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DOTOBEBER. - i pluck your prize with the best of them. | cgll the faded matron mother, as othérs | Artemas Ward: at Shakspeare’s Tomb, | ther, as I say now, 'any. young - mau as | - Treasure Tr,qggfg\y@g;&gqu;onpn
s mee s ow o) ] medn to'make  money—to bes vich | call me ¢ Father IV . L T - S ventars out in.a uncertain. climit without | Anancieny gold, cross "ivaq'féignai?_iﬁé

BY THE: LATE WILLIS GAYLORD CLARE. - | man. -T'Il be faithful;industrious, shirewd, | Aond -)igt,re ﬁjpcy Ames ? Searching (From the Lpddn Punch] . |8 umbrellar, lacka foresight, caution, pres- winter.in an excavation io (he ¥

mn yet-beautiful to view,
Modth aFyshedrs iou dawogst e,
With 8ad,and faded leaves to sirow, -

.(

Palé Sommensimelancholy chier, | -
The toanfng of tHy Wwind I hieay, -

Ab the Yed sunsét"ies afar,”
And bars of parplé clouds appeat,
Obséuring every western star.

Thou solemn month! I hear thy voice;
It télls'my spul of other days,
When bit to'live was to rejoice,
When éarth waslovely to my gaze!
Qh, visions bright—oh, blessed hours,
Where are theirliving raptares now ?
1 ask my apirit’s wearied powers—
I ask my palé and fevered brow !

I look to Nature; and behold
My life’s dim emblems, rusting round
In hues of crimson-and of gold—
The year’s dead'honors gu the ground ;
And sighing with the winde, I feel,
While their low. pinions murmur by,
ITow muchtheir swveeping tongues reveal
Of life aud human destiny.

When Spring’s delightful momentsshone,
They came in gephyrs from the west;

They bore the woodlarks meliing toue,
They stirr’d the blue lake’s glassy breast:

Through summer, fainting in the heat,
They livgered in the forest shade;

But changed and strengthened, now they | blue of the cool spring away up among

beat
In storm, o’cr mountain,glen and glade,

How like these transports of the breast
When life is tresh aud joy is new ;
Soft as the halcyon’s downy uest,
. And transient all as they are true!
" They stir the leaves in that bright wreath
Which hope about ber forehead twines,

| and make my way up.to the top of the
laddér. . K ! B TR
- And some day I shill come  back heré
to the old home, and people will stare and
tay, “ That.is Tom Reynolds, who used

" | to go barefoot to the cow pastores and
"+ | drive.the . old ox cary down to the mill.”

The old house shall come down .then, and
in i1a place shall stand a:handsome man-
sion.for mother;and little ,Amy-—Amy.
will bave grown a woman.by that timey
and I.sbalfmak,e a lady of her, bless the
dear little. chubby sis? how plessang it
will.be to see those rary cheeks of hers
i shiniog behind the blinds of the stately
‘new horie, and how proud the litue
- laughing puss will be of brother Tom
! when be hands ber into his_fine carriage
i and dashes down the village street with
her by his side ! : '
And the poor old mother—ah, that’s
the best of all, she who had toiled so hard
10 keep Amy and me -under the old roof
since tather died—she shall have the rest
l'ehe’s nceded so long then ! She shall sit
by the window of the new house in the
pleasant summer afternoons in her black
silk dress, and her pretty white vaps, and
the hauds that have worked so hard lying
idle in her tap then, and her eyes, full of
pride and tenderness, shall follow her boy
i around the house—her boy that is a rich
; man now, and that has never forgotten
what she taught him, to be honest, and
| just aud true, in the thick of all tempta-
tion, -
And then, tan, somebody will be grown
I a lady—little Lucy Ames—the Ductor's
i daughter, with her hair that has the gold
; of the spring dandelions, and her eyes the

i the rocks off there—little Lucy with your
awee, shy face, and your kindly words,
and smile always ready for e, tho' 1 was
your father’s choice boy ! I ehan’t for-
get it then ! © And what will seay when I
come back a rich man, with houses, and
lands, and an honorable name ?

You will be a lady then, little Lucy,
but will your blue eyes smile on me . just
as sweetiy—will you come dancing out
of the door with the light in your golden

Till grief's hot sighs around it breathe,
Then pleasure’s lip its smi'e resigns,

Alas! for Time and Death and Care,
What gloom about our way.they fling!
Like clonds in Aqtumn’s gusty air,
The brilliant pageant of the spring,

At last like withered leaves appear,
And keep in darkness side by side.

@JING AWAY AT EIGHTEEN.

BY VIRGINIA F..TOWNSEXND.

Tt seems to me that the old honse nev- i
er looked quite so. pleasant as it does to© " Tt is just a score and a quarter of years !

vight, in this still_harvest moonlight.

I know i’s a dreadful old house, brown
and low, and weatber beaten—not mach
1o boast of in its best days, and now it
shrinks and-qniversand e’ hold its owa
against 2 gale, and its roof leaks with ev.
ery cap full of a shower, bnt it’s my dear

old home for all'that ; and” pow that this]

is the last night, and P'm going away to
the great, vast, noisy city to morrow, a
strange saduess cames over me, standing
here’by: the Jittle brown gate, and look-
ingr at:the old: place, and wondering what
will happen befure I-s1and -here again.

There are the two great cherry trees
I've clambered every sammer that I can
remember, and 1osred down the fruit un-
tl it lay like a thick red hail on the grass;
and there is 1bhé .live of currant bushes,
that hie the old worn eaten, shaky fénces,
and there is the ‘quince tree in the corner
that sweetens the air all abont it; and
Just beyonod the well curb stands the old
goarled apple tree, with the birds’ nests
rocking up in the boughs—little robins,
will you sing on just as sweetly up there
when P gone ¥ =77 v - T

I never expected tofeel like this. Ivs
hard to reafize iow tHat my.life here has
ended—1hat I shall never drive the cows
up in the hill pasturés again when the.
grass is sanded all over with shibing dews
—that I shall never mow down-the sweet
clover nor go shouting among the black
2erry patches; nor heap - up the ' ripé-ears
1z the great coinfield. over yonder, and.
some bow it makes me sad to feel that
everythiing will g0 on justas it always has
done, and” nothing, will ‘mind when I'm,
gove away. - - o

Come now, ‘a#. thongh 1 'was going to
mzke a fool- of myself because atiast 'm
going-to. the .city—~the city afier which
my thoughts and dredins have panted for
Jears—the goal of all my-hopes and Jong-
ings, which has sceried 50 faF off, Which
I've reached atJength. . - - .

Your's' going - 1o° make yon fartune,
Tom Reynoldsijﬁst‘tgi;; of :that! -~ -

No more ehopping " weod and toiling st
%e plow, mo “morelong: days ‘entting
grass in the. tcadows and coming hack
ured out with the-Hiard: work at vight; o
me thggnqu& ‘bouie; you're *gaing 10

ea ‘man of yopfgelf, 1o ¥
chances int.he ’l ':%0“; ‘?}‘19;!0

L yoptsel onr
: th{kﬁf:ibe.ﬁghtontg:&-
great aity; anditshall-ge.

der in.the

with you if yoiu don't ks’ your pilé and

| face ?

hair and the old bright welcome io your

What if—what if— Ah, Lucy, the ques-

Ab, the old, swift hopes and longings
—the strong, fiery ambitions come back,
aud stir the blood of my yonth again, 1
long for the morrow to come so that I
can be away, and at work. Good bye,
old home, and yet [ =hall carry you tooin
my beart as you loaked that last night
when I stood by the litue gate, and you
lay before me asleep in the moonlight.

COMING BACK AT FORTY FIVE.

| ago since I stood here hy the old gate,
iand my blood ‘was hot then and my very
heart throbbed high with the fiery dreams
!'and hopes of youth. :
i Anm I grown so old then ? I have not
| passed beyond .my prime yet, though my
1yem {ean toward fifty’ and my hair is

overshot with silver here and there.

And yet-to night the yearslie héavy on
my soul, and - they seem like the barden
of age as I come. up to the scenes of my
youth. ; -

Nothing looks changed here. The har-
vest moon gathers: the-old house it its
silver folds just as .it did then—=the tall’
cherry trees rustle over vy head—the
currant bushes make their dark green
line where the fence has goneto decay,
and the quince shrubs flutter in the soft
wind. . I

~And another wind blows np from the
coasts of my youth. Oh for'the old boy-
heart that stood "here and’ dreamed its
dreams and made its plans’ twenty five
years ago! )

“1 was to be a rich man I” I said,
standing here, in the strong confidence of
youth. Tbe world eays 1 am that now.
I would tell you, too, that I have an hon-
orable name—thanks to theprayersof the
old mother who slecps under a little pil-
low of green grasses by - the willows out
‘vunder. i ‘ ’

I wonder if she can look ‘down and see
her boy standing here, leaning on the old
gate to pight ? , .

- She:has gone to anothier house, a fairer
one than [iwas  ‘to make he?, and - which
still comes - back to ‘mé in- visioud of the
night sometimes, ‘with® Amy’s sweet face
shinihg by “the ‘window:and ‘my mother
sitting there- ‘with her - black’ dress’ angd
8nowy cap.

I am nota man Wuch given to senti-
ment or romance of auy'sort, - '

:Years:of bard grappling with' fortuneé
have overgrowa all that, und they call m¢
stern, and Leen;and practical in thieiworld'
where I have to deal with Fapts and‘méh)

.-

Jong:ago; etill the .old memories seem to'
‘meltmy heart:into the' lieart'of s little:
child:as.T stand - hers andJook down the
‘long bighway' of -the ‘years up’-‘which T
- have travelled again:toithig night; : - 2
L v-Eittle Amy; with- thechubby:
 the-merry fase]: fir"awiy fFom tiere <16
night; stalwart boys and faiy haired girls'

and the déw . of ‘my youth bas’ vanisbed | p

gu'réina;é

dmong the graves out ,y'qhdgr, 1 came up-

on'a small granite mogument, and in the

gray stone was graven. . ..
“LUQY; AGED TWENTY."

Is that all?! Lucy, with the golden
hair, and the‘eyes like fresh Vidlets'? -’

Standing ‘here to wight, amid thé lost
visions' ahs’ _hapés of myy yonth, 1 could
almos( amile derisively on what men say
of me—~that T hiivé been a * sucvess in
life® Iiis'irve Ihave grappled bravely
with circimstances ; I' have hewn out
with my own right arm a path tofortane.
But it looks small to night, coming back
here and standing by the old gate with
the rusty hinges, and looking at the dld
house, beneath whose low roof other lit-
te children sleep to night, and on whose
door step other children play—~oh, the
fortune looks small to me now, and it
seems 8s' thongh I would almost give it
all 1o feel as T used to when I went bare-
foot through the cool meadow grass and
up into the hill pastures todrive the cows
home. '

You have not changed, old house that
Ileft thirty years ago standing in the
moonlight, but yon cannot give back to
me the strong HKeart, the bounding pul-
ses of my youth.

Tho birds sing, the grasses shiver, the
I trees move in joy about you, bat in place
| of the strong, restless, eager youth that
' went out from' yon, a man, worsn, burden-
ted, wearicd with the struggle, comes
g back as pilgrims go to worship at old
'shrines, dnd there comes tiow an echo up
jand down the deep places of his soul the
; words that, long ago, his mother taught
him, “Vanity of vanitics, saith the preach-
er, all is vanity I”

| -

- R :

l Revenge on a Bank by Rothschllq:

.~ An amusing adventure is related as
“having happened at the Bank of England,
! which had committed the great disrespect
| of refusing to discount-a’ bill of a large
amontt drawn by Anselleen Rothschild,
of Frankfort; on ‘Nathdn Rothschild, of
London. The bank hhaghtily replied,
:* that they discounted ‘only’ their own

 billa and ot those of private persotns!’™|’

! Bat they had to do with one stringer’

'; tion will do to wait, for I have only seen | than the bank: “Priyate persons,” ‘ex:,
i my righteenth birthday yet, and you are:| claimed Nathan Rothsehjld; when tYléy
|inside your fifwenth. \But I shall carry ! reported him the fact. “Private persons’!
{ the thuught hidden away down in my ;I will make these gentlemen see' what

The dreams 1hat each successive year ]’ heart to tne greal city Lo morrow.

Seemed bathed in hues of brighter pride, .

kind of private persons we are!” Three
! weeks after, Nathan Rothschild, who bad
-employed the interval in gathering all the
‘five pound notes he could procare in Eng-
i 1and and on the coutinent, presented him-
?se!f at the bank at the opening of the of-
'fice. He drew from his pocket book a
| five pound note, and they naturally conn-
! ted out five sovereigns, at the same time
looking guite astonished that the Baron
Rothschild should have personally troub-
t led bimself for sach a trifle. The Baron
examined one by ona the coins, and put
them into 1 little canvas' bag, then draw-
ing out another note—a’third—a tenth—
a hundreth, he never put the pieces of
gold into the bag without scrupulously
examining them, and in some instances
teying them in the -balanees, as, he said,
“ tlie%‘nw gave bim the 'right to do go.”
The firat pocket book béing emptied and
the first bag full he pnseea

cominned till the close of the bank. The
Baron liad employed 7 hours.to ‘change
£21,000. Bat as he had pine of lis em-
ployees of bis house engaged in the same
manuer, it resulted.'thdt the house of
Rothschild had drawn £189,000 in gold
from theé bank, and that he had so occa-
pied the ‘tellers that nmo other -person
conld change a single note. KEverything
which bears the stamp of eccentricity has
always pleased the English. - They were,
therefore, the: first day very much amused:
at the pique of Baron :Rotheehild.! They,
however, laughed less when they saw him
return-next day at the opening of the
bank, flanked by nine elerks, and foliow-
ed this day by mnany drays, destined to
carry away the specie. - They laughed no
longer when the king of bankers said with
ironical simplicity, “ These gentlemen re-
fuse to pay-my bill. -1 have sworn 1ot 1o
keep theirs. At their leisure, only, I no-
tify them that I have enough to employ
them for two months.,” * For 2 months?®
« Eleven millions in gold drawn from the
Bank of England, which they have néver
possessed.” The bink took alarm; there
wus something to be ‘done.. The' néxt
morning a notice sppeared in the journals
that benceforth: the bank :would pay
Rotschild’s bills the eame as their own.
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. —=(eneral Shermau hits off the “braye”
men who now wish to. eiterininate the
South, iv the following home thrust, con-
ined in a recent:letter:.: ¢ ... L.
" #]¢ is:amusing to -observe how brave
and firm men become when all..danger is
ast. I have noticed on-the field of bat-
tle brave meri‘ever idsult “the captured,
or-mutilate the dead; butthie cowardg and:
bragparts’ always:dois” Now, when' tbe
rebellion in ‘ ouf-14nd je: 'dg‘aa,jmm?y Fal-
stafy:nppeot, to’bratilish-\lieeyidénce of
their valor; and Béek 1o Wi ajiplansé'and
S apptoptinte Tionar for deéds (hat never

Ry Py
were done,” Drjanyianc,

them to his’
clerk, and -received ‘a second, and thus’

~ Pve been lingerin by the tomb of the
laniented Shakspeare. * - )
"1v ia o soceess: - C .
. Ido ot hes'tate to pronounce it sach.

‘Yon miy make:anyse of this-opinion
that you see:fit.: *If you: think its publica:
tiof' will ‘sabserve the caus of ‘literatoor;
vou magv publicateit.

- Itold my: wife Betsy when I feft home
that I should ‘go to the' birth-place of O’
Thella and othet Pliys. She said that as
longias°I- kegit bat of Néwgate she didn’c
caré‘where I wént. * But,” I said, “don™t
you know that he was the preatest poit
that ever livéd ? Not one of those com-
mon’ poits; :like that young idyit who
writes versus to our daughter about the
rowses that ‘growees and the breezes that
blowses, but a boss peit—also a philose-
pher—also a man who knew a great deal
about everything.”

She; was packing up my things at the
time, and the only answer slie made was
to ask me if I was a goin® to carry both of
my red flannel night caps.

Yes. Dve been to Stratford-onto-Avon
the birthplace of Shakspeare. Mr. 8. ia
now nb more, He'’s been dead over 300
yeard, The people of his native town are
Justly proud of him. They cherish his
menr'ry, and them as sell pictura of bis
birthplace, &e., make it proftable cher-
ishin” it. Almost everybody buys a pic-
tur to put into their Albion.

As I stood -gazing on the spot. where
Shakspeare is ’sposed to have fell down
on tha ice and 'hurt hisself when n boy
(this spot i# for sale but can’t be bought,
the town authorities say it shall never be
taken from Btratford.) I wondered if 309
years hence picturs of my birthplace will
{ bein ‘demand ?  Will the people of my
| native town be proud of me-in three han:
jdred years? I guess they won’t short of
| that time, becaase I say the fat man

weighin’ 1,000 pounds which I exhibited
there was . stuffed out withi pillars and
cushions, which he said one véry hot day
in July, “ Oh bother, I can't stand this,”
and ‘commenced puliin’ the pillaré out
from under bis weskit, aod heavin’ them
at the audienee’ ‘I wever saw a man lose
flesh so fast innay life. '

The audience said I was a pretty man
to.eome chisclen my own townsman in
that way. 1 said, “ Do not be angry, fél-
let citizéns. ~-T exbibited him simply as a
work of art. Isimply wished to ehow you
that 8 man could grow fat without the
use of cod-liver ile. '

But they wouldu’t listen to me. The
are a low and grovelin set of people, who
excite a feelin® of loathing in every brest
where lorfiy emotions and original idees
have a bidin' place.

I stopped at Leamington a few minits
on my way to Stratford-on-Avon, and a
very beautitul town it is. I went into a-
shoo shop to make a purchis, and as [ en-
tereC I saw over the door those dear fa-
wiliar words, * By Appointment: H. R.
H.;” and Isaid to the man, “Squire, ex-
cuse me, but this is too much. I'have
seen in London four hundred boot and
shoe shops by Appointmént: H.R.H.
and now you'reat it. It ig simply unpos-
sible that the Prince can wear 400 pairs
of baots. Don’t tell me,” I said i a voice
choked with emotion—* Oh, do not tell
me that you also niiike boots for him.—
Say slippers—say thdit you mend a boot
now and theu for them ; but do not tell
me that you make thern reg’lar for him—
don’t doit.”

The man swmiled, and sdid I didn’t un-
derstand such things. He said, perhaps
1 had not hoticed in' London that dealers
in all sorts-of articles was By Appoint-
ment. I said, “ Oh, hadn’t 1?” Then a
a sudden thongbt fashti.ovéer me. “1
have it,” [ gaid, * When the Prince walks
through a street, he no doubt looks jn at
the.shop windows,” ‘

The man sald, * No doubt.” o

“ Aod ‘the enterprisin tradesman,? 1
continned, “ the moment the Prince gets
out, of sight, rushes frantically, and has a.
tin sign pajoted, By Appointment, H. R,
H. Itis a great, a beautiful idee!”

I then bought 3 pair of shoe strings,
and wringin the shopman’s honest hand,
I started for,the Tomb of Shakspeare ina
hired fly. It lookt, however, more like a
spider., L .

P And this,” T'said, as 1stood in the
old churchyard at Stratford, beside a
tombstone, *this marks the ant. where
lies William W, Shakspeare. Alass}and:
this marks the spot where— S

“You've got the wrong grave,” said a

man—a worthy villager—* Shakspeare is

boried inside the charch ~ - <
¢ Oh,” I gaid, *“a boy told me this was

| the spot,",’[,""l‘pe,iioy langhed and put the

shillin. I'd given him into his lef} eyein a.

inglorions manner, and conimenced mov-
ing backward toward the street.. :
I puréood an
[ip‘ rgood and

capured bim, snd after
talking fo him a spell in aatKastic stile, ¥
let him went, :

 The old church was damp and ghill. Lt
whs Faioin, , The ouly :gmov'athene when
Leptered was o_fipe bIuff old gentleman,
-who was tg km‘:il} a,e¥cited manner to a
‘fashpibly dressed young mah, .

 @No, Ervogt, Montreasor,” the old gen:
dleman daid, 4} ia idleto purspo thisetl:
jeg. faribier, . Yon csp, never marry my

I

-daughter. Yo were

‘in Piccadilly withiout a

0. Jast-on
ﬁ!‘)‘i’%ﬁ%rl Ipi?g

ence of mind and. stability, and, he is'pot
a proper person to entrust.:a.daughter’s
bappimess to.” - , ... .. .. |
. Lelapt the old gentleman.on the shopl,
der, and Isaid, “You're right! Yoy're
one of those kind of men—you are—" =
. He yheeled. guddenly aronnd, and.in a
indignant voice said—“ Go way—go way,
This 18 4 private intervgol? =~ .
1.didn’t stop to enrich the old gentles
man’s mind with my conversatign. I.sort,
of inferred that he wasn’t much inclined
to listen to - e, and g0 .I went on.  Bot
he was right about'the nmbrellar,, '

I am really delighted with this grand
old country, bat it does rain rayther nn-
merously here.  Whether this is owing to
a monarkel form of government or not, I
leave to all candid and onprejudiced per-
80Ds Lo say, S ‘

William Shakspeare was born in Strat-
ford in 1564. All the commontaters,
Shaksperyan scholars, etsetery,are agreed
on this, which is about the only. thing
they are agreed on in. fegard to bim, ex-
cept that his mantel hasn’t fallen npon any
poet or dramatist hard enough to bart
8aid poet or dramatist very much. And
there is no doubt if these commontaters
and persons continueinvestigating Shaks-

eare’s career; we shall not-in doo time
Enow anything about it at all, ,
. ‘When a mere lad little William attend.
ed the Grammar School, because, as.he.
said, the Grammar Schaol’ wouldn’t at-
tend him, This remarkable remark, com-
in from one so--youug and inexperisnced,.
set people te thinkin there might besum-
thing in this lad.' He subsequently wrote'
“ Hamlet” and * George Baruwell.”
Whea his kind teacher went to-London

‘| to accept & position ia the offices of the-

Metropolitan Railway, little William was
chosen by bhis fellow pupils to deliver a.
farewell address. * Go on, sir,” he said,
“in your glorious career. Be like an ea-
gle, and soar, and the soarer you get, the
more we will all be gratified 1 :

My young readers, who wish to know
about Shakspear, bevter get these vallya-
ble remarks framed, . .

I returned to thehotel. Meetin a-young
married couple, they asked me if I could:
direct them to the hotel which Washing.
ton Irving used; to keep -

. “I've onderstood.that he was onsnc-
cessfl;as.aJandlord,” said the lady. .+ .~

* Welve undersiood,” -sald the young
man, * that be busted up.”

1 told em I was.a stranger, and baur-
ried away. They were from my country,

Y | and ondoubtedly represented a thrifty ile

well somewhere in Pennsylvany. It's a
common thing, by the way, for a old far-
mer in Pennsylvany {o wake up some
morning aand find ile squirtin all around
his back yard. . He gella out for an enor-
mous price, and bis children put on gor-,
geous harness and start on a tower, {0 as-
topish people. They succeed io doin it.
Meantime the ile it squirts, and time rolls
on. Let it roll. ) ,

Avery nice old town is Stratford, and a
capital inu is the Red Horse. Every ad-
mirer of the great Shakspeare must go
there once certainly, and to say one isn’t
a admirer of him is equiv’lent to sayin one-
has just about brains eneough to become
a efficient tinker. LA
- Some kind person has sent me Chawk-
er’s, Poems. .. Mr. C. Hhad. talent, but he
couldn’t spel. No'man bas a right to be
a lit'rary man unless he knows bow to
spel. It's a pity that Chawker, who had
geneyus, was s5o0. unedicated.- He’s the:
wust speler I knowof. - -~ . - . !

1 guess P'm through, and so I lay down.
the pen, which is more mightier than the
sword, bt which I'm afraid wauld stand

a rayther slim chance beside the needle-
gun. oprtey LTy T A
Adoo! Adoo!
Yoo -

ARTEMUS WaARD,
~Tu asleeping car -recently, a’ man in
one of the berths' became preatly annoy-
ed by a erying child whom its father was
endeavoring invain to quiet. - The irate’
individoal atlast shouted out: - -

“ Whereis the motherof that child;
that she is not here to pacify it 2"

At this the poor gentleman in ‘cliarge’
of the child stepped up to- the berth'and:
said:r T e

¢ Sir, the mother-of that ehild
coffin in ‘the bagpgage car!” -

The:grambler immediately: ‘arose ‘and-
compelled the' afflioted father to retire to
his berth, and from that ‘time untii mor-
ping took the little orphan unidet his own’
care, ' o Con e

is it her

R v -
- ~~The Washihgton Star says the gift
of invisibility ‘was formerly believed to'be
procurable by means of fern seed; bat no
peculiar power of -rendering people invis-
ible resides specially in the seed’ of fern.
Pat o0 auy: -very ‘seedy suit of clothes,
and 'walk aboutin' the streets. You will
very'soon’find: that ‘your ‘acquaintances
will pass you without séeing yoa. '
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. st Mys White, ivgirl"y.qujbiivev-'th'e*kgudu
ness tolendmg tendoliars P75 i« ~ 1
-s Certainly=-upon one condition.” =

15y

(TR

ool b ahgnld 1 put

Clare " Castle, in" England; of - Whith the
Queen désired t6 know the :bistory. »As
tredsurd’ trove, it became the. property:of
the crown;; by.the Queen's co ,gjzg

antiquariang have fonnd ot all about it.
There is strong reason, they 'si¥, for bes

lieving that it formed at one titije &'

of the royal eollection of jewels-belongin
to:King -Edward IH; for it: is recordec
that he-had smong - his, jewels,:kept for
safe preservation in the Tower of Lon-
don, “nncroys,” or dohble’ overs'de  trifs
fare que “est'de'’la ‘croys’ Jhesn Crist, et

ne?‘uifi ¢atio  preise;”’—%n “cross.of

which' represents.the . cross of , Jesus
Christ, set. with.pearls and cannot be val-
ued.” is description 'ex'ﬁc'tly’inlﬁv'é"

Gy S 7 .

to thé cross foind “at ‘Claré,for  thiat had
four large pearls,-one’ at ‘each'transverse
section of the cross, whilé the cross itself]
with the figare .of _our Saviour,upon if,
wasamost beaitifully foliated, ‘and the
chain, about ‘two féet “long; was of the
richest description. - How' this' precions
royal jewel came to be found:iin the ru-
ins of Clare Castle.is'thus accounted: for :
“It was the common  pragtice of .our
sovereigns in; former. ages to bestow on
their children and grandcbildren; as” wed-
ding gifis, rare’ jewelsaiid - relics;and as
Edward IIL’s grand::danghter.-Phillip
was married to Edmond Mortimer, 'iﬁ
Lord of Clare, and, upon, ber ‘marriage .
came to reside at the Castle, she in_ slf
probability Wiad this jewel givén to heron"
the occasion, and it “Was by her taken to
the. Castle, where:il gotlost. . What con
firms “this .:history, -almest beyond all
doubt, is the fact that this particular jew-
el, before described in old “French, disap-
peared from that very time from'the nu-
merous inventories ‘which’ are - extantiof
the Royal jéwels. ~Thus this once royal
jewel, which has been buried’at  Clare,
lost for five hundred years, lias oncemore
come ihto foyal'possesgion.” -~ 7 i
Bl D D
Wio Rob Orcaaibs.—Tn-"a - ‘cerfain
villagb'of thé'far’ Wist was'an' atheist.
He was a great admirer of Dale Owen'and
Fangy Wright; but he could see Yio'bésu-
ty in'the Christian religion.” Of ¢outse
he never euntéred hny' place of Worsbip.
In fruit season be Was' specially basy ‘on

o

| the Sabbath in defendiirg hix orchatd frém’

id q‘.'",faﬁig’a@;ﬁméﬁ"'f ~the villige,i
who on that'day usailly wisde sadhivoo’
atmong t!;’e‘“gpﬁlqs'a_hdqpe‘a(;h'ep:" L

‘One day, while at work’with ‘il son in-
law—-aid Atheist like himself, although's
moré kind and ‘conrtéous - gentleman—-as
a pastor'of 3 congregation wis' passing,
he, very rudely, thus acéosted the - finis-
ter: . ook
“8Sir, what is the%se of Your preacsh-
iog # What good do 'yon ‘by it ?  ‘Why"
don’t you teach thesé fellows batter mor:-
als ? 'Why don’t you tell them something'
about’ étealid%,' in your sermons, ‘and kiep'
them frofn robbitig my orchard £ -*=" .

To this the minister pléasantlyreplicd '

" My dear bir; I ant edriy that you'are’
8o annoyed; and I would most willingly
read the fellows who rob your-orchard g
lecture on thieviog, but the “trath is;,
they are so like you and the ‘Major here,’
that I never get a chance,”~ % "

“ Qood, good,” replied the' Major,
laughin; 3 on which ‘the -elder-atheist -
blushed a little, and, iii ab “apologétical
we’,ﬁaid: ' “ . c ,l;g.: FREE.

“Well, well; Ibelieve itis traé anou&l:; :
—it is pot the church going people: that:
sted! my applea”’ "7 Ui

his gréat ‘énemies, the " wood pecker, snd:
tli@“‘i"‘g p it Ve v

‘i

Nzcro' Humon—A.  Virgioi . robel,.
who has jssued a book .- ivipgﬁg,ex
encs ag:a - prisoner ‘in, .the. handsiof the -
Federals at . Point, Lookont and, Elmirs,
tells the following story i ..ii ;s
The boys aml.augbing at:the summons
which S., one of my fellow, . Petersbar.
gers; got. o day from s _negro Sentinel.
Sdeg on when captured;. apd I suppose_
still possesses, a.tall beaverof:the antigne
pattern, considered insoparable from ex-.
tremerespectability in the last,;decade,
and for, 8 many s year before.. While
wandering around the. enclosure, seelgpf.
1 snspeot, * what, be might .devour,” he,
aceidentally- stepped béyond  the * dead.
line,” and, was. suddenly, -arrested by,
summons from the nsarest. l!’1eg!'o tzg, 't:?
atapet, who geemed to . bo.:n dog
ghe&ﬂ.@o well. dressed.a_man. W%‘l be,
a ‘'reb,” and therefore whetberheshonld;
be shot at once.. . sy st .
4 White man, you blopg 1n'd

“© 1]
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‘% Well, ain’t.you

%&5@;;@5’.‘- ‘batte
dan to crossdat line B”,.., ..
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. % Well, .you : u§, tte ;pow“, t.,e:g
dat!?mck:orlm ,‘ow.ﬂhu_&fdss_..ggi_l,, k j
Qﬁ ’ R ‘_J,','\ {:',‘ STPCIN 3‘:;";
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—“Pat down that picklel” Thewerds
are uttéred hirribdly ahd: barslily by'the

f

| skirgéant; to°an  ndigracions private; whe;

S R
retiod 1 StokJe from th barel. ,
e A ~dowty ithitpickle ™
Qiieties the private; mildlg. . 4 Potdowd
t%.e','_ﬁakté':-zmwa all T want! oftiyom™

améd ' the " geb dly:
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6 That you tell mo-why your vequest is|:
like-ilis back of my negl PY: us.uiit i
PR} Inm’gm ‘“‘“lﬁ_': TECRERTLN BE ST R ) ‘.i':

« Well, it is becatisé L:6gn* s60-it ™

f}y ﬁh’.ie*fg‘béié%héﬁil’!%éwi;ﬁe&é?l!!i
oo 9850 b6 cioutiaelekly disspe

wpmng vt i et
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