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BY THE ALMA RIVER.

BY MI188 MULOCH.

[Frem many a household of our stricken
land prayers as full of agony and anxious,
strained, balf-crazed supplication for loved
ones periling their lives hy many a nver
and stream, the scene of as bloody con-
flicts a8 that of Alma,are going up daily and
hourly. Who but those watching, wait-
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BUCHANAN & LINDSEY,
Y8 AND COUNBELLORS AT LAW
ATTORNE Waynesburg, Pa. A *
ain street, in the O1d

i f
Office on the South side o . 1 1862,

EkBuilding.
iR.vwWw. DOVWNRY,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT LAW.

{7 Office in Ledwith’s Building, opposite the Court
House, Waynesburg, Pa.

. A. M CONNELL. 7. J. HUFFMAN.
'CONNEBLL & HUFFMAN,
TTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW
Waynesburg» Pa.
Office in the “Wright Il .se,”” East Door.

ing, hoping, fearing, know how hard it is
to say—*‘Oh God, Thy will ba done?”’]

Willie, fold your little hands,
Let them drop that soldier toy;
Look where father’s picture stands—
Father, who here kissed his boy
Not two months since—father kind,
Who this night may—never mind
Mother's sob, my little dear,
Csll aloud that he may hear,
Who is God of batiles—say,
“0Oh, keep my father safe this day,
By the Alma River.”

‘Ask no more, child; never heed
Either Russ, or Frank, or Turk,
Right of nation or of creed,
Chance poised victory's Bloody work ;
Any flag in the wind may roll
Onthy heights, Sebastopol ;
Willie, sll to you and me
Is that apot, where'ersit be,
Where he stands,—no other word !
Stand—God, sure the child’s prayer heard,— i
By the Alma River.

Willie, listen to the bella
Ringing through the town to-day ;
That's for viciory. Ah, no knell
For the many swept away—

Hecrions, &c., will receive prompt attention.
glynubm:g, p s63—1y.

DAVID CRAWFORD,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law. Office in Sayers®

Hundreds—thousands ! Let us weep,
We may need not—just te keep
Reason steady in my brain,
Till the morning comes again,

mily Paper---Devoted to Politics, A
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griculture, Literature, Science, Att,

rimer, ‘have you thought seriously of
the impossibility of your getting
along with five children, under
twelveyears ofaage? Tt has required
all your husband’s efforts to make a
living for you—how can you hope to
do it without bim ?’

“We offer,’ joined in his wife, ‘to
take the most helpless of your little
ones—to give him all the advantages
we would our own child; and surely
you must see that God’s hand isin 1t
—that through us He intends to help

ou.’
Y “I need not tell you how longl

!and laughed aloud at the horses, as |
| they were driven up. 1 handed him

' heart grew !

Building, adjoining the Post Office. .
Bopt- 11, 110y Till the third dread morning tells,
Whe they were that fought and fell,

By the Alma River.

& A. BLACK. JORN PHELAN.

BLACK & PHELAN,

ATTORNEYS AND COUNSBLLORE AT LAW.
Office in the Court House, Waynesburg.

Come, we'll lay us down, my child,
Sept. 11,1861—1y.

Poor the bed is, poor and hard,
Yet thy father, far exiled,

PHYSIOIANS. Bleeps upon the open sward
Dreaming of us twe at home;
mg:'lmoll;'l&ciuv ”lﬂ'g'o, Or beneath the starry dome,
?

Digs out trenches in the dark
Where he buries—Wiilie, mark—

Where ke buries those who died
Fighting bravely at his side,

By the Alma River,

Ofiec—Blachley’s Building, Main Bt.,

CTFUILY to the eiti of
¥ %WPE burg and vicivity that he has retarned from
Hospital Corps of the Army and resumed the prac-

ca of medicine at this place.
“Waypeslurg, June 11, 1362.-1y.

DR. D. W. BRADEN,

ician and Sargeon. Office in the Old Bank
Bail n.ul!l Main street. Sept. 11, 1861—1v.

DR. A. G. OROSS

OULD very respectfully tender his services as s
W PBYBICI?\N A‘l’ﬂeﬁ SURGEON, to the people of

wesburg and vicinity. He hopes by a dus appre-
dulu of human life and heaith, and strict attention to
bushiess, to merita shars of public patrenage.
Waynesburg. Janvasy 8, 1862.

DR. A. J. BGGY

ESPECTFULLY offers his services 1o the citizens

A of Waynesburg and vicinity, as & Physician sud

- wrgeon. Office opposite the Republican office. He |
hopes by & dus fation of the laws of life

d health, so native medication, and strict attention
busihess, to merit & liberal share of public patronage.

g!‘

Willie, Willie, go to sleep,
God will keep us, O, my boy ;
He will make the dull hours ereep
Faster, and send naws of joy,
When I need not shrink to meet
Those dread placards in the street,
Which for weeks will ghastly stare
In some eye —Child say thy prayer
Once again ; aditierent one;
Say, “OR God, thy will be done
By the Alma River.”

@; family Gircle,

i GIVING AWAY THE BABY.
MMA A. “‘:&X‘E‘Yiji Paints and | ‘It was the day after my husband'’s
Oi'u’-. E aost colebratod Patent Medicines, snd Pure | funeral,” said the widow, “and I
Liguors for medicinal purposes. . was 80 stunned by his sudden death

e&&iﬁ# ! that T conld do nothing but sit and

MERCEANTS. think over it, and try to realize how
o~ e | it could. be so. Only the SBunday be-
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only made me the more determined,
and we started back in less than half
an hour after we came, I carrying
the baby ; Willie offered to help me,
but I felt as though I could carry
him in my arms forever.

“When I had Iaid him in bed, now
fast asleep, but still sobbing, and
reaching out his little hands, to feel
if [ was there, I said, ‘God helping
me, come what will, I will never part
with one of my living children again,
and I never did.

“I need not tell you how wild witk
joy the rest of the children were

withstood all their arguments. But
at last overcome by their entreaties,
I consented to consider the matter.—
In two days, they came for an ans-
wer. L never mentioned their visit
to any of the children, and I had
changed my mind almost every heur
since I had seen them. At last con-
vinced that it was for the child’s
ood, 1 consented to give him up.—
hen I went to dress him to go, my
resolution almest failed me. I lin-
gered over every article 1 put on
him, and every dear curl over and
over before I could get it to please
me; and I kissed the little white
shoulders until they were all rosy.—
But at length he was ready, and 1
thought he never looked so pretty.—
He was full of animation, for he was
old enough to know what it meant to
‘go riding,’ and he clapped his hands,

to his new mother, (the children sup-
posed that he was to come back
soon,) and he mnever even looked at
me. Oh, how jealous my aching

“When I came back into the house,
the first thing my eye fell on was his
cradle. 1 could only throw myself
on it, and sob aloud.
the trial of tellingthe whole truth te
the children. Nomne of them ssemed
reconciled, and I felt that the worst
was to come when the two eldest
should return from school. I almost
dreaded to meot them, especially
Willie ; he was like his father, so
quiet and calm, outwardly, but bid-
ing beuneath his appatent coldness
the strongest, deepest feclings. But
the others went to meet them as
they came homo,and I was pleasant-
ly disappointed in the way the old-
est took it. Ie seemed to feel that
I had done it for the best, and that
he must hide his own sorrow for my
sake. He was more thoughtful tor
my comfort, gentler than ever, only
very still and grave.

*“The day ended, as the longest
will at last, and it came time to go
to bed. I had taker Willie to sleep
down stairs near me. Since his fath-
er's death, the other children
slept just above us. Well, when

came to lie down, there was
the empty pillow! Baby had always
laid his little rosy face as close to
mine as he could get it, and slept
with one little warm band on my
neck. All my griefbroke eut afresh
when [ thought of him. Willieraised
up at last, and said, earncstly—

“‘Mother, its Charlie you are cry-

Then came

when they tound the baby in bed
next morning : they almost fonght
over the little fellow, and from that
day forth it was their greatest plea-
sure to amuse Charlie and have him
with them.

“When the affair came to be known,
many blamed me, and many favors
that my rich neighbors might have
done me they withheld, I think, for
my folly, as they called it But s
few poor women like myself, that
bad always nursed their own chil-
dren, said I did right. We had
many trials, and often scarcely a
crast of bread in the house; but our
hardships only bound us the more
closely together.

“All my children proved comforts
and blessings to me. God took care
of ove for me; but as Willie said, we
knew that was for the best, The
rest married in the course of time,
and left me; but the prop of my old
days, the one whose industry and
management give me this plentiful
and comfortable home, has never left
me since the day I gave him away.”
—Little Pilgrim.

i No gentle one soothed thee, in love’s melt-

| THE PAUPER OHILD'S BURIAL.

Stretchled on a rude plank the dead pauper

ay,

No weeping friends gathered to bear him
away;

His white, slender fingers were clasped on
his breast,

The pauper child meekly lay taking his
rest.

The hair on his forehead was carelessly
parted ;

In life none had loved him; his pathway,
all gear,

Had not one sweet blossom its sadness to
cheer.

No fond, gentle mother had ever caressed
him,

In tones of affection and tenderness bless-
ed bim,

For ere his eye greeted the light of the

ay,
His mother had passed in her anguish
away.

Poor little one ! often thy meek eyes have
songht

The smiles of wffection, of kindness un-
bought ;

And wistfully gazing in wond’ring sur-

prise, .
That no one beheld thee with pitying eyes.

And when in strange gladnoess thy youang
voice was heard,

As in winter’s stern sadness, the songof a
bird,

Hareh voices rebuke thee, and cowering
in fear,

Thy song was hughed in a sigh and a tear

And when the last pangrent the heart.
strings in twain,

And burst from thy bosom the last sigh
of pain,

ing tone, .
With fond arms around thee in tenderness
thrown,

NAKED ARMS AND NECK.

A distinguished physician, who
died some years since in Paris, de- |
clared, “I believe that during the |
twenty-six years I have practiced !
my profession in this city, twenty |
thousand children have been carried
to the cemeteries, a sacrifice to the
absurd custom of exposing their arms
naked.”

1 bave often thought if # mother !
were anxious to show the soft, white .
skin of her baby, and would cut a
round hols in the little thing’s dress,
just over the heart, and then carry
it about for observation by the com-
pany, it would do very little harm.—
But to expose the baby's arms,
members so far removed from the
heart, and with such feeble circula-
tion at best, is a most pernicious
practice.

Put the blub of a thermemetor in a
baby’s mouth, and the mercury rises
to 99 degrees. Now carry the same
to its little hand ; if the arms be bare
and the evening cool, the mercury
will sink to forty degrees. Of course
all the blood which flows through
those arms must fall from 20 to 40
degrees below the temperature of the
heart.

Need I say when these currents of
blood flow back into the chest, the
child’s general vitality must be more
or less compromised ? And need I
add that we ought not 1o be surpris-

ing for, isn’t it ¥’

“Yes,” I answered, ‘I know it's!
for the best; but ob! it's so hard to,
give him np.’ r

ed at its frequent recurring affection
of the tongue, throat or stomach.

1 have seen more than one child
with habitual cough and hoarseness,

WM. A.-PORTER, i

and Domnes-

Retail Dealer in Forei
Whalesale and ons ain street.

] Goods, Groceries, Netions, &c.,
°.;’,’{ 1, 18611y,

R. CLARK,

Daaler in Dry Goods, Groceries, Hardware, Queena-
are and notions, in the it House, opposite
‘e Court House, Main street.  Sept. 11, 1861—1y.

MINOR & CO,,
Pealers in Foreign and Domestic Dry Goods, Gro
ries, Queensware, lardware and Notions, opposite
:a Greon House, Main street.
Bept. 11, 18611y,
. —

OLOTHING.
N. CLARK,-

Dealor in Men’s and Boys’ Clothing, Cloths, Cassi-

fore, he had been sitting with me,
{ watching the baby, as he sat in the
. sunshine laughing and clapping his
little hands, as the shadows of the
i trees were flung acrossthe bare floor,
' and moved by the passing breeze.—
i Now the child was sitting in the same
spot, the warm October sun stream-
| ing on his bright curls, and making
i bim look so pretty—so like a picture;
! but the father was gone from us for-
| ever.

“Jt seemed to me I must see bis
dear face once more—tnat he would
surely lift the latch and come in, and
! take our child up, and say, as he of-

LR P hapteri e S
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"S00T AND SHOE DEALRRS. | ‘“Even the baby missed him, and
SRR S S s srnan o | would come and stand at my knee,

J. D. COSGRAY,
Boot and 8hoe maker, Main street, nearly appusite
s *‘Farmer’s and Drover's Bank.”” Every style of
Boots and 8hoes constantly on hand or made to order.
Bept. 11, 1861—1y.

N. H. McClellan.

Boot and Bhoe maker, Blachley's Corner. Main street.
Bosts sud Bhees of every variety always on hand or
made to erder on short netice}

Saept. i1, 1861—1y.
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JOSEPH YATER,

Desler in_Groceries and Confectioneries, Notians,
Im“??rfumriu.‘ I‘.ivu;o.ol Ware, &c., Glass of
all sizes, and Qilt Mouldiog and Looking Glass Plates.

Cash paid for good eating Apples.
Sept. 11, 1861—1y.

JOHN MUNNELL,

in Groceries and Confectionazies, and Variely
Gol:':'" n r;’y. Wilson's New Building, Main street.
Sept. 11, 1881 —1y.

——————

BOOKS: &kc.
LEWIS DAY,

""e:lner hu!chool and Miscelleneous Bo:kl. Station-
Agstines and Papers. One door east ot
P kb'ﬂn‘l\h Sweet.

N Sept. 11, 1861 ly.
SADDLES AND HARNESS.
SAMUEL M ALLISTER,
>, Banu- and Trank Maker. old Bank

ke 1, 19811
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i calling ‘Papa ! pspa ! until I thought
| my poor heart would break. The
i two eldest children were at school;
: the rest were out playing, ao that [
| was quite alone. By and by the ba-
| by was tired of his play, and came
i £nd got up into my lap.
{ “‘Mamma cry’—mamma mustn’t;’
" he lisped out, and wiped my wet face
! with his little chubby hands; but I
i could only bold him closer to me,
i and then ery more bitterly.
i “Just then, Mr. and Mrs. Lorrimer
drove up in their handsomd carriage.
, They lived not far off, and were our
i richest neighbors. When I had in-
i vited them in, and had dried my
tears a little, they seemed at a loss
how to begin the conversation, but
| Charlie had slid away from my side,
and went and stood at the lady’s
knee, and pointing to her heavy go!:d
bracelet, said—Pretty, pretty! in
his childish way. She took it off,
and gave it to him, uymg—— .

«:Won't you come to be my little
boy, Charlie ?’ .

Zr.ify mother’s heart took fright at
once. They had no children, and I
seomed to feel as piainly as if they
bhad told me, that they had come to
ask me for one of mine.

“<No, no; mother couldn’t are
bim,’ I said, quickly snatoMing him
away, almost rudely, I foar.

“‘My dear women,’ begiin Mr. Los-

«Mother, continued tho child, | or ehoking with mucus, entirely and
‘when fathor died, we knew it was permanently relieved by simply
for the best, because God took Aim : lieeplng its arms and hands warms.
from us; but 1 have been thinking | Every —observing and progressive
ever since we laid down how poor | Physician has daily opportunity to
little Charlie must be crying for | Witness the same cure.— Lewis' Gym-

ou, and how God give him to us, to | nasties.

ove him, and keep him; and now |
you have given him away. If he! SAYINGS OF OHILDREN.
had meant him te be Mr.and Mrs. . Tgusr.—A few nights since, two little
Lorrimer’s baby, wouldn’t he have' boys were lying together in their trundle-

glzen him .t.o 'them at firat ?,, : bed. Willie, the elder of the two, who
weiTllJ‘tewci:lllutihsel:tr,)l:‘g: tf:‘::egmn:?;: i was only six years of age, awoke in the
of tt%y rich neighbors. Aftexgconsid- ; night, very thirsty. Beieg told that he
ering a moment, I said, impulsively— | could jump up and get himself some water,

“Oh,if 1 only had bim back, he : he cried, raying that he was afraid. Upon
should never go away again, no mat- | this_ his little brother, two yeara younger
ter how poor we might be.’ . than himself, spoke encouragingly to him,

“The moon was shining so bright- | and said, “God is wight here, Willie!

ly that it was almost as light as day, God is wight here! you needn’t be afraid,

Stern voices and cold mingled strange in
thine ear

With the songe of the angels the dying
may hear,

And thrillingly
alarms,

Was thy mother’s voice welcoming thee to
her arms.

tender. amid Death’s

Thy {ragile formn, wrapped in its coarsest
shroud, reposes

In slumbers as aweet as i
roses ;

And while on thy coffin the rude clods are
pressed,

The Good Shepherd folds the shorn lamb
to His breast.

{ pillowed on

ey -
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A WIFE ON THE BATTLE FIELD,

The following extract from a let-
ter, dated at Corinth on the 16th
inst., has been published. It vividly
portrays the fearful emotions and
anxious thoughts which torture the
mind of an observer during the pre-
gress of the battle, and relates many
barrowing scenes of war which, if
described, world seem “stranger than
fiction :"—“Oh, my friend ! how can
I tell you of the tortures that have
nearly crazed me for the last three
days. Pen is powerless to trace,
words weak to convey onetittle of
the misery I bhave endured. I
thought myself strong before. I
have seen so much of sufferiug that
1 thought my nerves had grown
steady, and I could stand anything; !
but te-day I am weak and trembling |
like a frightened child.

My

“But do not wonder at it.
dear husband lies beside me, wound-
ed unto death, perhaps. I bave lost
all hopes of saving him, though I
thank God for the privilege of being

his moment beside him. And be-
sides all this, all around me the suf-

, 1862.

r’ &[0

' bye, said harriedly, as he tore bim-
self away :—Pray for me, my wife;
and if 1 fall, God protect you!—
There was something in his look
. and tone which struck a chill to m

" heart, and every moment after
knew the figh

| he had indee
{how long it was before I heard that
! Oglesby’s brigade was engaged, but |
1 it seemed an age to me. ifter that |

No one cared for him, the desolate-hearted; | Y 3800y Was nearly intolerable.— !

. I never had a thought of fsar for
: myself; I was only thinking of F.—
' Then I got the word that he had
been hotly pursued by the rebels
and had fgllen back.
“Late in the afternoon I succeeded
i in gaining a little intelligible infor-
| mation. Poor Gen. Hackleman was |
shot through the neck, while givin
a command, and fell mortally wound-
ed. He died between ten and eleven
o’clock the same night, I have since

NEW SERIES.--VOL. 4, NO.

ght had begun, I felt as if |
d fallen. I cannot tell |

25.

“0HALK f0UR BOBBINS.”
i Every one knows that old Sir Robert
; Peel, father of the late Prime Minister of
" England, and grandfather of the preseat
, Baronet, made his money by eotton
spinning. In the early part of his career
his business was not remarkably exten-
sive, but suddenly he made a tremendous
start, and soon distanced all his rivals.—
He grew immensely rich, as we all know,
but we do not all know the lucky accident
towhich he was indebted for his enormous
wealth,

In che early days of the cotton spinning
machioery, a great deal of trouble used
to be caused by filaments of cotton adhe-
ring to bobbins, or tapes, which then
formed portions of looms, These flamenta
accumulating soon clogged the wheels
and other parts of the machinery, and
rendered it neceseary that they should be

cleared, which involved uent sto
and much loss of time.fw‘i Ppagee

learned. Up to the time of receiv-
ing the wound he had acted with the !
greatest bravery and enthusiasm, |
tempered by a coolness that made |
every action effective. When dusk |
at last put an end to the first day’s |
conflict I learned that Gen. Oglesby '
bad been dangerously wounded, but :
could gain no intelligence of my |
busband. I evuld not bear the sus- !
pense: Dark asit was, and hopeless
a8 it seemed to search for him then, |
I started out to the battle field.

“Qh, howshall I describe the search |
of that night? 1t looked like mad- |
ness. It was madness. But all
night long 1 struggled amongst
bleeding corpses, over dead horses,
trampled limbs, shattered artillery— {
everything that goes to make up,
the horror of a battlefield when the
conflict is over. They were remov-
ing the wounded ali night. Ob, how

The great desideratum was to find out
some plan of preventing this clogging by
the cotton, and Sir Robert, or Mf%eel' as
he was then, spent vast sums in experis
ments. He employed some of theablest
machinists in the country—among them
James Watt—who suggested various cor-
rections, but in spite of all they could do,
the inconvenience remained—the cotton
would adhere to the bobbins, and the
evil appeared to be insurmountable.

Of course these delays seriously affected
the wages of the operatives, who, on Sat.
urdays, generally came short in propor-
tien (o the stoppages during the previous
days. It was noticed, however, that one
man always drew his futl pay--his work
was always accomplished—in fact his
loom never had to stop, while every other
in the factory was idle. Mr. Peel was
informed of this, and knew there must be
a secret somewhere. It was important
that it should be discovered if possiblae.

The man was watched, but all to no
purpose ; his fellow worlkmen tried to

_pum p” him, but they couldn’t; at last,

awful to stumble over the dead and | Mr. Peel sent for the man into his private

hear the cries of the wounded and

I bhad to start off alone or else they
would not have let me go.

“As you may suppose 1 could net
find him, either amongst the living
or the dead. But the next morning,
just after sunrise, I came to a little
clump of timbers where a horse had
fallen—his head shot off and bhis
body half covering a man whom I
supposed dead. éis face was to the
ground, but as I stooped to look
closer, I perceived a faint movement
of the body, then heard a faint moan.
I stooped and turned the face up-
ward. The head and face were both
covered with blood, but when 1 turn-
ed it to the light I knew it in spite
of its disfiguration. Oh God, the
agony of that moment sickened me
almost to suffocation.

“With a strerigth I thought im-
possible in me, I drew him, crushed
and bleeding, from beneath the car-
cass of our poor old horse, whom we
had both so loved and petted, and
dipping my bandkerchiet in a little

¥
athed his face and pressed some
moisture between his parched, swol-
len lips. He was utterly insénsible,
and there was a dreadful wound in
Lis bead. Both limbs were crushed
hopelessly beneath the horse. He
was utterly beyond the reach of hu-
man skill to save, but as soon as pos-
sible I had him conveyed to the
hospital. 1 have pursed him ever‘
since, hopelessly and with a heart!
breaking with grief.

“Ob ! bow many wives, how many }
mothers, are to-day mourning the |
dead and dying, even as I mourn my |
dying! He has not opened his eyes |
to look at or spoken to me since he
fell. Oh! could he but speak to
me once before he dies, I should

ferers lie moaning in agony. Thero |
has been little time toattend to them, !
poor fellows! True, the surgeons!
are busy all the time, but still the !
wounded have not been brought in, |
and it seems as if the time will nev- |
er come when our brave boys shall |
have been made as comfortable as|
circumstances may permit. It is

ive him up with more resignation.
ut to die thus—without a look or
word! Oh, my heart is breaking !’

- e ee——

!
DESAIX. |

Seeing that Desaix is one af the
three Generals named as pattern
warriors in the letter of General

dying alone, and in the night time. |

Eool of water amongst the bushes, !

and presently Willie said— . [

“Mother, it's only balf a mile acrosa |
the fields, and they won’t go to bed
tor a long time at Lorrimer’s: let us |

o and get Charlie. Why, mother,:
%seem to hear him crying now.’ i

.“Urged by the chiid’s entreaties :
and the fond promptings of my own
heart, 1 consented. I think I never
walked half a mile so quickly in my
life, and neither of us spoke until we
reached the mansion. Then we!
stopped a moment for breath, and |
suro enough we could hear baby:
screaming at the top of his voice.— |
We went round to the sitting-room |
door and knocked. They seemed
balf-frightened when they saw who
it was, but asked usin politely. A
bired nurse was walking with the
child up and down the floor, trying
to £acify it. Mrs. Lorrimer had wear?
ied herself out, and was lying on a
lounge.

“‘Come to mother, Willie said,
and bhe brought the little fellow to
me at once.

“How he clun
yot smiling sll t%
self in my arms.

“iJ cannot give him up’ 1 said, at
last, when 1 could get my voice clear.
‘You must let me take him home.’

“They evidently thought me the

i
'
i

to me, stili sobbing,
e while to find him-

Willie!”” So Willie jumped up, and went
and got himself some water, and then
came back to his little bed, all safe, and
soon he and his little brother were fast
asleep again.

A Praver,—A father came bome from
his business at early evening, and took his
little girl upon his knee. After a few
dove-like caresses, she crept to his bosom
and fell asleep. He carried her himself
to her chamber, and said, ¢ Nellie would
would not like to go to bed and not say
her prayers.” Half opeuning her large
blue eyes, she dreamiiy articulated,

“Now I lay me down to sleep,

I pray the Lord—"
then adding, in a sweet murmur, ™ He
kaows the rest,”” she sank ow her pillow,
leaving herself in His watchful care who
“giveth his beloved sleep.”

Ma-Charles Fox and his friend My,
Hare, both much incommoded by duns,
were together in # house, when secing
some shabby men about the dooz, they
were afraid they were bailiffs in search of
one of them. Not knowing which was in
danger, Fox opened the window, and call-
ing to them said, ‘‘Pray, gentlemen, are
you foz-hunting, or Aare-hunting ¥’

A confirmed Christian is one that
taketh self-denial for the pue-half of his

ailliest of women; but thair cold words

religion.
4

awful to look around me; I can see . Scott just given to the public, our

and yet am helpless to aid them any . reproduce Napoleon’s estimate of
of consequence. | that celebrated officer. “Of all the

“Since night before last 1 have not | generals 1 ever had under me,” said
left my husband’s side a moment, ex- | Napoleon to O’Meara at St. Helena,
cept to getsuch things as I required, : “Desaix and Kleber possessed the
or to hand some poor fellow a cup ' greatcst talents; especially Desaix,
of water. Even as I write, my as Kleber only loved glory inasmuch
heart throbs achingly to hear the 38 it was the means of procuring
deep groars and sharp cries about: him riches and pleasure, whereas
me, F. is sleeping, and I dare not ! Desaix loved glory for itself and de-
close my eyes lest he should diezsplsed everything else. Desaix was
while I sleep. And it is to keep; Wholly wrapped up in warand glory.
awake, and in a manner relieve my To him riches and pleasure wera
over-bardened heart, that I am wri- ! valueless, nor did he ghve them a mo-
ting to you now under such sad au-’ ment’s thought. He was a little,
spices. i black looking man, about an inch

«On the morning of the 3d instant | shorter than I am, always badly
the fight began. 'The attack was : dresqefj, sometimes ¢ven ragged, and
made on Gen. McArthur's division, | deSP’S‘Pg comfort or convenience.—
and we could plainly hear the rvear: When in Egypt I made him a pres-
of the artillery here, as it is about: ent of a complete field equipage sev-
two miles and & balf distance only ! eral times, but he always lost it.—
from th:s place. Ob, the fearful ag-; met up in a cloak, Desaix threw
ony of that awful, awful day! I himeelf under a gun and slept as con-
bad seen F.a moment early in the  tentedly as if he were in a palace.—
morning, but wher e bade me good- FOI‘_hlm luxury bad no charms.—
Upright and honest in all his pro-
. ceedings, he was called by the Arabs
sa-An English farmer recently . the just sultan. He was intendad
remarked that “he fed his land pe- | by nature for a great general.”—
fore it was hungry, rested it before it | There are features in this picture of
was weary, and weeded it befere it | a great general by a greater one that
was foul.” We bave seldom, if ever, | we would fuin commend to the espe-

seep 80 much agricultural wisdom | cial study of some of aur own goner-
condensed in a single senteunce. | als.
}

every imaginable form of suffering, ' readers will perbaps be gratified if we |

; office.

He was a rough Lancashire man—una-
i ble to read or write—little better indeed
; than & mere animal. Ha entered the
| “‘presence’” pulling his forelock and shuf-
+ fling on the ground with his great clumay
" wooden shoes. -

! “Dick,” said Mr. Peel, “Ferguson, the
" overlooker, tells me that your bobbins sre
always clean—is that so ?”’

*‘Ee’s Master, 't be.”

. “Well, Dick, how do you manage it—
. have you any objection to let me know 1
i “Why, Master Pill, ’t be a soart o’ m-
; cret loike, you see, and if oi told, t’ oth-
_ers’d know’s moch aa oi,” réplied Dick,
: with a cunning grin.
| *“Ot course, Dick, I'd give you soma-
! thing if yow’ll tell me—and if you can
"' make all the looms in the factory work
! as smoothly as yours.”
| “Ev’ry one’n them, Master Pill.”
! “Well, what shall I give you? Name
your price, Dick, and let me have your
. secret.”
| Dick grinned, scratched and shook his
' great head, and shufiled for a few minutes,
while Mr. Peel anxiously awaited his re-
i ply. The cotton lord thought his servant
» would probably ask a hundred pounds or
: 80, which he would have most willingly
. given him. Presently Dick said:
| “Well, Master Pill, I’ll tell ’ee'all about
| it, if youwll give me——a quart o’ beer &
i day as long as I'm in the Millg—you’ll
' save that ten.”
| Mr. Peel rather thought he should, and
quickly agreed 10 the terms.

“You shall have it, Dick, and half &
gallon every Sunday into the bargaiv.”

“Well, then,” said Dick, first looking
cautiously round to see that no one was
near—*this it be,”” and putting his lips
close to Mr. Peol’s ear, he whispered :—
“Chalk your bobbins!”

That indeed was the great secret. Diek
had been in the habit of furtively chalking
his bobbins, which simple contrivance
had effectually prevented the adherence
of the coiton. As the bebbins were
white the chalking had escaped detection.

Mr. Peel was a sagacious man, and
saw through the affair at a glance. He

l
|

!at once patented the invention——had

‘ chalking” machinery contrived, snd
soon took the lead in the cotton spinning
department. This was the foundation for
his princely fortune. It is but right to
;zdd that he pensioned Dick off handsome-
y.
Poverty,

Bulwer says that poverty is only
an idea, in nine cases out of ten.—
BSome men with ten thousand dollars
a year suffer more for want of means
than others with three hundred.—
; His income is ten thousand, and by
babit he spends twalve or fifteen
thousand, and hesuffers enough frem
being dunned for unpaid debts to
kill a sensitive man. A man who
earns a dollar a day and does not rum
in debt, is the happier of the two.—
Very few people who have never heen
rich will believe this, but it is true
as God’s word. There are people, of
course, who are wealthy, and enjoy
their wealth, but there are thousands
upon thousands, with princely in-
comes, who never know a moment’s
peace, becaunse they live above their
means. There is really more happi-
ness in the world among working
people than among those who are
called rich.

|
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EXCOURAGEMENT TO VEGETARIANGS. _
—In Moravia there is a man liviag,
a peasant, who is one haadred and
forty-seven years old, and st hale
aud hearty. He was formerly a sol-
dier, and re-married at the age of
ninety. He lives on milk and pota-
toes.

@~ A female poisoner, Constance
,W”SOU, hag been sentenced to death
in England, for murdering by poison.
She administered  colchionm; and, it
is beliaved, bas, like Dumolisvd; filled
& cqmetery by her crimes:




