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- HYMN T0 THE FLOWEBS.
5 ' '

BY HoRack gurTd.
' gm;!. that ops your eyes with morn to twinkle
D.i!rom rainbow galaxics of earth's creation,
And dewdrops oit her. Ioncl{ altars quk!f
© = Asahbationl -

atin worshippers ! who, bending lowly,
Xent:‘fore the uprisen sun, God's lidless eye,
" Throw from youe chalices a’aweet and holy
. 5" Incense on highl .
et Hosaica! that with storied beauty,
Y?rgtel'i}oof;of Nature's temple tesselate,
Fhat pumerous emblems of instructive duty,
. = Your.forms create! .

1Neath cloister’d boughs,each floral bell that swingeth,

M;:t; tolls its perfume on the passing air,

Mskes Sabbath in the ficlds, and ever tingeth,
. A call to prayer! K

Not to the domes whase crumblitig arch und eqlumn
‘jozl&cst the fecblencss uf mox:tdiaﬁ .
** Bat to that Fane, most Catholic and solemn,

o Which God hath planzied. -

%o that Cathedral, boundless as our wonder,

Whose quenchless lamps,the sun and moon supply,
1ts choir, the winds and waves; its organ, thunder:
- Its dome, the sky1 .

There, a8 in solitude and shade I wander
. Through the green aisles,or stretched upon the sod,
* Aw'd by the silence, reverently ponder,

. The ways of God—

Your voreless lip_s; O flowers! are living preachers,
Each cap a pulpit, every leafa bookl,1 ]
lying to.my fancy numerous teachers,
SupTEE = From loneliest nook. -

ral Apostles! that in dewy splendor, :
}1?‘ Wécpp without woe, and blash without & crime ;"
Oh! may I deeply learn and ne'er surrender
) Your lore sublime!
‘o Thoa wert fiot, Solomon! in all thy glory,
Array'd" the lilies cry, **in robes like ours;
How vuin your grandeur! ah! how transitory
Arce buman flowers!™ '

In the sweet-scented pictures, Heavenly Artist!
With which thon paintest Nature's wide-spread hall,
What & delightful Jesson thou impartest,
© " Oflove to all! -

* Not uscless are ye, flowers, though made for pleasure,
Blooming o'er field arid wave by day and night :
_From every source, your sanction bids me treasure,
? i - Harmiess delight. .

Ephcmers! siges! what instroctors hoary, .
pF or euch 1 world of thought oould furnish scope !
Each fading calyx a memento mori, :
' Yet fount of Hope.

- Posthumons glories ! angel-like eollection, .

Upraised fgam sced or bulb, fntere'd in earth,

" Ye are to me a type of resurrection
* And secoad birth. )
Were I, O God! in churchless lands remaining,
Far from all voice of teachers'and divines,
My soul would find in flowers of thy ordaining,
Priests, sermons, shrines!
U gedmred

=

 From the Atlantic Monthly.
TUREKEY TRACKS.

Don't open your, eyes, Polder! You
_ think I am going to, tell you about some of
" .my Misnesota experiences ;. how I used w
- scamper over the prairies on my-Iudian pony,

and lie n wait for wild turkeys on the edge’

of an oak opening. That is pretty sport, ton,
to ‘creep under an oak with low-hanging
boughs, and in the silence of a glowing au-
tumn-day linger by the hour together i a
trance of warm stitlness, watching the light
tracery of shadow and sun on that smooth
sward, only now and then roused by the fleet
rush of 3 deer *hrough the wood, or the brisk
chatter of a plume-tailed squirrel, till one
hears a distart, ‘sharp, clucking chuckle, and
in an instant more puils'the- trigger, and gp-
- sets a grand old cock, every bronzed feather
“glittering in the sunshine, and now splashed
with' scarlet blood, the delicate underwing
grouod into down as he rolls and flutters;
for the first shiot rarely kills at once with an
amateur; there's too much excitement.—
Splendid sport, that! but I'm not going into
it second-band. I promised to tell you a
© story, now the skipper'’s fast, and. the night
is too warm to think of sleep down in that
wretch-d bunk ; what another torture Dante
might have lavished on his 'Inferno, if he'd
ever slept in a fishingsmack! No. The
moonlight makes me sentimental! Did ]
ever tell you about. & month 1 spent up in
Centreville, the year I came home {romn Ger-
- many? That was tarkey-hunting with a
vengeance !
You see, my pretty cousin Pegpy married
.. Peter Smith, {rl?o owns paper-:g:ﬁls in Cen-
* treville, and. has exiled heiselfl .into deep
country for life; a circumstanee I disapprove,
because 1 like Peggy, and manufacturers al-
ways bore me, though Peter is a clever fel.
low enough; but madam was an old flame of
mine, and | bave a lingering tenderness for

ber vet. I wish she was nearer town, * Just |

that year Peggy had been very ill indeed,
aod Kate, ber sister, had gone up to nurse
her.  When I came home Peggy was getting
] _ ?and make
a visitation there in June. .1hadn’t seen Kate
for'seven years,—not since she was thirteen ;
our education intervened. - She had gone
through that gruding process snd come out.
By Jupiter! wheu she met me at the door
of Smith’s prétty, English-looking cottage, 1
took my hat off, she was so like that little
Brozilian princess we used to see in the cor-
. fge of the court at Paris. - What was het
~»ome? . Never nind that! Kate had, jut
such lorge, expressive eyes, just such masses
of suiny- black hair, just such a little nose,—
turned up undeniably, but all the more pi-
quant. And herteeth: 7ood gracious! she
swiled like a flash of lightning,—dark and
wllow as she was, But she was croms, or
sliff, of something, to me for a long time.—
Peggy only appoured .after. dinuer, looking
pale and lovely enough in ber loose wrapper
. ‘o make Peter .act excessively like —— 3
" young married man, and to make me wish
mysell at an invisible distance, doirg some-
thing beside picking up Kate's things, that
" she always dropped on- the floor whenever
. sbe sewed. _ Peggy saw I was bored, 8o she
* Tequested me one day to walk down.to the
poultry.yard and ask sbout her chickens;
she pretended ‘s great deal of auxiety, and
Peter had spraided hisankle, =~
.- “Kate will' go with you,” said sbe.
* No, she wor't " ejaculsted 1tat young
woman, . oo s T
“Thank yog?
bow, and off | &

e3id 1, making .s minuet
‘ ent to the farm-hovse.—
uch & pretty walk it was, too! through 2
thicket of irches, down a little hillside into
lhfwllow_ full of hoary chestuut-trees, scross
# bubbling, dancing brook, and you came
9t upen the tiniest orchard in the world, a
onesloried house with s red porch, and a
greal sweet.brier bush thereby; - while up

3

C.F/READ & H. H. FRAZIER, EDITORS. }

that are the ‘ryin of gentlemen.farmers and
the delight of women. I had to go into the
farm-kitchen for the poultry.yard key. The
-door stood open, and I stepped in cautiously,
lest [ should come unaware ‘upon some do-
mestic scene rot intended to be visibla to
the naked eye. And a scene I did come
upon, fit for Retzach to outline ;—~the cleanest
kitchen, a dresser of white wood under one
window, and the farmer’s daughter, Melinda
Tucker, moulding bread thereat in a ponde-
rous tray ; her deep red hair,—yes, it was
red and comely ! of the deepest bay, full of
gilded reflections, -and accompanied by the
fair, rose-lushed skin, blue eyes, and scarlet
lips that belong to such hair,—which, as |
began to say, was puckered into a thousand
curves trying to curl, and knotted strictly.
agninst a pretty head, while her calico frock-
sleeves were, pinned back to the shoulders,
baring such a dimpled pair of arms;—~how

stood still -contemplating the piéture, and
_presently seeing her begin to strip the dough
from her pink fingers aud mould it into a
mass, | ventored to knock. If you had seen
her start and blush, Polder! But when she
saw me, she grew as cool as you please, and
called her mother. Down came Mrs, Tuck-,
er, a talking Yankee. You don't know what
that is, Listen, then. - ‘ EE

“ Well, good day, sir! I'xpect it’s Mister
Greene, Miss Stnith’s cousin,  Well, you be!
Don't favor ber much though; she's kinder
dark complected. She ha'n't got round yet,
hos she?  Dew tell! > She’s: dre'ful delicate.
1 do'no’ as ever | sce a woman so sickly’s
she looks ter be since that ’ere fever.  She's
‘real spry when she's so’s to be crawlin,'—
Pxpect.too spry to be ’hulsome. Well, he
telis me you'veiben ‘crost the water. *Ta'n't
Jest like this over there, I guess. Preuty
sightly places they be though, a'n’t they 2=
.P've seen picturs in Melindy's jography, looks
as ef "twa'n't so woodsy over there as 'tis in
these parts, 'specially out West, He's got-

RO a-cousinin’, five year 'back, a1’ we got.out
there inter the dre’fullest woodsy region ever
ye see, where 'twa'n't trees, it was 'sketers;.
husband he couldn’t see none ont.of his eyes
for a hull day, and ] thought [ should cater-
_pillar every time | heered oneof ’em toot;
+they sartinly was the beater-ee !’
~ “The key, if you please!” I meekly inter-
. Mrs, Tucker was fast stunning rire !
“Law yis! Melindy, you go git that ere
key ; it's a-hangin’ up ’side o' the lookin’
glass'in the back shed, under that bunch o’
onions father sirung up yisterday. Got the
bread sot to risc, hev ye? well, git yer bun-
net an’ go out to the coop with Mr. Greene,
"’ show him the turkeys an’ the chickens, "n’
‘tell what dre’ful Juck we hev hed. 1Irever
did_sce such luck! the crows they keep

as s00n’s they’re hatched ; an’ the old turkey
hen 't sot under' the grape-vine she got two
hen’s eggs under her, 'n* they come out fust,
so she quit " : '

sez did not deafen one like that!) Melindy
following, in silence such as our blessed New
England poet has immortalized,—silence tha
“—— Like a poultice comes,  ~ :

, To heal the blows of sound.” .
Iudeed;T did not discover that Melindy
could talk that day; she was very silent,
incommunicative. [ inspected the fowls, and
tried to look wise. but I perceived a strangled
laugh twisting Melindy’s face when [ inno-
cently inquired if she fuund catnip of much
beuefit to the little chickens; a natural ques-
tion encugh, for. the yard-was full of it, and
I had seen Hanngh give it to the baby.—
{Hannah is my sister.) I .could only see two
little turkeys,—both on the floor of the sec-
ond-story - parlor in the chicken-house, both
on. their backs and gasping. Melindy did
not know what siled them ; so I picked them'
up, slung them in my pocket-handkerchief,
and took them home for Pezgy to manipu.
fate. 1 beard Melindy chuckle as I walked.
off, swinging them ; and to-be sure, when I
brotght the creataresin to Peggy, one of
them kicked and lay still, and the other
gasped worse than ever,” | .
“ What can we do?” asked Peggy, in the
most plaintive voice, as the feeble * week !
week !7 of thelittle turkey was gasped vut,
more feebly every time,

“Give it some whiskey-punch!” growled:
Peter, whose strict temperance principles.
were shocked by the remedies prescribed for
Pepgy’s ague, - , .

-#8o | would,” said Kate, demurely.

Now if Peggy had one trait more striking
than another, it, was her perfect, simple faith
in what people said ; irony was a mystery to
her; lying. a myth,—something on- o par
with murder. She. thought Kate meant so
and reaching out -for the pretty wicker-flask
that contained her daily ration of old Scotch
whiskey, she dropped ‘a little drop ‘into a
spoon, diluted it with water, and was going
to give it to the turkey in all seriousness,
when Kate excluimed,— ) :
5y % P ! when will you learn common
seuse ho ever heard of giving whiskey
to a turkey P : :

“ Why, you told me to, Kate I" .
- #Oh, give it'to the'thing!” growled Pe.
ter; it will die, of course.” -
“] shall give it!” eaid Pegpy, resolutely ;
It does me good, and I will =y =
So I held the little :.;eatdure .x:ip, while
Peggy carefully tipped the dose down its
thﬁ{. ‘How. it choked, kicked, and - began
sgain with “ week! week I” when it meant
strong ! bot it revived. Peggy beld it in
the sun tll it graw warm, gave it a drop

own plate, and Iaid jt-on the south window-
sill, There it lay when we went totea;
when we came:back, it lay on the floor, dead ;
either it was. tipsy, or it had tried- its new

its neck !- Poor Peggy ! o

- There were #ix more hatched the same day,
though, mfd | ‘held many eousultations with
{ Melindy about ‘their welfare. Truth to tell,
Kate continucd s0 cool to me,Peter’s sprained
ankle Jasted so long, and Peggy could so
well spare me from &c little matrimnonial tefe-
a-tetes that § interrupted,(I believe they didn’t
mind Kate!) that I took wonderfully to the
chickans.' Mr», Tucker gave me ryebread
and milk of the best; “father” instrocted
mein the mysteries of cattle-driving ; and
Melindy, and Joe, snd |, used to go straw.
berrying, or afler * posies,” almost every

they did fly up and.dowa iu the tray! I

folks out to Indianny, an® we set out fur to |

} didiner,

a-co:uin’ an’ snippin’ up the little creturs jest |

Here 1 bolted out of ‘the door, (a storm at |

more, fed it with bread erumbs froin her |

sirength too soon, and, rolling off, had broken
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take airs upon myself, I sup
not conscious of the fuct at Lo
After 8 week or two, Melindy and 1 began
to have bad luck with the turkeys. I found
two drenched and shivering, a hsil-and-
thunder storm, and setting thém in a basket
on- the cookingstove hearth! went to hel
Melindy * dress her bow-pat,” as she calles

back the little turkeys werd singed; they
died a few hours after.. Two more were
trodden on by a great Shanghai rooster, who
was 80 tall he could not see where he set his
feet dowo; and of the remaiping - psir, one

disappeared mysteriously,suppo berats;
and one falling into the duck Pond, Melindy
began to dry it in her apron,iand I went to
help her; 1 thought, as. 1 w rubbing the

thmg down with the apron, while she held it,
that [ found one of her soft dimpled hands,
and I gave the luckless*turkey such o ternder
pressure that it uttered & miserable squeak
ond . departed this life. Mglindy all but
cried. [laughed irresistibly. | So there were
no more turkevs, Peggy
what they should dofor the proper Thanks.
giving dinner,.and Peter turnéd restlessly on
bis sofa, quite convinced that evefything was
going to rack and ruin bedasuse he had'a
sprained ankle. : '

“Cun’t we buy some yqung turkeys 1"
timdly suggested Peggy. - :

“ Of course, if ons knew w
sell,” retorted Peter.

%] know,” said I; “ Mrs.
on the hill'over Taunten, has
~ “Who told you about Mr
keya, Cousin Sam ?” said Peg

* Melindy,” said I quite im
" Peter whistled, Peggy lnughed, Kate dart.
ed a keen glance at me under her long lashes,
*I know the way there,” lsaid mademois
selle, in a suspiciously bland ] tone.
you drive there with me, Cousin Sam, and
get some more?? R
#1 shall be charmed,” aaid il
Peter rang the bell and ordered the horae
to be ready in the single-seated wagon, aftér
l.was going nght.do
house to console Melindy; and take her a
book she wanted to read, forjno fine lady of
all my New York acquainthnoe enjoyed s
ood book more than “she did; but Cousin

{ate asked meto wind somé yarn for her,
and was so brilliant, so amiable, 30 altogether
charming, I quite furgot Melindy till dinner-
time, and then, when that Wwas over, there
was & basket to be found and we were off,—
turkey hunting ! -Douwn hillisides overhung
with tasselled chestnut-boughd ; through pine.
woods where neither horse {nor wagon in-
truded any naise of thoof or {wheel upon the
odorous silence, as we Tolled; over the sand,
past green meadows, and -sldping orchards;
over little bright brooks that chattered mu.
sically to the -bobolinks on |the fease.
and were echoed by those sscerdotal gentle.
men’in such liquid, bubbling, rollicking, up-
roarious bursts3of singing asimade one think
of Anacrecn’s grasshopper | - :

_d had them to

got some.”

ey, wondering,
ocently,

. _ “Drunk with morning’s dewy wine.” .
All these wa passed, and atlength drew up
before Mes, Peters’s house. {1 had beeu here
before, on a strawberrying stroll with Melin.
dy,—(across lots it was not fir,)—and having
been asked in then, and entertaiaed the lady
with a recital of some foreign” expluit, gar.
nished for the oceasion, of cpurse she recog-
nized me with clamorous hoapitality. '

- % Why how do yew do, Mister Greene?
I declare I ha'n’t done.a-thinkin' of that ’ere
story you tcld us the day yoii was here, ’long
o' Melindy.” (Kate gave gn ominous little
cough.) - “I was a-tellin! hugband yesterday
't I never see such a master { hand fur stories
as yoube. Well, yia, we hev got turkeys,
young ‘urs; but my stars}! 1 don't know
no more where they be than nothin’; they've
strayed away in the woods, [ guess, and |
do'no’ as the boys can skeer jom up; besides,
the boys is to school h'm—yis!" Where did
you and Melindy go that day arter berriea!”

“ Upin the pine-lot, ma'am. You think
you can’t Jet us have the turkeys t” .

“Dew tell ef you wentiup there! It's
near about the sightliest place I ever see.—
Well, no,—1I don't sce bow's to ketch them
turkey’s. Miss Bemont, sbé”t lives over on
Woodghuck Hill, she's got 4 lot o* hittle tur-

over there, an’ ef you can’t get none o' her'n,
by that time our boys’ll bf to hum, an’ I'll
set ’em arter our’'n; they’ll juuckle right 1o
it's gond sport huntin’ liul}e turkeys; an’ |
guess you'll hev to stop, comin' home, so’s
to let me know ef you'll hey ‘em.” ,

- Off we drove. Istood ip mortal fear of
Mrs, Peter's tongue,—and Kate's comments;
but she did not make any; she was even
more charming than befors
came to'the pinelot;-wheré Melindy and I
bad been, and I drew the rejus. | wanted to
see Kate's enjoyment of a scene that Kensett
or-Church should have mafe immortal long
ago:—a wide stretch of hilljand valley, quiv-
ering with corafields, rolled away in pasture
lands, thick with sturdy woods, or dotted
over with old apple-trees, whose dense Jeaves
caught the slant sunshine, iglowing on their
tops, and deepening to a dark, velvety green
below ; and far, far away, qn the broad blue
sky, the lurid splendors of ;a thunder-cloud,
capped with pearly summits, tower upon
tower, sharply defined against the pure ether,
while in _its .purple base forked lightnings
sped to and fro, and revealdd depths of wait-
ing teropest that could nof yet descend.—
Kate looked on, and over thje superb picture.

- % How ificcnt !” was all she said, in
a Jeep, low tone, her dark cheek flushing with
the words.” Melindy and | had looked off
there together. - “It's real good laad to
farm,” bad been the sweet little rustic’s com-
‘ment. How charming arp nature and sim-
plicity I+ 0

Presently we came to Mrs. Bemont’s, a
brown house in a cluster, of maples; the
door-yard full of chickens, turkeys, ducks,
end geese.  Kate took the reins, and I
knocked, Mrs.xBeémout he .

wiping her red puckered |hiuds ot a long
browntowel.” SR

- Can you let me have some of your young
turkeys, ma'am 7" said I, insinuatingly,

“

,em 1”
“Bath, | believe,” was my merk answer.-
“1 do’no” "bout lettin’ pn ‘em go; 'ta’n’t

no gret good 0 sell ‘em iafier all the resks

is over; 't

e hillaide Lot bigh pelrh | 4 ‘ x:x:ch'zo:.w they’ll be wuth twice as much
¢ide behind stretched ‘s bigh ph 54 indy was & v tty. girl, and | by'm'by. N . T
. {)""ﬁke}lclonng“bnga tieos, part of tbop:mo it i'u very g{:nd fun wefi“p;:r “blue ayes T 1,.39 30 ; but Mrs. Smith's wrhzc
o Fhad crossed bere dammed into & pond, | open, 80 ber ved ips Jangh over my Euro. hv‘oanj!wd,mdnho Jikés to raise them.
o aay lickenbouse of pretentious beight | pesn experiences, ' Really, 1 ‘begsa 10 be of | ~ “ Dew tell, ef you ban's comefrom ‘Mise
i aspect,—one of those model institutions ‘h‘m;-boue‘,“aad*to Peter Smith's! - Well;”

H

some importance at the

ovgher do

i

{

arranging a vase of flowers, anl when I came

n to wonder |-

Ar'n'zi Peters, up-

. Peters’s tur.

*Can't | Geo

to the farm- |

posts, | of promise; and.ail’ the:

keys in a coop ; J guess yould better go 'long .

. Presently we |

If "appeared,
ell; 1 do'no’ ;—wantito eat em or raise.

git their own fivin” prevty’

g'm. things with that ‘eré méatin’ *us’ o"ber'n
ord t:w chick et; ;'lt'l'khdu genteel-lookin’,
and [ spose they've got means; they've got
ability, Gentility without ability [ -do des.
pise; tut where 'a'n’t 80, t'a't’t no mat.

none, does it 1" .
“1 rather think ndl,” said I, laoghing;
** that is the reason we want some of yoars.”

on’em. What be you cslcllatin’ to give!”
@ ver you asy. I do nbt know at
all the market price.” * ST
“Good land! 'U'a’0't never no use to try
to dicker with city foliis ; they a'n't use to’t.
I'xpect you can bev 'em 1‘0: two York shillin’

spiece.” :
_ “But how will you‘?u!.ch them 1™
em "

4 Oh, I'll ketch

' Shejwent into the ‘and teappeared
presently with a pan of Indian meal and wa-
ter, called the chickeris, and in' 8 moment
they were all crowding in and' over the un-
expected supper. '

ow:you jes' tako's bit o’ string an’ tie
that "ere turkey's legs together ; ’twon’t stir,
IM'lensure it!” = ¢ . )

Strange to say, the innocent creature stond
still and -eat,” while I ‘tied it up;,all uncon-
scious till it tumbled neck and heels into the
pan, producing s start and scalter of brief
duration, Kate had leit the wagon, and was
shaking with laughter bver this extraordinary

long our-basket was- full of struggling, kicls-
ing, squeaking things, *werry promiscuons,”
in Mr. Weller's phrass. Mrs. Bomont was
paid, and while she¢ ‘was giving me .the
change,— B :

“Oh!” said slie, ¥

Hyou're goin' right to
Miss Tucker’s, a'n't '}1—Tt to drop the
turkeys ;—won't fyoﬁyr&“- liss Tucker 't
rge is comin’ home tomorrer, an’ he's
ben. to Californy. She know'd us allers, and

'fore be went off, a good spell back, when

you'd bettertell em,” "
* Confound those torkeys!”
as | jumped over the tasket. .
“ Why 1" said -Katg 41 #uspect they are
confounded enough already !* ..~
_#They make such s-#oise, Kate I" :
“ 8o they did; “week! week? week!”
all the way, like a colopy from some spring-
weked pool.. T '
* Thelr mﬁ bs com
To the m‘lg&ogs in r;::d "
The.drive was -lovelier than before. The
road crept and curled down the bill, now
covered from side to side with the interlacing
buughs of grand old chestnuts ; now ‘barri.
ered on the edge of a ravine with broken
fragments and boulders of gramite, garlanded
by heavy vines; now ikirting orchards full

muttered I,

a

<

: LWaYy: 3
a tiny brook, veiled deeply in alder and haze!
thickets, and making in- its shadowy channel
perpetual muffled musie, like a c@_ singing
in the twilight to reassure its fearful
Leart. Kate's face was softened und - full of
‘'tich expressior ; her pink ribbons threw a
delicate tinge of bloom upon her rounded
cheek and pensive eyelid ; the air was pure
balm, and a cool breath from the receding
showers of the distant thunderstorm just
freshened the odors of wood and-field. 1 be.

week ! week I"" from the basket at iny feet.
Did 1 make a fine remark on the besuties of
natuce, “ Week ! echoed the turkeys. Did
Kate praise some tint or shape by the way,
“ Week ! week!” was the feeble response.—
Did we get deep in poetry, romance, or met-
aphysies;through the most brilliant quotation,
the sublimes? climax, the most acute distinc-
tion, came in * Week ! week ! week " [ Le-
gan to feel as if the-old story of transmigra.
tion were true, and the souls of half a dozen

turkeys, 1 could not endure it! Was 1o
bo squeaked out of all my wisdom. and
knowledge, and device, after this fashion?
Never! I begar, too, to discover a dawning
"smile upon Kate's face ; she turaed her head
away, and I placed the turkey-basket on my |
knees, hoping s change of position might quiet
its contents, Never was man more at fault !
they were no way stilled by magnetism; on

ances into my teath, as it were, and shamed
me to my very face. "I forgot entirely to-

round by Mrs, Peters's. 1 took a cross-
road directly homeward; a pause—a. lull-~
took place among the turkeys,

szid I to Kate,
is indeed - _
" ¢Anhour when lips delay to speak, °
Oppressed with silence deep and pure ;
When passion pagses—'" . - )
“ Week ! week! week!” chimed in those
confounded turkeys. Kate burst into a belp-
less fitof laoghter. What could Ido? | had
to laugh myself, since I must not choke the
turkeys. . o
# fxcuse me, Cousin Sam,” said Kate, in a
laughter-wearied. tone, “1 could not helpit ;
turkeys and sentimentality do not agrec—
olways!” adding the last word maliciously,
as I8 out to open the farm-house gate,
and disclosed Melindy, framed in the buttery
window, skioming milk; a picture worthy.
of Wilkie, Idelivered over my taptives to
Joe, and stalked into the kitchen to give Mes,
"Bemont's message.- Melindy came out; but
“as soon as [ began to tell her mother where
[ got that ‘meesage, Miss Melindy, with the
sang froid of & duchess, turned back to her

in & high-flown manner; “it

skimming,—or appeared to, I gained noth-
ing by that move, = - . L
Peggy and Peter received us. benignly ;

20 universal a solvent is success, even in tur-
key-bunting! 1 meant to have gone down
to~ the- farm-house sfter tes, and inquired
"sbout the safety of my prizes; but Katé want-
ed to play chess. Peter couldn’t, and Peggy
.wouldn't; 1 had to, of course, snd we played
late, Kate had such pretty hands; long
taper fingers, rounded to the tiniest rosy
points; no dimples, but full muscles, firm
and exquisitely moulded; end the dainty
way in which she bandled her men was half
the game to me ;—{ lost it ; | played wretch-
edly. Tbe next day Kste went with me to
| seo the turkeys; 3o she did the day after.—
We were forgetting’ Melivdy, I am afraid,
for it was & week beﬁfo.r;lmr::en;bered“l b:g
promised her s new ine. 1 rocollect

myself; then, with a sort of shame, rolled
up the number, snd weut off (o the farm-
house. It seans Kats was' there, busy in
the -garret, unpacking s’ buresu that: had
‘been stored there, with some of Peggy’s for.

f
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rawers. -1 did not know that,

ter; but I'xpect it don’t ensure the faowls |

“ Well, | should think you conld heveome |

goodness on the torkeye® part, and before

Melindy 'n’ George uséd ter be dre’ful thick |. -
they was nigh about childern; so I guess

companied by-+-fluunbarcel~down-

gan to feel suspiciously that sentimental, but |
| through it sll came persevering * week!

quaint aad ancient satirists had got into the |-

the contrary, they threw their sarcastic utter- |-

“ How sweet and mystical this houris ™ |

L risen to go up staira,

PRy

AVERY AND WRONG.”

tabJ¥; just by the north end ot the housey a
top-vine in full blossom made & sort of porch-
roof avér the window by: which she stood. -

"“]'ve brought your book, Melindy,” seid L.

“Thank you, sir,”’ retamed she, crisply, .

- % How pretty you look to-day I” -conde-
scendingly reroarked I. .. . L
- :“1don't thank you for that, sirj— .
. ¢ Praige to the face, - N
5 . s open disgraceI'”
was sl the response. - T

“Why Melindy! what makes you so
‘cross 17 Inquired [, in & tone meant to be
tenderly reproachful,~~in lthef‘»’fmun time at-
tempting to possess myself of her hand ;. for,
to beboness, Polder, I bad beein- ittle sweet:
to the girl before Kate -drove her out of my
bead. The band was™ saatchéd away. - 1
tried indifference. s

""“How are the turkeys to-day, Melindy "

Here Jos, an ensant terrible,
the scene suddenly. . i

- “Them turkeys eats a lot, Mister Greene.
Melindy says there's ohe on em: struts jes"
like you, 'n’ makes as much gabble,

. *Gobble ! gobble!.gobble! cchoed an
old turkey from somowhere; I thought it
was overhead, but I saw nothing,  Melindy
threw ber apron over her fuce and laughed
till her arms grew red. I picked up my hat
and walked offl For three days I kept out
of that part ot the Swmith demesne, 1 assure
you! Kate began to grow mocking and de-
risive; she teased me from morning till
night, and the more she teased me, the more
I ndoyed her. I was getting desperate, when
one Sundsy night Kate- asked me .to walk
down to the farm-house with her after tea, as
Mras. Tucker was sick, and she had something
to take to her. We found tho old woman
sitting up in the kitchen, and as full of talk
as ever, though an unlucky rheumatism kept

-

her.otherwise quiet. i

“How do’the turkeys come on, Mrs,
Tucker?” said I, by way of conversation,

. “Well, I declare, you han"t heerd about
them turkeys, hev ye? You see they was
doir’ fine, aod father he went off to salt for
a spell, s0's to see'fl ‘twouldn't stop a com-
plaint he's got,~—I do'no’ but it's a spine in
the back,—makes him kinder’ faint by spells,
50's Lie loses his conscientiousness ail 1o once;
5o he left the chickens "2’ things for Melindy -
to  boss, ’n’she got somethin' else into
‘her head, 'o’ she left the door Gpen one
night, and theri ten turkeys they up and
run’ away, I’xpect they took to the woods,
tore Melindy brought to mind- how 't
she hadn't shutthe door, She’s sot out fur
to hunt ’em. I shouldn’t wonder’f she was
out now, seein’ it's’ arter sundown.”

“%.She -a'n’t nuther 1" roared the terrible
Joe, from behind the door, where he had re-
treated at my coming. * She's settin’ on'a

~down-by-sha-well; an)-Grorge
Bemont's a-huggin’ on her.” )
" Goud gracious! what a slap Mers. Tucker
fetched that unlucky child, with a fong.brown
towel that hung at hand! and he howled !
while Kute -éxploded with laughter, in spite
of her struggles to keep quiet.

- He is the dre'fullest boy !” whined Mrs.
Tucker. “Melindy tells how he sassed you
"tother day, Mr. Greene. [ shall hev to
tewtor that boy ; he’s got to hev the rod, 1
guess 1" | -

I bide Mrs. Tucker good night, for Kate
was already out of the door; and, before 1
‘knew what she was about, had taken a by.
path in sight of the well; and there, to Be
sure, sat Melindy, on & prostrate flour-bar.
rel that was rolled to the foot of a big apple-
tree, twirling her fingers in pretty embar-
rassment, and held on her insecure perch by
the stcut arm of George Bemont, a hand-
some brown fellow, evidently very well con-
tent just now, ) T ’ :

"% Pretty,—isn't it 17 said Kate,

“ Very,~quite pastoral,” sniffed I

We were sitting round the open door an
hour after, listening to & whippoorwill,

: . ‘ and
watching the slow ‘moon rise over a hill_v:/

2

range just east of Centreville, when that elvi
little * week ! -week !”" pipe
that lay behind the house..
_-*That is hopeful,’ said Kate; *I think
Melindy aud George must have tracked the
turkeys to their haunt, and scéared them
homeward. - - o

‘ George—who1' said Peggy.

*George Bemont ; (it seems he is—what
;§ ﬁon’r Connecticut phrase 2—sparkin’ Me-
indy. , :

‘I'm very glad; he is a‘clever fellow,”
said Peter, o S

‘ And she Is such-a very pretty girl,’ con.
tinued Peggy,~—* 50 intelligent and graceful ;
don’t you think so, Sam 7' .

- “Aw, yes, well enough for arustic,’ said I,
languidly, ‘I never:could endure red hair,-
though! | - ] :

“Kate stopped on the door-sili

d out of ghe w

; she had

¢ Gobble ! gobble! gubble! macked she.

I had heard that once before! Peter and

Peggy roared ;=~they kuew it all ,—I was
sold ! . : .

“Cure meof Kate Stevens? Of course
it did. I never raw her again without want-
ing to fight shy, I was so sure of an allusion
to turkeys. " No, | took.the first down train,
There are more " pretty girls in New York,
twice over, than there are in Centreville, |
console myself; but, by George! Polder,
Kate Stevens was charming!—Look out
there! don’t meddle with the skipper’s coils
of rope! can’t you sleep on.deck without a
pillow? - ’ Ce s

N

§3¥ The Sunday Atlas tells a" good sto--
ry of a oné-legged political orator, named
Jones, who was pretty successful in banter-
ing an Irishman, when the latter asked him,
“ how the devil he had come to Jose his leg,”
“ Well,” said Jones, “ ou examining my ped-
igrec, and looking up my descent, I found

coming convinced that it had settled in that
lett leg, T had it cut off at unce,” -* Be the
gods,” said Pat, it ud ev bcen a._domned
good i,thiug' ef it had only. settled in your
head. ’ . : )

.. “A Suart Haxo Our yor A Larce Wasn.”
—This is the expressive phrase which the
Yankee editors employ to denote those sors
of fuilures in:which * the vigor of the war

doesn't quite come up to the lofty and sound.
ing wanifesto.” o

- The fullowing sentiment \ns given
st & recent mbndmfeg;inl held in Clovglgnd,

" purchases, for summer. wear, in the

¢ % Our
who never iisplaced a switch.”

Ohio: . = .. L
Mothers—the ouly f:i&fulmdcn

Rgdy spreading yeastcskes to dryons|

_came upon |-
£

BT XXV, C. B ErUNGRON, OF LONDOX. . ¢
" Let me tell you a story, T have told it
before ; but it is & striking ons, ard sets out
in a true light how easily men will be brot,
in times of danger, to believe in a God, and
a God of justice, too, though they have de-
nied bim beﬁ-rq.. LT Lo .
" In the backwoods of Canada there resided

'| & good mirister, who, one evening; went oat

{o-meditate, as lsrael did in the fieldy, He
soon found himself on the borders of a forest,
.which he eptered, and walked along a track
which had been trodden before him, musing,
musing still, until st Iast the shadows of twi-
light gathered around him, and he began to
think how he should spend & night in the.for-
est. He trembled at the idea of remaining
there, with the poor shelter of a_tree into
which be wovld be compelled to dlimb, .

On a sudden, be saw a light in the distance

-{ among the trees, and imagining that it might

_be from the window of some cottage,” where
be could find a hospitable retreat, he hastened
to it, and, to his surprise, saw a space cleared,
and trees laid down to make a platform, and
‘upon it A spesker addressing a multitude.
He thought to himse!f, * I .have stumbled on
a company who in this dark forest have as-
sembled to worship God, and some minister
is preaching to them at this late hour‘in the
eveninig concerning the kingdom of God .and
his righteousness ;7 but to his suprise: and’
horror, when he came. nearer, he found s
young man declaiming against God, daring
the Almighty to do his work “upon -him,
spesking terrible things ia wrath against the
Most High, snd venturing most bold and aw-
ful assertions concerning his own disbelief
in a future stite. It was altogether.a singu.
lar scene: it was lighted up by pine knots,
‘which cast a glare here and there, while the
thick darkness in other places still - reigned.
The people were intent on listening. to the

applause were given to him, each ore sccrn.
ing to emulate the other in his praise, , .

my God and his cause demands it.” "He
feared to speak, for he knew not what to say,
having come there suddenly ; but he wouid

red. A man of middle age, hale and strong,
rose, and leaning on his stafl, said, « My
friends, I have a word to speak to you to-
night. ;' T am vot bound to refute any cf the
arguments of the orator ; I shall say nothing
concerning what I believe to be the blasphe.
mies he bas uttered ; but 1 shall simply relate
to you s fact, and afier I have done tifat you
shall draw your own eonclusions. Yesterday
I 'walked by the side of yonder river; I'saw
on its flood 2~ young man in a boat. The
‘hoat.>wae un -5-it-ie- going. faxt
down the rapid; he could.not use. the oars,
aud I saw he was nat capable of bringing the
boat to the share;- I saw that young man
.wrirg his hands in agony ; by and by he gave
up the attempt to save his life, kneeled down,
“and cricd with desperate earddstness, “ O

that he had been a blasphemer ; I heard bim
vow that, if-his life was spared, he never
would be such again; I heard him implore
the'mercy of Heaven, for Jesus Christ's sake,
and carnestly plead that he might be washed
in his blood, These arms saved that young
man from the flood ; I ‘plunged in, brought
the boat'to the shore, and saved his lifé.—

ed you and curzed b
you to this, sirs ¥ :
The speaker.sat down. You may guess

what a shudder ran through the young man’

is maker.” What say

ment, changed their notes] and saw that
fier all, while it was 'a fine thing to brag

and, aud when danger was distent, it was
not quite so grand to think il of him when
near the verge of the grave. We believe
there is enough conscience in every man to
ernvinee him that God must punish him for
his sin, and that in every hesrt the words of
Scripture will find an echo. * Ifhe tarmn not,
he will whet his sword.™ .

fﬁd bravado against Almighty God on’ dry
1

Daviv’s Srrrootsu.—Thomas Fuller, in
his * Scripture Observations,” says: ~ ..

Lord, | find David making a syllogism,"iu
mood and figure: two propositions-he- per-

fected. : , -
in my heart, the Lord

“If [ regard iniquity
will not hear me.” . . . )
« But verily God hath heard me;’ He hath
sttended to the voiceé of my prayer.” .
“Now | expected that David would havé
‘concluded thus :— . o
* Therefore, I regard not wickedness in my
heart.” But far different be concludes’i—
 Blessed be God, who hath not turned
away my prayer,nor his mercy from me.”
Thus David bath deceived, but not wrong-
ed me. . ; . L
I-looked that he should have clasped the
crown on his own, and he puts it _on God's
head. 1 will learn this excellent logic; for |
like David's better than ‘Aristotle’s syllo-
gismis, that whatover the premises be, | moke
God’s glory the conclusion. ~ . . .
- !

. NaroLzoxN tHE GREAT.—~In Ralph Waldo
Emerson’s essay upon this great man, we
_read, in substance thus: o

“ He was a thief. He did mean things.
He was rude in the ‘extreme. . He pinched
ladies' cheeks. ‘He listened to others’ secrets.
He pecked through key-holes.” =

‘Yes, and to-this list of ' mean acts the great
essayist might have added, that Napoleon
once run his loll at the bridge of Lodi, .

per, and then lays his type;in bis case. .
‘'The fellow who perpatra
8 b‘d‘“n ‘ o

natures uf a distinction and

says that “a little difference” - fre
makes many snemién, while * 3 little

whom it is conferred,

>

orator ; and when he sat-down, thunders of

* Thought the minister, “] must riot let this.
pass; | must rise and speak; the hunor of

haveZventured - bad not sumething else occur- |

God, save my soul!™ I heard him confiss

That same young man has just now address:.

himiself, and how the audience in one mo-

! A jour printer, not long agu, being
“flung” by his sweetheirt, went to the oflice
. /! ¢ und | 1o commit.suicide with the “ shooiing stick ;"
there was some Jrish blood in me, and be- I'hyt the thiug wouldn't go off. Thé “devil,™
wishing to pacify him, told him to peep into:
the sanctum, where the editor was ‘writing
dune to delinquent subscribers. He did o,
and the effect was magical. He says that
picture of despair reconciled him to his' fate,

§=r~ Why is a Printer ike & hon “Be-
cause he sets awhile, Ratches out his newspa-
the ‘above, is
.- . |wbacca®
§5%~Jores has discovered tho. respective
adiffurence. ‘He |
fequently

tion" mtracts host of friends 4o the - ane on Leare

od for his song, he is still. more adwired T -

his attachment to,end ' confidence fn, man.
kind," Inall countries, be i s favieimn
has what may be called & petnama, .3
habitsats of Bornholm .call -him Zom
den, the Norwegians, Piter Baginsd, - o
Germians, Zsomas Gierdet,end fs Ergland
be is known as Robin ' Redbresat, or by-ithe
still more familiar appellation of Bobi.. Baff

on describes, with bis usual elaganon;, thy
winter manners of this bird, - * In that -we

grs of this bird, - In that Be-
sou” 178 b, they vilh ur dwlfiog, Jud

| séek the warmest and most: Ihe‘

tions ; and if any one happens still to.umtin.
ue in the woods, it becomes: the - com
of the faggot maker, cherishes itself o3
fire, pecks st Lis bread, and fluttévs ¥
whole day round him.; chirping its
pip. But whon the cold grows mores
ond thick snow covers:the ground;

proaches our houses, and taps at the windows

with its bill, as if to entrest an asylum,which .
is cheerfully granted ; and it .repaya ths:fa- = -
vor by the most amiable familiarity, guther. .

ing the crumbs from . the_table, distinguish
ing affectionately the people of the hoaséang:. .
asscriing aswarble, not indeed wﬁéﬁutﬁﬂ
in the spring, but-more delicate:~~Thisitre
tains through all the rigors,of the season;te - -
fail each day the kindness of its ‘host,and
he sweetness of its retreat.” mbmbfﬂu
[robln;is‘ slender -and -delicate; its eyesare
large, dark, and -expressive, and’ its - sspect
mild; its head and all the upper parta.ofits. .
body are hrown, tinged with agreenishi olive;
the neck and breast are ‘of ¥-fine deepired-
dish orange ; a spot-of the same colormiatks .
its forehead; sta. belly is whitish;and the
legs and feet of a dusky black. ltis nearsis
| inches in length, from the- tip of the-bill ‘to
the end of the tail ; the former being about - =
::;f'an nch, and the latter two.inchés and -4 ' -
f. : Ce ERTIRCI s
Tlis bird, in “England, has the_swestest
song of all the feathered tribos .the;hotes of .
other birds are, indeed, louder, aind “thel¥ in-
flections more capricious, but the redbreast’s -
voico is soft, tender, and well . supported;
and the more. to be valued, as’ we enjoy, it - °
the greatest part of the winter. = "~ = .
During the spring, the robin haunts ‘the
wood, the grove, and the gardeén, and retires
to the thickest and shadiest bedge-ﬂﬁ o
breed in, where its nest is asnally plat i
among -the roots of trees, in‘some comcesled
spot near tha ground: ' In winter it etideavors
to sipport itself, by chirping round the warm .
habitations of mankind, and by coming fisto
thuse sheélters where the rigor of the sesson
is artificially ‘expelled, éud where- insgctsare.
found in the greatest numbers, attracted by =
-the same cause. The female lays fromx'five -
10.seven egg, of a dullwhite oplor, diversk .-
fied with reddish stresks, Insects and worms "
are the principal fuod of the redbreast. The ~ - .
latter it very -dexterovsly ,renders.fit to be
‘eaten, by taking hold of the extremity of'ons
m ‘its beak, and beating it against-the'ground - -
-till the inside comes away, and then re‘)uk
ing the operation with the other end, till ths
‘outer part is entirely cleansed. . ST

¢

From the singularity ot the'n

est of this
species, from its brilliant_color, and jta pre-
ferring the apple trees, weeping willows, -
walnut; and tulip trees to build on, it is gen-
ernlly ku'pv;n ;- end is‘as usual honored with - .
a variety; of names, such ‘as hang-nest, hang.
ing-bird, -golden robin, ﬁre-bud,&:,hggt )
more generally the Baltimore bird, -Few of . ..
the American orioles equal this in the con-
struction of their nests ; he gives them, in ‘s
superior, degreé, warmth, convenience, snd .
security.> e generally fixes . on " the high
bending extremities of the branches, fastening
strong strings " of hemp - or flax round two
forked twigs; with the samne materials ho’
fabricates a strong, firm kind of eloth, not un-

like the substance of 4 hat in its raw:state,
forms it into a pauch six or eight inches in
depth, lining it substantially - with soft sub- - -
stances well interwoven with the outward
nietting, and lastly “finishes with & Iayer of .
horse hair; the whole being shaded from the

sun and rain by-a nataral pent-house, orcane .
opy f leaves. -~ 7 L T.oil

- The birds of this species bave all a com.’
mon form of building, but they do not build

in exactly the same manoer. Great ~differ-
ence will be found in the style, neatnews;and - -
finishing of the gest. Some are far supetior ..
workmen to others. So solicitous ia the Bal -
timore to procure proper. materials for:his
nest, that the womenin the country must
narrowly watch the thread that may be bleach-
ing ; and the, farmier must_ secure his young .
grafts, as ¢his bird will ‘¢carry off the-form

men-
and the strings: that tie ‘the- latter, tomye’ X
his purposes in building, -~ . lani,
The principal food of the Baltimore ton-
sists of beetles, caterpillars, and bugs, partio-
ularly one of a brilliant, glossy green. His =
song i3 a clear mellow whistle; repeated at -
short intervals, ‘as he gleans mmong the:
branches. ' There is in it a certaiv wild play- .
fulness and naivete extremely imteresting, It
is not uttered with the rapidity of our e;ni-i :
nent songsters, but *with the pleasing -tran: .
quillity “of a"-caréless ploughboy, whistling ..
merely for his own atiusement, ‘When afari. |
ed by an approach . to his. nest, he ' makes's
kind of rapid chircuping very different from
-his usunl note. He inhabits North Americs, -
from Cannda to Mexico, and is found ‘a3 far-.
south .as Brazil, i, It is seven inches long; the -
‘head, throat, “opper ‘part “of - tha’ back ‘and -
wings are blackj lower part of the beck, and
whole under parts are bright orange, deepen.
"} inginto vermiliin _on- the bréysts the'back .
is aso divided by a band'of orange, the tail *
is black and orange. - The plumage of thefe.
ma?'e is lighter: and-duler: than that of the
male. These birds are several years incom- -
pleting their plumiage. - P ;

" Asx1yo oo Muca.=<A young couple were, ,
sitting together in » fomantic apot, when the® -
following dinlogue took place: - -l

~-* My dear if'the sacrifice of my lifg would
please thee, most gladly would 1 lay i down -
atthy feet™ ;o0 T T -

* Oh, sir, yon are t0o kind. " But-1t'jues
re‘mmdd_"‘iné that | wish you would quit weing

to which [ am wedded.™ .

7.4 Cun's think of sich & thing—10% &' habis -

. Vary well, uir, this ia the way - voo Ik
down it L3 B e snl e Jouars




