriot-
ism takes a sudden turn and speeches are
| drowned in gallantry, small-talk and coffee.
! It is well you brought a lady with you—Dbet-
ter you had been accompanied by two—for
let me whisper it in your ear as a bit of phil-
osophy known to but few outside of Piperville,
that he who brings f1co ladies has his supper
at Aalf-price, while the unfortunate fellow who
is not favored by the smiles or company of a

much from having no one to wait on, and is
consequently charged double-price.  1Us a way
they have of cynalizing things in Piperville !

talk of adopting it iuto our system of taxation,

whereby rich bachelors, and men without chil-

poor. Is pot this plan worthy of Piperville,
| Mr. Editor, and its philosophizing inhabitants?
After supper come the promenades, which

ciety is delightful, and after the promenades
come the other amusements of the evening.—
You do not repair relactantiy to the ball-room
when in the sunshive of beauty, and in the
whirl of the dance, the minutes wing pleasant-
Iy by. Or perhaps you do mot dance— Some
people dow’t.
room where * Blind Man's Baff,” =

In which case you zo to another
Suap-and-
catcli-em™ and the ““ Coach Story ™ make you
feel as though you were nof a dizuified editor:
and if for a moment your thouglits should wan-
der to Bunker Hill, the secret Convention, or
the Continental Congress, a charming pair of

such thoughts. Dat where all this time is the
Madam ? You have forgottea her. 1 fancy

I see her just ahead of me around the charm-
ed circle, (cAarsuing, I meant)—but be easy,

i sir, I shall catch her!

* Moseow.”

Did you ever play
Be careful or yon will havea

para to pay, and then you will have some hor- |

rid thing to do to redeem it.

Bat “ the Foarth 7 is so mear past that we
shall hardly have time to get home before =
breach is made on the fifth—and it closes up
s0 sgreeably that you vote most decidediy in
favor of * exhibitions.”

Decided!y yours,

East Piperviile, July 6th. Neo.

————

Yivxzes at Poyrzir —Go where you will |

you meet Americass. We had no sooner set

foot in Pompeii. and were busy exploring the |
temple of Isis aud the sacrificial alter, when in |

came three curioas Yankees and joined cur
party.
Vesavius, I discried a man sitting astride a
block of lava. I don’t know why, bat I mark-

1 advanced towatd him, I could not help so-

ticing the cool manner ia which heaud Vesa- |

vius were taking a morning smoke together.—

His long nine was run oat like a bowsprit, and

be took the whole as calmly asone would look

! upon the kitchen fire at home. As soon as ]
camge 8p with bim he bawled out.

' lavy ranond here! Any news dowa below 7
! Ye bain't tuckered aout—be ye 7"
!  On my asking him if he bad looked into the

you slmost fancy yourself in the vicinity of ' crater, be replied

the “ Bow'ry.” Perbaps you imagineit woald
' be better to have the substantial as a founda-
tion, with /ighter affairs mixed throagh gener-
ousiy for relief, —bettcr to bave yowr ~ofx

¢+’ tbap to bgre vou o o slighe

| “ Yass, bat I burnt the legs of my trowsers,

| thoagh I tell yor

| He tarsed out to be 3 maa from New Eng-

{ land, who came up from Marseille: to see the
voicapo, and s more defgbtful verdant gentle-

meg = ol ecingetn Ik These par's

{
Our goverument have lately beard of it, aund

dren are to support the large families of the l A .
‘ (the steel trap gall) and just give her a bag
She took it very kind till she;

it is needless to say, are delightful as your so- | A ! i
{ Sam he came ap and toid Jim to let Bet go. |
Jim told him to go to a far-off country whar

eves, or a pretty pair of lips soon banish all |

The other day on reaching the top of |

ed him at once ssone of my conatrymen. As |
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How Lager-Beer is Made.

This we had an opportunity to learn ona
late visit to the extensive brewery of Messrs
Humphries & Junemann, corner.of Fourth ana
E streets, Capitol Hill. This establishment,
opened on the 15th day of September last,
comprises a larze two story dwelling house,
to which is attached an extensive back building
of the same height, a pavilion forty feet square
overlooking one of most charming landscape
prospecets, in the vicinity, an harbor eaffording
a delicions shelter from the san’s rays, several
side booths extending down the whole length
of the groands, and last of all the brewery—
the whole enclosed by a high board fence, and
comprising 40,020 square feet of ground.

We enter the brewery, a:d the first object
that greets our eve is an extensive malt-boiler.
! This boiler is made of sheath copper, and is
| capable of Lolding 22 barrels, or 684 gallons.
' The malt is, after being ground, poured into

this kettle and Loiled four houars; then it is
dipped and goes to the malt-mash pit, where it
undergoes a rigid manipulation. It is then
returned to the kettle and boiled azain, then
sent back to the pit for another stirring up.—
This operation is repeated three several times
when it is placed in the boiler for the fourth
~and last time, on which cccasion the hops are
{ added. After this fourth boiling, the liquid
it drawn off and placed in the cooling-box or
| shoal-pit.
We now go to the cellar, which has a level
! entrance from the north side of the brewery.—

| After penetrating considerable distanee into

the solid earth, we descend a flight of steps

some 17 feet, and eunter the main cellar. On
' each side are piled up huge hogsheads, each
. holding 15 barrels, to the height of 15 feet.
| These are filled with the generous and cooling
i liquid called Lager-Beer. We now proceed to
| the furthest extent of this underground vaalt,
{and ate 188 feet from the eutrance, and up
| wards of 50 feet helow the surface, and pro-
| tected by a brick arch overhead.

Looking up through a shaft, which has been
sunk from the top, a small speck of daylight
is peceptible far above. This shaft admits
the Liose by which the liquid is conveyed from

sufficiency of common yeast to work it. Itis

when it is fit for use. The hogsheads are
placed on parallel sills or log sleepers, which

lager- beer.
{ six bundred barrels of beer. Since the pro-
| prietors commenced operation they have sold
! and given away some $2,400 worth.

 Lager” is a great institution andoubtedly
{ Dixon of the ““Sca/pe/” to the contrary not-

{ withstanding : and we shall not be sorry to see -
the day when malt beverages and home-grown |

f light wines, shall take the place of maddening
| alcoholic drinks.
—— e e

| ExporaTexvessee Frorre—Well, we dao-
{ ced avd hurrawed without any particular in-
| terest to happen till about three o'clock, when
| the darndest muss was kicked ap you ever see.
Jim Smith sot down alongside Bet Hoiden,

|
i

i bar fashion.
i seed Sam Heary a lockin’ on from behind
; about a dozen of gals, then she fel! to kickin’
and hollerin’, and a scratchin’ like wrath.—

hey give away brimstone and throw yoa in the
fire to burn it. Sam hit Jim strate between
the eyes, nod after a few licks the fizbting star-
ted. Oh, bush 7 It makes my mouth water
uow to think what a beantiful row we had.—
One feliow from Cady’s Cove knocked a hole
in the bottom of a fryin’ pan, ever Dan Tuck-
ter's head, and left it bangin’ roood his ueck,
the handle flvin’ about lLke a long tail cue,
and thar it hung till Jake Thurman cat it off
with a coal chisel pext day ! That was his
i share for that night sure. Another fellow got
kuocked into a meal barrel ; he was as mealy
as an Irish tater and as hot as a hoss radish;
when e busted the hoops and came out he
rared a few ! Two fellers fit out of the door,
down the hill into the creek, and there ended
it in a quiet way all alone. A\ peifect male
from Stock Creek bit me a wipe with a pair
of windiu’ Llades ; he made kindlin® wood of
them, and Ilit on him. We had it head and
t for a very I ime, ail over the house,
: bat if the trath mast be told and shame mv
kin, he warped me nice : jest to ¢ time |
bollered. The lickin" he gave me sorter unea-
sv and hostile fike ; it w
awake. The little fid
holdin® his= fidd!
in tone, for the fig 3
brisk. You are the one, thinks J, and jist
zrabbesd the dough tray and split it plnm over
{ his head ! He rotted down right thar and T
| paddied bis Uother end with one of the peices

ned my wolf wide

fightin” was zet

{ Whilst I weas melifving my feelings in that |
! &

} way, his gal stepped up behind me and feteh-
ed we a rake with the pot-heoks. Jule Saw-

i ver was thar, and jist senexed with her, right |

off, and a mizhty nice fite it was, Jule stripped

{ hang on a white fence.

fiddler, but oh, shaw! he couldn’t do hera

bit of zood ;: he was too busy rabbin’ his bro-;
ken head, and then his biistered extremities : |

so when I thought Jule bad given her a plen-
i tv, 1 puiled her off, and pat in a good humeor,
by givin her soft=awder. Welil, I thought
tat first if 1 had a driskd'd be aboat doge, =0
{ I started for the creek, and the first thinz I
| saw was more stars with my eves shut than |
ever did with them open. I locked aroand,

1

{and it was the kttle fiddier's big brother ! |
“Hallo, stranger ! pretty considerable lot of | | knowed what it meant, =0 we locked horas | to notes of mine in bis possession.

without 2 wond, thar ali alone, and I do thick
we fitan hoor. At last some of the fellers
bearn the jolts at the houose, they cum and dag
us out, for we had fit into a bole where a big
pine stump had bernt cat, and there we was,
up to our girths, 3 pegzin’ awsy face to face,
and no dedgin” — Ssm Sivt
3l e T
8&r The beart li%e t0c veins blecds tmest

readiiv when ~wara

the cooler to the hogsheads, where it gets a

then hermetrically sealed and not opened uutil |
it has remained in the hogsheads six months,, |

are calied lager in the German, bence the name !
In this cellar is stowed away .

ldle came scrongin’ past |
up over his bead to keep it

nz tolerabily !

aud checked her face nice, like a partridee net |
She holiered for her |

e ——————S—e—

Pravive 1o THE Porst.—A ecertain lawyer
who dwelt iz one of our New England towns
noted for his over-reaching and short comings
—during a revival came under convietion, and
requested prayers for the fartherance of his
conversation.  Ilis appeal was responded to
by one of the saintz, an eccentrie but very pi-
ous old man—honest, plain, biunt, square-toed
and flat-footed, who thas went at it ¢

“We dJdo most earmestly entreat thee, O
Lord, to sanetify our penitent brother, here ;
fill his heart with goodness and graee, so that
hie shall hereafter forsake his evil ways and
follow in the right path. We do not kneow,
however, that it is reqnired of him, who has
appropriated worldly goeds to himself unlawful-
ly and dishonestly, that he shall make restitu-
tion four-fold ; but we beseech thee to have
mercy on this, our erring brother, as it wonld
be impossible for bim to do that, and let him
off for the best he can do withont beggaring
him entirely, by paying tweuty-five cents on a
dollar.”

FERLY I P

Tur Corrace or Sciexce.—Courage in the
battle ficld is celebrated in history and song ;
bat little is said of the courage exhibited in
pursuing scientific investigations though often
displayed more real elements of Lravery than
ever were called into action in war. It is said
that when Arago and Dulong were employed
by the Freneh government upon the subject
of the construction and safety of steam boilers,
the task executed by the two phil was
one of as much danger as difficalty. barst-
ing of boilers to which they were constantly
exposed in a limited locality, was more hazard-
ous than than of shellz upon a battle field ;
and while military officers who assisted them—
men of tried courage in the conflict—grew pale
and fied from the scene, the sarans proceeded
cooliy to make their calenlation, and to observe
the temperature and pressure upon boilers al-
most at the very point of explosion.

Ax InriorL Repuken.—An inGdel, bLoast-
ing in a published letter that he had raised
two aeres of ““ Sunday corn,” which he intend-
' ed to devote to the purchase of infidel books,
adds : “ All the work done on it was done on
| Sunday, and it will yield some seventy bushels
to the acre ; so I don’t see but that Natare,
¢t Providence, has smiled upon my Sunday
work, however the priests or the Bible may
say that work done on that day never pros-
pers. My corn tells another story.” To this
the editor of an agricultural peper replies :—
“If the author of this shallow uonsense
, read the Bible half as much as he has the
! works of its opponents, ke would have known
{ that the great Ruler of the universe does not
{ always square up his aceouuts with mankind in
the month of October.”

How 10 Taxe ocr tRe Scext.—Sitting on
the piazza of the Cataract, was 8 young f
ish looking gentleman, Lis garments very hi
Iy scented with a mingled odor of musk and
cologne. A solemu-faced old man, after pas-
sing the dandy several times with a look of
aversion which drew general notice, suddenly
stopped and, in s confidential tone said.

‘“ Stranger, I know what'll take that scent
out of your clothes ; yoo——"

“What ! what ! do you mean, sir 7”7 said
the exquisite, fired with indignation, starting
from his chair.

“ 0, get mad, now—swear, pitch around
and fight hecause 3 man wants to do you a
kindness !” coolly replied the stranger. * Bat
I tell you I do Zrow what'll take out that
smeil—phew ! Yoo mast bury your clothes
—Dbury ‘em a day or two. Unele Josh got a
foul of a skunk, and he—"

At that instant there went up from the
crowd a simultaneous roar of merriment, and
the dandy very sensibly “ cleared the coop,”
aud rushed ap stairs,

— ————— - —

»2. Kraatsalaat's wife has & great faney
for conntry life, and insist< on keeping a hen
in the back yard, as Hood says, “to farmish
milk, Lotter and egge” for the family. The
other day she came to Krantsalaat in great
trepidation. My dear,” said she, “the hen
has commaiced to set. [ took the ezgs away
from her, aud she is setting now on the eorner
of the coal-bin, on an old axe-head !” “Weil,
my dedr,” responded Kransalaat, in his sub-
dued bilions way, “if the hen is setting on au
oid axe-head, it seems quite likely she may
bateh-it.”

= —

&=z Major N—— upon being asked if he
was serionsly injured by the barsting of a
steamer, replied * that he was not, as be had.
been blown up 0 many times by his wife, that
a mere steamer explosion had wo effect on him
whatever.”

; R s
| B2 A Biography of Robespierre, publish-
ed in a late Irish paper, coscludes with the
following remarkable sentence : * This extra-
ordizary man left no children behind him, ex-
| eept his brother, who was Killed at the same
time.” :
D —
i g Your hasband seems to be a great
favorite amoug the ladies,” said Mrs Jomes to
Mrs. Butterwood the other day
{ *Yes” said Mrs. B, bot for the life of me
I dou't see where they “find enything to like
—1I pever could.” s
i g it i
| g~ Tom—ilallo, Fred? what you writing -
Ipoetry 7 Fred—Yes, I'm writing 2n owed
| {ode) to my tailor. Tom—What's the time
and tupe 7 Fred-—Time sixty days. It's se:
H
i 8 An Irishman who fived in an ettic, be-
{ing ashed what pert of the house he ocempied,
| answered— if the house was twrmed fopsy
i turvy, I'd be Evin’ ou the finst oor.

sy | o
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