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Here is one of of those sweet faces
Made to light earth’s darkest place—
herein chidhood's playful archness brightens earnest
thought's repose—
She is fairer, purer, sweeter
Than when woman’s years shall greet her,
e s s the bud unblossomed sweeter than the ripen-
ed ruse.

There 13 no voluptuous splendor
In her face so pure, so tender—
Naugh of mid-summer perfection—'tls the promlse of
young June—

Naught of womanhepd’'s completeness,
But an innocent, a $Westness

Dearer far, as la the moraing lovulier than the perfect
moon.

Less an angel—more a woman,
Less etherial and more human .
Will she be, when five more Aprils shall have browned
each sunny curl--
She will seem another creature
Changed in heart, and hope, and feature.
When the woaN's cares and triali down the dreamings
of the aInvL.

Lapsed in bright and georgeous dreaming,
With romance's rose rays gleaming,
Yet she makes a gentle effort to awaken him fromits
power.
Conscious of a sphere of being
Just beyond ber tinted seeing,
Likea bee at morning drowsing ln & yet upopened
flower.

And she looks with childish wonder
Toward the misty realms beyoud her.
TWhere arecares and strifes and discords—toil for beart
and band and braia,
But she hearkens, all unfearing,
Like a young bird faintly hearing
rom beueath its mother's pinions, the rude rushing of
the rain. :

Time will be zo partial prescher—
Good #nd evil he will teach her,
Hopes ard fears will fill Ler bosom— joys and griefs will
tryitheir power ;
But the innocency tender
Haloing her brow with splendor,
Will depart as does a ralu-drop from the forehead of a |

flower. ;
{

As a woman she i3 fated ;
Ehe will be adorned and hated, |
Eucw all depths of joy and sorrow—see giad days and |
gloomy years ;
And her path that now lies glowing
Through green vales—by streams sweet flowing,
Will wind sadly thiough dark places where the grouud |
is wet with tears.

Ah, the‘* evil days” are nearing,
When, her day-dreams disappearing,
She will make to morn the absenct of this {reshuess foy
and trath,
And ber spirit backward turning
Will be vaguely, vainly yearning
For the tender light and gladoess of the moraing-laad of
youth,

Ah, that woman's gladdest laughter
Hus a mournful echo atar!
Ab, that time should sow wild diszord 'mid ber heart's
resounding strings !
Ah, thdt wealth and pride and power
8hould eclipse love's holy dower—
That earth’s roiling dust should gather oa her spirits
snowy wing !

ftay awhile, oh, dawning maiden !
Coming time with change is laden—
Lingering yet upon the threshold of tny womanhood’s
domain ; i
For as years around thee cluster,
Though they bring the added lustre,
They will take a bloum, a freshness tkat will never
come -again,

o~

~ Scleeted @aie.
A Blindfold Marnage.

—_————

The elite of the Court of Louis the X[V the
great monarch of Fraunce, were essembled in
the chapel of the great Trenton,to witgess the
uptials of Louis, Court of Frauche Compet—
8 natural son ot the King—with Lydouie,
Duchess de Baliverue, a worthless heiress.

Tue singular featare of the ceremeny wes,
that the bridegroom’s eyes were to be bandag-
ed with a white handkerchief.

This circomstance excited the wonder of all.
Had the bride beeu eld and ugly, they would
not have been surprised. Qa the centrary,she
was young and quite pretty.
~ The King aloue uuderstood this strange
freak of the bridegroom, aud though much eu-
raged, he pradeutly held his peace and suffered
the ceremony to proceed,

A few words will explein the motives of the
bridegroom.

Waen Liouis X1V came back from his great
campaign qa the Palativate, he deiermined to
Qnite lis son,whose valor and daring in the war
bud grestly pleased him,to ene of the wealthy
Wwards of the crown,

He propescd the union to the yoeng Du-
chess of Baliverene, and found her favorably
luclined.,

She had just come te -court, having just
emerged from the convent whore she had com-
Pleted her edacation.

She had seen the young Count often,though
be had never desigued to cast & glance apon
her.  She kuew he was brave snd. noble,
eud, she thought handsome. Tue barsinister
™ his escutcheon was no objection. She ac-
cepted him.

quurmqately, Lonis of Franche Compte,
who, like his father, was somcthing of a rep

1e, would not accept her.

. My son,” said the King, “ 1 have resolved
p.Jou shall marry.”

1 3¥ worthy sire and most excellent father,”
pied the Conut, “I have resolved to do
M thing

—

ood f‘wnd. He was pot io the babit

\

*

.
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I bave made a formal proposition in your
name, for the hand of the Duchess of Balive-
rene, andshe has accepted you,” said he
gravely.

** Doubtless,” sneered the young scapegrace,
*“ her taste is exgellent, and how could she re-
fuse me 2 Perhaps it would have been as well
to huve consulted my inclinations in this mat-
ter, I do ot wish to marry.”

‘“Are you iu love with any one '

“Nol”

“ Then love my Dachess. She s noble,
wealthy.’

“ I am tired of pretty women, they are sl-
ways fools.’

* Could you but see her, yon would be sure
to fall iu love with her.”

* I vever will see her,” answered the Count
deterwinedly.

“ See her or not,you shail marry her,” cried
the King io rage.

“If I do I'll marry ber. with my eyes shut,”
retarned the Count.

The King grew purple with passion.

** Harkye boy ! You owe me obedience as
subject and as a son. It is my will that you
bestow your band upon the Duchess de Bal-
ivereve. The wedding shall take place this
duy fortnight. Submit to my will with a
good grace, and I will create you a Duke on
your wedding day. Dare to disobey me, and
I will strip you of your title, and the lands
yoa ho!d from me, and cast you iuto the Bus-
tile ”

This was what had brooght the Count of
Franche Compe bliadfolded to be married.

The King swmiled gimly, but said notbing.
The Count placed the ring upon the finger
of his bride, but he did not salute ber, wod
when the cerewony wuas over be turned his |
back upon her, took the haudkerchief from |
his eyes, and walked deliberately out of the
chapple. '
Lydonie pouted her pretty lips, and was al- |
most ready to cry with vexation. 1'
The King took her in charge, escorted her I
to her carringe and they were couveyed to the |
hotel her hinsbaud occupied. |
“ Here you are, my dear,” said the Kiog, |
conduct ng her through the apartments he had |
expressly furnished for ber reception ; ** bere ;
you are, at home.” |
“ But where's my hnshund?” asked Lydouie. |
“Silly boy!” m ttered the Kiog looking very 1
wuch snuoyed.  ** Never wiud, wy dear, he i3
your husband ; the rest will come in time.”
“ What i3 the use of havivg a hasbsud if he |

* He shall look at yeu, or I'll send him to
the Bastile.”

* Oh, no,” cried Lydouie, *‘ donot force!
him to lock at me. It he has not curiosity

|
| will sot look at you ?”" pouted Liydouie. i
|

| enougrh to see what kiud of a wife he has, I'm |

sare 1 do not  wish to oblige him to look at |
me. | see how it is,” he continued, a sad ex- !
pression stealing over her couutevance. ** Sire, |
you have forced the Count iuto this union.”

The King canghed and looked guilty. |

“QOb,” cried Lydouie, with auguish, *“ he |
never loved me, then—he will never love we!”

“ Why should you cara ?”

* Because I leve Giw,” aaswered Lydouie |
innocently.

“ Love hio 7’ i

*Qh, so dearly; that is why I married him. |
I had loved him tfrom the momeut I first be-
held him. And now I am bis wife, he will |
pot feok at me.” :

Lydonie burst intoa flood of tears,and sauk |
upon a sofa.

Tihe King pitied her sincerely, bat what
could he do? He had forced him to marry
ber, but he could not ferce him to love her.

LHe thoazht of the Bastile. It would uvot
mauke bim love his wife to seud bim there.

“ Well, well,” be said, * you are bis wife.— |
{ will muke him a Duke, aud I duare say you'il |
find hiw bome before moruning.” '

With these words the King withdrew.

Lydouie was leit alone with her sorrow.—
But she was oot to droop long. She soon
dried ber tears, and looked all the vetter for
thew, like a rose after a shower.

Her old nur.e came iz,aud together they in- |
spected ber new home, which Ljdounie found !
eitireiy to her satisfaction.

The Count did uot come home that night.

A weak passed by aud be did not wake
his appearance. Lydonie came to the conclu-
sion he never would cowe.

She kuew it was useless to appeal to the
King. He had made Frauche Compte a
Duke, buat he could do nothing for her.

She determined to ascertain what ber has- |
band was about.

She dispatched a trosty servant for intelli-
geunce, aud,like all wives who place a spy upen
their husbands’ movemeats, she was vot at all
pleased with the news she received.

The Duke was plunging into all kinds of
di-sipation. He was making love to all the
pretty daughters of the shopkeepers in the
Roe St. Antoine.

Iu fact, for a newly-married man, his con-
duct was shawmeful.

“ Su leave me to rua after such canaille!”
excluimed Lydonie.

Sbe paused suddenly. An idea had enter-
ed her brain. She determined to act upon it.

While she is meditating upon it, let us see
what the Duke is about.

Oue night, abent eight days after his mar-
rigge, the Duke, plainly attired and muffled in
a cloak, reamed through the Faubourg St.
Auntouie, as was his went, in ques} of adven-
tares,

As he tarred the corner of one of ikose nar-
row lanes that intersected that quarter at that
period, & piercing shrick barst apon his ear,
mingled with suffocating cries for assistance.

The Duke's sword was out in an ingtant —
He was brave to rashness. Without & mo-
ment’s thonght he plunged into the lane.

He beheld a female straggling in the grasp
of a man. -

The man fled precipitately at his approach,
and the girl sank into bis arms, convalsively
exclaimed: —

* Suve me, oh, save me V

The Dake sheathed his sword and endeav-
ored to calm ber fears.

-

e

He led ber beneath the lamp that swang at
the corner.

* Why, you area perfect little heauty I”
be cried rapturously, avd in surprise.

The girl cast down ber eyes and blushed
deeply, and the Duke felt—the little hand
that rested upon bis arm tremble. But she
did not seem displeased.

* Do you reside in Paris ¥’

* Yes; but we have only been here a sbort
time—we came from Bellville—mother aod 1.”

*“ From the country, eh I” Where do you
live, my pretty blossom ?’

“ In Rue St. Helene.!

** What, that is sowe distance from here.—
Will you perwit me to escort you home. These
streets are dangerous, as you have fouud, to
one as beautiful a8 you are.’

“ I would very much like to have you sce
me howe—if—if

She paused and appeard confused.

“If what ?” asked the Duke, eagerly.

“If you would ounly be 8o goo—as to prom-
ise pot to—to—to—try to—Kiss me sgain,
if you please sir,” replicd the girl iunocently.

The Dukz was charmed. There was a siw-
plicity, a freshuess about this young girl which
pleased him.

* I give you my word as a gentleman,” he
said, frankly, *“ that uo action of mine shall
desplease you, if you accept of my escort.

She came to his side aud took bis arm with
confidence.

“ [ am vot afraid of you,” she caid, with
sweet simplicity ; * I know you are too good
to injure me.

The Duke blushed for the first time in—he
could uot remember bow mavy years—he koew
he was receiving & better character than be
deserved.

“What is your name ?” he asked, as they
proceeded on their way.

Bergeronette,’ ahe replied.

“ What s pretty name | And you live here
in Paris, all aloue with your mother.”

. YES "

] dure say you have plenly of :weet-
hearts 7’

** No, I haven't one.”

“ What, no oune that loves yoa ?”

“ None,” repiied Bergeronette, quite sadly.

“ Would you ot like a sweetheart 7"

“ Perbaps.”

“ You must be particular in your choice, or
you would have had a sweetheart before now.
What kind of oue would you lik ?”

I would like one,if you please,like—like,—

* Like who ¥”

“ L ke you.”

“Phew !” thought the Duake, *“ I am get
tiug on here. Now, is this cuuning, or is it
simplicity 7’

They walked on sometime in silence.

Bergerouette checked the Duke before a lit-
tle cottage, with a garden in front. There
was & wicket zate leading i.to the garden.

* Here is where [ live,” she said,

Sbe took a key from her girdle and unlocked
the gate.

“ Will she invite me to enter I Thought
the Duke—and the thought was father to the
wish.

“ God night, sir,” said Bergeronette, “‘and
many thauks for your kinduess.”

*She is a Diana !” was the Duke’s mental
reflection

* Shall T never have the pleasure of seeing
you nguiu !" said the Duke.

“ Do ycu wish it ?”" she said earnestly.

“ Most ardeutly.”

* I'il u:k my mother.”

An oath rose to the Duke’s lip, but he pra-
dently checked it.

“ Will you receive me to-morrow ?”’

“ You way cowe, if my mother is willing

| —pes.”

“I shall be sare.”

“ You will bave forgotten me by to-mor
row.”

I thall oot forget you.”

1 have heard my mother ray the mea ai-
ways protest more than they wean.”

* Your mother is ” the Duks paased,
and bit his lip.

“ What is she ?” asked DBergeronette arch-

ly.
« She is—right. Buat I mean what I say.

As sure as the morrow comes, so will 1.”
“ Come. Good night.
She turned from bkim, and was about to en-

i ter the garden.

“ Bergeronette.” he said quickly, “‘one kiss
before I go. Surely my forbearauce deserves

{ it.”

She made no answer, but she inclived her
head gently towads him. For a momeat she
lingered in his arms, and then tore herself from
his embrace and passed quickly through the

ate.
- The Duke determined to follow her. When
he placed his band against the gate he fonnd
it securely fasteved. Bergeronette had pru-
dently locked it after her. *

So the Duke went to his lodging—he had
taken bachelor apartments on his wedding day
—to dream of Bergeronette.

The next day be went to the cottage in
Rue St. Heleue.

He was received by Bergeronette timidiy,
and iutroducea |y her to her mother, a fine,
watronly dame,who sut quietly spinniog in the
coruer, and allowed the youong couple to rove
about the garden at will.

The Duke thought she was s very sensible
old woman.

The Duke departed. at the end of three
honrs, wore in love than ever.

He came every day for a fortnight, and ev-
day he pressed his sait. But there was only
one way in which Bergeronette could be won
—an honorable marriage.

The Duke was in despair snd at his wit’s
end. He had a stormy sceoe with the Kiog,
who threatened to send him to the Bastile if
he did not return to tbe Duchess.

So he came to Bergeronette, on the foar-
teenth day, to meke a final effort to obtain
her. They were aicae together in the gar-
den.

* Here me, Bergeronette,’ he cried, when
be bad exhausted every srgoment and foond
ber still rm, ‘' I swesr o you wire 1 fres,

this instant would I wed you. I will confess
it all to you. I bave told you that I am a Duke
de Fraocne Compt, and—1 am married.

“ Married ? echoed Bergeronette with &
smotherivg scream,

I was forced into this union by the King’s
commsand. 1 do not love my wife I have nev-
er even seen her face. I left her at the altar’s
foot, and we have pever met since. She pos-
sesses my title,but you alone possess my heart.
Fly with me. Io some distant land we may
dwell in happioess, blessed with each other’s
society. Time may remove the obstacle to
our union—death may befriend us, a divorce
may be obtained, aod then I swear to you, by
every saiot in Heaveo, you shall hecome my
Duchess.’

* Were you free, would you really make me
your wife I’

“ I bave pldged you my word.’

“ I believe you.!

“ You will fly with me ?

“1 will?

“ Dear Lonis,” she twurmured, for so bad
be taught ber to call bim. *“ I also have some-
thiog to impart to you My oame is not Ber-
geronette, and I am not what you take me
to be.’

“ What do you mean ?”

“ I have a title equal to your own.’

“ Then this old woman ¥’

“ Is not wy mother, but my nurse.’

“ And the man who assaulted you?

“ Wes my lackey, iuvstructed for the pur-

ose.

The Duke looked bewildered.

“ Aud like you,” she coutioued, 1 am Mar-
RIED.

“ I'll cut you busbands’ throat,’ exclaimed
the Duke wildly.

“ Idou't thiuk you will when you koow
bim.!

“ Who is he then, and who are you !’

“ Iam Lydonie, Duchkess de Franche Compt,
and you are ke’

The Duke was thunderstruck.

Lydonie kuelt at his feet.

“ Forgive me for this littie piot,’ she plead-
ed ; “it was toguin your love. Ifit has

vorce.

josfully, as be caught herin his arms ;
nave insured our mutual happiuesss. Ah,nove

are so Llind as those who will not see.— | the child.
1 uo“."l

Little did I tbink when I stood blindrolded
by you side at the altar that I was reject-
ing such a treasure.

They passed their honeymoon in the lit-
tle cottuge, sud the Duke was uot sent to
the Bastile.

An Angel

BY MARY A. DENNISON.

A little pauper boy sat down on the curb
stoues, and tried to think. His feet were bare,
red, aud cold ; but vever mind that. The chill
air penetrated his ragged garments ; but vever
mind that. He wauted to thivk. Who are
these people passing him, iooking so warm and
comfortable ? What did it mean that they
ehould be happy and cheerful, and he so sad ?
None of thew had soch heavy hearts ; that he
was sure of, He looked up into the cold blue
sky. What was it, and who lived up there ?
Some bo y had said once that God would take
care of him. Where was God? Why didut
he take care of him ? Oh if he could only see
God for one little wioute, or the angels that
the good men told him of when Lis mother
died | Did they ever see angels ?

An organ grinder come pear and took his
stand.
little boy’s heart somewhat ; but it dido’t warm
him ; it didu’t make bim less hungry. He kept
shiveriog in spite of the masic, aud be felt so
all alone, so despairing? Then the organ
grinder passed away ; he never heeded the lit-
tle child sitting on the curbstone, he had so
many thiags to think of. The carriages passed
by, and the carts and a compeny of soldiers;
b.t it was all duxb show to him—be was try-
ing to think, with sach a duil pain at his heart.
Presently, three or four conrse-looking boys
gathered behind him, and winked and laoghed
at each other. In«another moment, the young-
est gave a thrast, and over went the poor little
homelcss child into the gutter, Que scream,
one sob of anguish as he gathered himself ap,
and looked after the boys, now fiying away
with shouts of mirth. Oh ! how cruel it seemed
in them—how crael ! The little hoogry boy
walked slowly oo, sobbing and shivering to
himself. He did /t know what he was walk-
ing tor, or why he was living. He felt out of
place—a poor little spirit that had lost its
way—a broised reed thatany one might break
—a little heart so tender that look was ab-
guish, how much more a blow !

The little boy stood at last near the corner
of a street. An applestend, at which he gazed
with longing eyes, not far off, was tended by
a crossdooking old man. There cakes on the
stand, and the pcor little month of the home-
{ess child watered as he saw oue boy after an-
other deposit his penny, and take his cake.—
He had no penny, and thoogh there was hun-
ger io his eyes, the cross looking old man never
offered him & morsel.

The tempter came. The old man’s back was
tarned. A vile boy at his side—at the side
of the homeless child—nudged his elbow.—
*“ You take one,” he whispered ; “ I'll give you
half.”

The little child gazed at him steadily. He
saw something in the bleared eyes that made
him shrink ; something that set his beart to
beating.

*{ tell you, hook one,” whispered the boy ;
“T won’t tell, aud we'llgo awey and eat it.”

h“dl don’t want to steal,” said the homeless
child.

“Oh ! yoa fool,” muttered the brutal temp-
ter, and smote him in the eyes, his heavy hand
dealing a blow that sent the poor little child
against the wall, his whole frame quivering
with angsish. The terrible blow had almost
blinded bim for 8 moment. A sob came up fn
bis throat. “Oh! what bave I dooe to be

wested 307" There never, never was s God,

- -

or he would oot let bim soffer so, and that be-
cause he refused to be wicked. I don’t believe
that ever & man in his deadliest bereavements
suffered more than that sad little child. His
beart was literally swelling with grief, and
though be could reason about it, he felt as if
there were great and sore injustice somewhere.

He started to cross the street. A dark,
blindiog pain still made bis poor temples ring.

“ Back | back | Good heavens | The child
is under bis feet | Back [ back !

“ Oh | mamma, it is our horses run over a
poor little boy. Oh | mamma, memma 1"

“ Is be hurt much, coachwan !” The wo-
mau’s face is pale as ashes. *‘ Yes, he is hurt
badly. Take bim right in ; don’t wait ; carry
bim right in and up stair. It was your care-
lessness. The child shall be attended to.”

There is no anguisk now. Perhaps God saw
he had borue all he could, end so took the
poor little broken heart there to beal. How
very white and quiet | “Oh ! a sweet face—
a sweet, sweet face |” murmured the womasnp,
bending over the boy ; and tears fell upoa his
forehead, but he did vot feel them.

“ Oh, the poor little boy !” sobs Nelly, “the
poor little boy | I wish he had kept on the
sidewalk ; I wish he bad staid at bome with
his mother”

Alas ! in this world there was no mother to
keep him.

The doctor came, said he was not dead, bat
would very likely die. Toere was a hospital
near. The poor thing had better be sent there.
But the good woman would not allow that.—
She would care for him herself, she said. He
bad been injured by one of her horses, aad she
felt it was ber duty to attend to him. Besides
it was likely the child had no mother. Such
a boy as he, with a face so sweet and girlish,
so pure and loveable, would never be sent on
the streets like that,if be hed & mother. Besides
(and bere her tears fell) there was a littie
mound not yet green over just such a child.—
No, 10 ; it was uot in her heart to put the poor
wouoded boy away. Let him stay, whether
he l.ved or died.

The weary, weary days passed on. Gue

| moruing, the little boy opened his dim, blue
succeeded I am huppy—if it has failed, with |eyes, but be did nct koow bimself. His glance
my owa lips I will sue the King for our di- | fcll wearily on his bauds. There were white |
{ bands around his wrists, with ruffles on them. |
“ Up—op to my heart,” cried the Dake, | The bed was so snowy white, too, aud & crim-
“you | son light fell over every thing.

| ““Dear God! Iam in heaven,” murmured

The wmelody he played lightened the

“Yes, God will t ake care of me

What visions of loveliness glacced forth
from the shadow behind the bed ? The rich |
carls fell around a fece of exqnisite beauty.—
:The beaming eyes looked love and gladness
{ upon him,

“ Oh | yes, there is an angel !” be said soft-
ly. “Iam glad. They won't knock me over
egain ; they wou't want me to steal apples
here ; and perhaps I shall never die again.—
Now, [ waut to see my wother.”

“ My dear boy, are you beiter this morn-
ing 77 asked a low, soft voice.

He turned slowly, wearily.

* Is it mother 1” ke marmured.

“ Ob, yes,” and there quick sobs acd tears ;
“ yes, wy little child, I will be your mother,
and you shail be my son. Will you love me
dearly 7"

“Yes, I do love you, mother; is it heaven?”

“ Heaven ! no, darling it i3 earth ; but God
| sent you here to our bearts, and you shall be
!'loved and cared for. See, here is a little sis-
| ter, and you will be very happy with ber.—=
i Kiss him, Nelly.

{ Her rosy lips touched his paie ones, and a

hesvenly smile lighted up his face. The past |
| was not forgotten, but it was gone. No more !
i mouidy crusts, oaths, harsh words, and blows. |

No more begging at basement -doors, and look- |
ing hulf famished to envy a dog goawiog al
bone in the streets, No more fear of rude |
children, who never knew where their hearts |
lay ; uo more sleeping on door steps, and list- |
ening in terror to the druuken quarrels of the |
vicious and depraved. J

Yes the pest was goue ; and in the rosy |
future where love, home, even God and the |
angels. Certainly swect spirits had guarded |
that child, and guided him out of seeming evil
into positive good. Surely beuceforth he wounid |
put his haud trustingly in theirs, and tura bis |
fuce heavenward. Yes, it was so to be. The|
dear teachable child—a jewel picked from the |
mire, & brand snatched from the borning—was |
yet to illumise the dark paths of this world |
with bis boly, beavenlike teaching. Like 2|
dove he was to go ferth over the waters, and |
find the olive branch with whick to garland
his glad tidings. Blessings, then on all who
kold their arus out towsrd needy little cLil-
dren, making their homes arks of refuge !—
Beautiful stars shall they bave in their crowns
of rejoicing, for surely there is no jewel bright-
er iu all the world, and perhaps iu all eteraity,
thaa the soul of a Jittle child.

TR O

% Lodge Night.”

Hearing & confused noise o front of my
house, the other night, writes & corre:pondent,
I threw up the window to ascertain the cause.
I observed a dark object clinging to the lamp-
post that stands sentinel in front ot my door ;
and listening attentively, I overheard the fol-
lowing soliloquy :

“ Mariar’s waitin’ up for me! I sce the light
in her win’er. What the deu deuce does she
act so darnfool (bic) foolish for on lodge lodge-
pights ? ’S'well enough to stay vp on o'rrer
nights—bat’s all dam nonsease, ye know, to
wait for a fell’r on lodg: (hic) nights. She
knows ’s'well as I do, busin’ ’s'got to be ’tend-
ed to—committe ’s'got to report, an’ var'us
o'rrer little matters—she oughter ’ave more
sense. Said she had the head (hic) headache
when I left’er—told me not to stay out longer
than I conld ’elp. Well, I didn’t | how could
I'%elp it? Besides, I'll have the headache
worse'n she wil’n the mornin’. So devilesh
stupid in her to get the headache when she
knew I'd big bizness to tend to. Ah! these
women, these women, they’ll never (hic) learn
anythin’, never !

| kouse and rang the bell.

come of Bulgor! Left 'im settin’ on a carb-
stone. Rainin’ like blazes, and the war'rer up
to his middle. He thonght he was at Niag
(hic) Niagara Falls. Sags'e, says'e, "Spicer
me boy, aint this glo'us? Don’t ye bear the
ra-rapids? I was strike’n ont for bome as ra
(bic) rapidly as T could. 'I’s pity for Bulger,
cause I don’t think be cen swim ; and he bates
—hba ! hal ha ! (bic) bates war'rer like
p-poison. Wish 1 was 'ome and in bed.—
Brruah! T'm all of & shiver! Clos’all
wet outside, and I’m dry as thuoder inside.~
Thiok LIl tell Mariar I ju-jumped overboad to
save a feller screecher from (hic) drowning.—
Then she-she'll want to know what I did with
the fell (bic) feller creature. So that won't
do. 3he’s got & pretty good swallow, but—
egad | she—she can’t swallow—ba! ha ! ha{
(bic) no drowned wan, you know. Tha-that's
a lectle too much | She's taken some awful
heavy doses of lie from me, but I'm afraid the
drowned chap would choke her.”

At this juneture & guardian of the public
peace approached sod asked the votary of
Bacchius what he was doing there at that time
of pight, und why he did not go home.

“ What'm I doiw’ bere ? Why, U'm kolding
on like grim deeth—that's what I’'m doing.—
Howsever, ole feller, I'm gl- (hic) a-ad to see
ye. Fact is, I've been out'n the raio, and I've
got a leetle so-soaked, d'ye see. Rain warrer
allers did make cousirzble ’p pression on me.—
Say, you ! can yt t-tell mewhy I'm like s pick-
(hic)-picket-guard ? But I know you can’t ;
's'no use asking youa p’lice fellers anything.—~
Bav's dev-devilish good—ba ! be ! be ! (hic)—
for me. I—UIl teil ye why DI’ like a black-
guard—] mean a8 p-picket-guard. Beeause I
¢ can’t leave my p post until I am re-(hic) re-
lieved 1 P’lice feller, d’'ye see that shatter
over the way, the one with the green Venitian
houoses in frent, three doors to go up to the
step—that is my (hic) house, and therein
dwells my sa-sainted Mariar. Did you ever
belong to a spoat-shop? Bat I spese not.—
As the charming P-Portia says :

* « That jight we see is burning in my hall ;
How far that littie beam throws his c-candles!
8o shiues a good (hic) deed in a naughty world.’

“Th-then pity the sorrows of a poor youog
man wh-ose tangled legs have b-b-brought him
to this spet. Ob, relieve, and take him home
at ovce, and heaven wiil ble-bless your store
—when youa get {hic) one.”

The policeman Kindly assisted him to his
The door partially
opened. I got a transient glimpse of a night-
capped head, as oor horo was hurriedly drawa
in by uoseen haods ; aud a shrill voice, that
pierced the miduight air, was heard to say :—
“So 1youte tight again, you brute !’ The
door was rudely slammed in the unoffending
policeman’s face, while I crept shivering to bed,
woudering at the probable fate of * Bulger.”

e e e e

The Weman who never Gossips,

OQb, no, T never gossip! I have enough
to do to take care of my own business, with-
out talkiog about the affairs of others, Mrs.
Smith.

Why, there’s Mrs. Crocker, she deals in
scandal by the wholesale. It does seem to
me as though that woxan's tongne must be
almost worn out ; bat no, there’s no danger
of that. If everybody was like me, there
woaidn't be much wroable in the world. Obh,
no, I never gossip !

But did yon koow that Miss Elliott had got
a new silk dress, Mrs. Smith ! Youa dido’t ?
Well, she has. It's & real brocade ; I saw
it myself ; and I do say its a shame for her
to be so extravigant I mean to give her a
piece of my mind, Mrs. Smith. You believe
ber uncle gave it to her 2 Weli, I dont care
if he did. Why its only two months since her
father failed ; and now to see her dash oat
in this sty e it's & burning shame. I soppose
ghe thinks she’s going to catch young lawyer
Jones ; but I think she’ll find herself mista-
kep. He's got more sense that to be caught
by her, if she has got a brocade silk dress.

Aund there's the upstart dressmaker, Kate
Manly, setting her cap for the doctors son.—
The impertinence of some people is perfectly
astonishing. I dent think she’s apy better
than she ought to be, fer my own part. I
pever did like her, with ber mild, soft look,
when auytody’s about. My word for it,
she can look cross enough when there ain’t.

Then she sags she is only seventeen ! Good-
pess knows she’s as old as my Arrabella Lu-
cretia ; and she's—well, I won’t say how old,
but she’s more than seventeen, and I ain’t
ashamed to say so, either : but I thiak Dr.
May’s son will have more discretion than to
thiok of marrying her. Sowe folks call her
havdsome. Welil, I doo’t. She ain’t balf so
good looking as my daaghter Jane. Then the
way she does up her hair in such fly away
carls | and, if you believe it, Mrs. Smith, she
acteally had the impudence to tell me she
conldn’t meke her hair as straight as my Ma.
rin’s. Impertinence! If she would let curling-
papers and curling-irons alone, I'd risk bat
what her hair wosld be as straight as aay-
body’s.

But what do you think of the minister’s
wife, Mrs. Smith ? You like her 2 Well, all
1 can say is you’ve got a very peculiar taste,—
Why she’s as proud as Lucifer—been married
a whole week, and hasen’t been tosee me
yet. Yoo presume she hasn’t had time ? |
don’t see what the minister wanted to gocut
of town to get him a wife for, anyway ; sad
then, above a!l things, to get that girlish-looks
ing thing)? Why didn’t he take oue of bsi par-
ishioners ? Therc’s my Arrabella -Lucretiad
wonld bave made bim & better wife than bhe's
got now. And she’s just the right age for
him. What do you say !—that Arrabella
Lucretia is two years older than the minister?
I should thiok it was apitty if [ dido’t know
my own daughter’s age, Mrs. Smith ! If some
folks would mind their own busivess, as I do,
1'd thaok them.

psh. * There’s a woman st the bottom of
every mischief,} sald Joe. ‘Yes,.

450 let the world wag ss wide as it will, Charley ; ‘when I used to ges .
T'll be gay snd (hic) bappy sulll.’” chief, my wother was st the. o
“Hs 1hs! ba! (bic) Wonder what's be- ! me’ e - &
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