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Asif honored-God by kneeling there -
God's ti A ris thie wo'rld.ndldhrzrht‘ “ee
Tnflold and wood atid mound and vale asid eave, .
11 the deep aolitades and ssvage haots,. - .
B tly smurmpriog stream and in the rush
Oi,i:lndeum&.mlham folow, -~ 2
A3 where ths brexkers dash dpon the reefy !
Andln;'hzimxddnghoﬂh o

w! phecy wro ga the lesfy JOp
aﬂm l:epéat“ oggcrlln; mdr .
With insect hum, or howling in the depthis
Of the lone wood, or-baying on the plain- -
Or lowiag in ths pastures green,or on. (- °
‘The lea sporting amid the fragrant -
O¢ bounding v'er the crag, or high aloft
Whizling in circles on the buoyant air
Till Jost from sight, or In the lénely hat
Caveted with rags, or pining in cold want
And starving penury lo pamper weslth
Or ia the swelling buds and opening flower
And waiving grain and bending bong}-\l.’
Or the tall soughing pine, hymoing His praise
14 nbver ceasing sodf. ‘

is altars rixe .

On every spot, whers mockery has not built |
A temple to earth's Mammon God and there-
By every altar bow the worshippers
Of the al God, whose spirit breathes
In every thrill that warms 10 life and love.

AN AFREETING STORY.

NANNIE NEAL.
AN AFFECTING STORY.

et
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I am a Bachelor! Don’t smile or pass
judgment rashly upon me—1 must tell. why
[ am what I am. -

.1 ¢an'scarcely remember when my father
removed to the new village of Brookville,

It seems, too, that there is a dim remem-
branca of an old house by the lake. It is all
vague, dim and uncertain, bowever. Yetl
sometimes find lingeriag within me a vision
of an old brown building, with elms in front,
end a aleepy lake down in thevale, and such,
I have heard my father say was'our home.
‘These impréssiqps seem to mo a8 much like
dreams as_realities, and no wonder, either,
for the footsteps of long years have marched
over them. But 1 do remember distincily a
broad fiver that we crossed on our way to
our new home, that iz the most distant of
all—its silvery waves flashing around the:
flat we crossed aver on, are not to ba forgot-
ter.

The strests of Brookville were not cleared
of stumps when we entered a little cottage on
Msin strest. There was a newness and a
freshness about everything there. It was not
long before it begun to assume a busy appear-
ance, as new settlers came in, aud new shops
and new stores went up. My father was a
bricklayer, and [ cairied some of .the bricks
and mortar that went into what is now called
+ithe old Coort House at Brookville,” and I
helped to rear its old walls! Time flies.

Among others who_came to Brookville,
wae a man named Neal. He had beena
merchant in one of il seapbrt tities, but
failing by injudicious speculations, he bad re-
tired with a little wreck of his fortune to the
naw village, either to recruit, or spend the
evening of his life in quict. I never knew
which, He had been a hard drinker during
the last five years—the demon in the wine
glass had been the main rock on which he
wrecked his all ; and his wife he left in the
city, in the graveyard behind the steeple
¢hurch~—sent there by his abuses and cruel-
ty. So said the old shoémaker who came
with Neal from the cily. )

Nannie Neal was a bright star gleaming
in the storm-night among the clouds. She
was the only child of the iew comer, and a
lovely being'shié was | She was just my age,
or nearly, not quite~=lrom April to June was
the difference, 1 bitieve... IR

Neal managed to get a- house a few rods
from ours; and he with his daughter; a sour
old dame of a housekeeper, both of whom
came with him constituted the family.,

Naonis and | were not long in becoming
fast friends ; we mat, one Sunday alterncou
down in the clearing a\ the brookaide, after
which the village was named, and there for
a full hour we played “captive’s base” among
the broad walautand poplar stumps that stood
like watching sentiuels io the vale,

The very next day we went out tggether
on the hille, with our baskets, and gathered
whortleberries and talked and played hmong
the rocks, and whea we grew tired she sat
down and told me of -ber mother—of how
she used to weep while she eat at .hpr feet,
and then died in the cold night with con-
sumption end a brokean heart, and that the
Priest said she went o heaven to dwell with
the Virgin Aogels.. I-bave since lhought’
that her mother was a Catholic, but of this [

am not certsin, oo

Neal put up a tavern in -Brookville, and
the settlers gathered there and drank. I re.
member the ficat night there was:a nojse
there and laughing, fiddling, danciog. apd
singing,. and I thoyght it mpst be something
very nice, but my mather told me it was &.
very wicked place, and that I must never go
there, I often wished my mother had: never
told ma that, for my Naapie was there, and |
she was my Jearest friend. o

Yeara passed as others, had, and Nanoia
and I grew up; ahe was ona of the lovsliast
creatures.of female beauty 1. had ever scen.
She wad au gentle.as tha.whisperings of the.
white winged 2ephyrs among the April flow-
ers, and 83 pura.asthe Iiﬂ{é&r bentbentath
the sugsmer bréeza to tha kiss of the rippling.
waves of the meadaw rill, and yet she wag.
teared among the wrecks of 8 father's foy-

-

Ohi who could Worsbip tre *~
ko bodd donbip thire .
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-] now:shat' wa: wete grown, 1 loved her with

.

‘| with mone but nature with us; ..For hours we

| or halfdozing on thy pine beaches round the

| ther wild normelasicholy; ‘yet the lovely:calal
of the.countenance . was tihged with & vhade:
of - stidnedé-~motion,, look; tone, :dedd, were
genileas the apringtime: xuabesms glinmer
ing among tha'ghrden flowerss. NansdieNeal:
] vei-one-in Brookville.- < - d

-I'loved hor when -we weié children plaving]
on-copee and: héath-won rock and ‘dell ; and

¥
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all‘the passiondte-idclairy of iy i
hoolt:: @Not -aiwhispesuf: love had évir pas:
1 268 ouilips; and.yitiBe decret.-wos- writteni-
imanid fondly sheriehed; by éach hidden héant.’
Ah! wo were:hippy-ia the secret:heart wors
ship, -We were often together, in-the._wild]
nook where .we had gathered berries when
children ;. elong.the brook .where the waves:
danced o’er their pebbly -path that led to the
river ; in-the qld-woods, where ozk uad pine
pointed their taper spires up to' Heaven, we.
rambled and. dreamed and loved in silence;

have sat on the brink of the bréok, watching
the frisking fish gliding like golden creatures
among the crystal waves, and the .mellow
sunlight trembling on the tree tops, and fading
away- behind the ‘hills, and all the time we
felt that our hearts held sweef converde in
breathless whispers—thus a holy tie was
weaving woof and Wweb into our life and hopes
and destinies. .

Old Neal became aware of our growing:
intimacy, and becAmeenraged. Oneevening,
when | had gone to.spend a fow hours wit
Nanaie, at her homs, (at a0 inn as it was, {
could no longer-stay’ away,) the-old-man
-came 1o the little sitting room, where we wers
and steroly ordered me away. ‘ 1 aross, and
‘atear rop hong upon Nannic’s eyelid. I
tock my, hat,and-as{ went out,the old man
syng after me—*Hod carrier,™ - - «
The old housekeeper flattensd her ngly-
face against the glass door-between the two]
rqoml?, and echoed the chorus—‘hod -car-
rier I’ ) :

The old shoemaker stopped hammering his-
leather, as. | weat out, and spoke low, and
said he would see me that svening.

The rabble in the dram shop, through-
which 1 had fo pass, eaught the notes of deri.-
sive taunt, and shouled it afier me—~~*Hod:
Carrier " The infernal taunt yet rings in
my ears, - o

That evening the old shoemaker saw me,
and told me Nannie loved me, and that: we
should se¢-each other clanidesiinely. I then
thanked him, and through his interference
Nannie and I met almost every day, and
talked and loved,

And in this way we spent some of our hap.
piest hours, dreaming of the bliss that was
to be ours in a fow short moriths, for when
the summer was past we were to be married.
Love with us was .now a reality, and in the
solitudes about Brookville, we dreamed:of .its
bliss, as together we watched the drifting of
the white clouds riding on.the blué ocean of
the sky.
Our dreams wero like the clobds. A cloud.
was in the sky with a storm i its bosom, too,
but we saw it not. -
Cheistmas day we wers to be married.
None knew it however, except the old shoe.
maker and Rob Lincoin, Rob was to con-
vey her to & nsigfiboring house in a new
sleigh, and [ was to. meet him there; with the
village parson. Such was the arrangement.
The day befote Christmas the hills and
houses were covered with enow. Brookville
wag all life for the enjoymenta.of the season.
That morning wo strangers appeared in -our
midsi. Nono knew-from whence they came.
I met them on the street early in the day. 1
disliked their looks and turned aside,. . There
was & larking look -of sin lingering about the
face of the eldest—a heariless looking wretch.
‘The younger appeared but litile better. .

. All day long the revel increased in and
about Neal's bouse. Once or twite there
came near being a fight. Jus! afier sundown,
I met Rob Lincoln running towards his fath.
er's house gt (ull speed. I had po time to ask
him a sidigle quéstion,. There was tha wild.
est terror flashing (rom the brave young
man's eyes. e
“Ron ‘with me to Neal's—run-—~dreadiul
times there”'and he grasped my arm and
started to drag me. -1 tore mysell from’ his
grasp and bounded away with him. -

Hist ! the wind blowsaow just as it shrieked
by my ears as.I-ran-up the snow -covered
street of Brookvills on that fdtal .evening.
Draw your chair closer; 1 wish to speak in
whispers now. Within Neal's houss, when
we reached it, was thiy scene. ’
The otd housekeeper stodd with her chap-
ped hands ‘in her yellow apron; with her
face Batiehed against a dirty paos of a glass
daor, looking into the taveta, A few of the
village sots ware staggering around the room,
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fire. - The old shoemalter -seémed pléading
with Neal,-who wag nearly drunk; to revoke
some decres of his; and my owni Nannie
was struggling-in the arms of one of the two
strangors; ‘whils the othier siood- a little: way
‘off, grinning -with grim satisfuetion]. - My
bloog bollell'in-¢very kuotted vein, - Wiiehs 1
spraggyinto: o arena, old' Néal stammered
into#-drunkeastang, - > 7 T
* 3430y ho ‘Mister: Hod -Corrite;: I've sold
‘Nag to & city gontleman t-aad he beld up:w
roleau of -gold- coin. =& low-luugh ‘gurgled
up {rdni-the.throat of the infernu{ purchaser.
«Nanaio sold o P B
.1 grow. dizzy-—the room with i tragedy
sdemed. o, whirl ;around with me,.’. I hedrd
faghiliae voics of Ahe, old phosn

-

winn ||

wa childs: “belier shan the wife of an ipfa-
L saw {hq old woman's pitted fice grinni

sg‘}iﬁ“@ﬁ‘!ﬂv‘f dnd: the I'saw’ the m;ﬁ
m

e 6yos of my._pogr, hal{ districted Navdle
R‘ 0 :;%ﬁ?&;l_'rgzl'ﬁha'm.aqck‘elg{m&hr
Fight hand, that was fxeq Trom the monste
grasp, held_out; imploringly 16 me for help
She_screamed- my, .name, I rushed, (0 het
rescue, , BoblLincoln,was before.me. ;|
4Draw your chaig cloger,”. . .. Ui
smbs'mm..dnlg

18-Bod

s

i

i OM,N%! *As coraged tha

h:mé,hu
he had sold her, ard geasping the old- shoe-
maker's hammer from the bench, he hurled it
at'us, ‘The weapon flew close by Rob’s ar,
and struck'ttis head- of my poor Nannie)
With a low murmur of “wmother, mother -
shé’sank in my-‘afms to the floor. The twa
strangers fled forever from Brookville, Icald
ed'again and again to Nannis to tell me she
had not fled” from earth to heaven; but she
kept hér blue' eyes fixed- oipdn me, and &
chaogeless smile rested upon her damp face.
And"all’ this time, the ‘old-housekeeper kept
her hidecus face presséd against the glass,
grinoing through the scene. And old Neal
atood with his arms folded, clutching in ‘one
hand the rolesu of gold. I called again and
again ;o?'Nq‘unie; and like a child, whispered
in lLer ear that ] loved her still; but the’
changeless smile. was the only answer, The
pl’d‘ghoemake?rhq and brought tlie village sur-
geon. He came and kaelt down by her op
the tavern floor, and took her pale hands iy
his.- I loved him more than ever for holding
it s0 softly and tendvrly, examining the livid
spot haJf hid by her auburn hair, where the
hammer had struck. I could bear it no long-
er;.1 whispered “Doctor, is Nannie gone ”
I could not say dead, but worse!

- And be laid his finger significantly on bis
noble brow. - >

Robi - Lincoln, the doctor and the old shoe.
maker carried Nannie from the tavera (o the
doctor’s house, and'['followed.

And the blood ofthe victim fel}, drop by
drop, on the pure white snow. i

The next day old Neal went to eternity.
The Angels of Rétribution had watched his
step#, and had marked his last going out.:
The shalt of the pale: Archer had strack him
10 vex, and then destroy. I the battle strifé’
with the’ demon of delirium’ treméns he was
overcoine, and his spifit shrleking with fears,
witit 1o "be" judgéd By Bim' who weighs Ith-
mortality in the eternal balance of Truth.

He was buried beneath the snow.web that
lay on the yard behind the village church,
and no eye in Brookville wept,

Day afler day I watched by the bed side
of poor Nabnig, and whispered to her and
wet her dry lips with water, She mostly lay
with her languid eyes closed, but when she
did open them they started out after me with
such terror that I shrunk from them. Andd
she would point her finger at me, and call
me a monster, and command mé to carry her
back 1 Broskville {o*ler own dear——,
‘Oh! how agonjzing that was! .To hear her
call my awo name, aad link with it the {ond-
est endearments—yet look upon me as the
monster who had bartared gold for hes love.
liness,

Thus; days and nights passed, and the
faithful surgeon all the time endeavoring to
call back her wandering mind, -

1t was all in vain!

“T'he eloud that had drifled in our summer
sky had burat-upon usin & winter storm that
knew no spring time in life!

My poor loved and lost Nannie Neal ! She
sits in the broad flock of sunbeams that fal!
through her window in one of the littlaxrooms
ot the D————-Asylom, 4 harmless, dream.
‘ing Lunatiets '~

"And therée she will sit and chatler to her
bird and her: straw uatil tha good angels beck-
on her away! = e

1 have sat by her side:In that: neat linle
cell, looking info the dréamy- eyes, maoy a
lonely hour, but slie Bas'never knowa me!

* She sometimesicalls to fior kind-hearted
matroh, and bids ‘her, ‘“take the siranger
le:n' . v -

And I have sometimes seep tears in' that
kiad-hearted woman’s eyes:as | have depart.
-ed ‘at the dame time urging her to treat poor
Nannie Kindly. -

And now fair readers,
I am a bachelor. * .
", Believe this for me, thére. never was. but
one” Nannie Neal; and she yet lives, but a
Maniag!” - - -

Rum did all this!

., ASharp Boy.

The Rutland (V1.) Herald ssys that on
the last night of the Vermont legistatjve ses.
sion, while the schiop! bill was under discuss-
ion, 8 meémber complained that” schoolboys
had lost their politéness and Their respect,—
Mr, Barlou, of Lyndon, saidt—~ - ~ = ¢
1 acknowledge the [rutk of tho' gentle.
‘ainn's femarks. I was‘once forced ‘to*take

do you vqndor-tbat

- R s

Now, no_boy ‘uncoyers ‘hia- head. ~A'fow
,yeofd ‘since I was }iding throngh Otleany
;county in a sleigh, and’ overtaok a boy whd
had _attained the age of-nine yea#s:.”: He
“stepped out of “the read {0 Jet ‘mé ‘phes~
'l'her,ea: :l‘l?d ¥, ‘erect, %ﬂg; ¢ I::Pﬁ'
ing .. Ha.did nqt. proposa to. doff, his beaver.
_—-,-at.zbc-mﬁnixl} ‘imkd:.mamlﬁ aly
ways-(aka off ;your hat 19, gentleman,” =

r ‘Tih';.ﬁ, ﬁn-‘, i AT gk ﬂ* A1
i wney- have gof {0 growing chickens - 8o
T L Maseschopits . [simars hivs 6

the makar cry,
ol :—Mr, Neal, bo ,can_ygtl;‘,!_xtm'gr‘ your

own pure. child away to one WHosé hearl is

sell theri by the"quaiter, like pork, *~Thése
are chickens to crow over, "

il fom o Jfhmy o which {3 o

‘off my cat skin cap to every pasasr-by.<i |

Suid he, I alwoyads, Bre%: vy P

Why,
wash (6iday} s6'small that ‘Susan will get
tliroughis§ -Bigor NG t"clock:at least, and |

shiali-have 1§ paylier Just 2a niticlyds though
: " “Bigp a thitnent; dea¥,” snid’ the old _futﬁ
itly, “toj a. mioment and ihikik. " Buppdsd’
A o porg mInditos #
chliged e ol g fuird Bre TR A sl
HAYH i BF (e BoVEd fof thé WanGingesdiries
ife, wobldn'i you be glad ot in w'ahife)
ore dark, i Bave a fow hiouts of’ daylight
~lo or belte
#fill, 4 fow hours to res(T "My, dear, it is
hard way Jor a woman_ fo enrn, it Jiving §
begeudge not the paok
that shig has risen by candle fight,and plod-
ded. through the ol 1o hies cistomess’ haue,
Let her go ut noon if she gets throigh, Who
sick couch of, some.Joved; one, and that she_
counts the hours—yes, the. minutes—till she.
can return, fearing even sha may come one
down while | tell you what one.poor. washer
woman.endured. because her employer did as
you would, to make.out the wash.”.: Apd the
the tear-drops that.{rom same cause had gath.
ered in her aged eyes, and-then with a trem-
ulous voice related the following story.- -

she worked tifl pight; and so-wioo™ -
géotl ént
‘ﬁt’:’xf'jl’bfi{“Suﬁ&rifis_;‘f‘
wolldit yoi he glai Sonté fn Wb
e 188 it o dugh]
e yourst!( and ' Taniflyyo better
to peit
, ooy creaturahet hall'a dol-
lar, " This_is the" foyrth day in .succession’
knows but she may- have to come from the
too. lale, , Put it-back- on.the bed, and sit
old-lady took her les nnd .wiped awpy
“There was'never a more blithesome mar-

riage than Adalinp Raleigh's:
was never d maideh lha{ went lo the mar-
riags altar with higher hispes or more blissfut
anticipations, Weddiog thie man of herchoice,
he,’ whose foved tones had éver filled her heart
like & wiusi¢-gush' from the land of light, o’
young, talented, oble  feliow, one’ of whom
any woman mi'h? well be praud, it was no
wonder that matn'seemed a gold wail from

prospect than had she.' For ter®years there
fell po-shadow oo her path. _Her house was
one.of beauty and fare Juxdry, her’ husband
the same kind, loving man as, in the days of
courtship, wioning laurels every year io his
profession, adding comforts 19 his home and
joys to his fireside,  And besides these, bles.
sings, God had given anothef; a Jitle crib
stood by’ ber.bedside—its. tenant A rosy.baby
boy, the image ' of its-fatheryand dearer to
those ‘wedded lovers than nught else eartk
copld offor, .. " el 2L
“But [ must not dwell upon’ those happy
day ; mys story has to do with other ones. It
was with them as oft it is with "others, just
when the beam jsthe Brighles?!, the cloids be.
gin to gather, A series of misfortunes fnd
reverses occurred with stariling severity, and
swept [rom them everything but love and
their baby, boy.., Spared to that and 1o one
angther, they bore g brave heart, and in a
(distant city began anew their fortune, Well
and strongly did they atruggle, and at langth
they begaa to eee the sunlight of prosperity
shioe again on their home, Butalittle while
and the shadows fell. The:husband gicken-
ed, and lay for monibs o his couch languish-
ing, not only with mental and bedily pain,
but ofientimes for food and, medicine. All
that she could .do, the wifa. performed. with
willing hand. She, went from one thing to an-
other tifl,.at lengih, she who had worn a satin
garb and pearis.upon her bridal day, toiled
at the wash-tub for the scantiest living, Long
before light she would-rise every morniog,
and toil for the dear omes at home, and then
many & kits upon the lips of her pale com-
panion and “sleeping boy, start out through
the deep, cold show, and grope her way to
the too often smoky kileben, and toil there at
rubbing, scalding, rinsing, starching—not un«
frequently wading knee deep through the snow,
10 fasten her freezing clothes upont the lifre.
Auod when night came, with ber half dollar,
she would again grope through the snow -to
her olt-times lightless aiid fireless’ home,—
and oh, with what' a shivering 'iart’ would
she draw near 1o them, fearing ever she'wonld
be tougate. ¢ is a fact that for six weeks at
one time she pever saw the face of her hus.
band or child, save by lamplight, except only
on the Sabbath, - How. glad she would have
been to have had once in.a while a amall wash
gathered for her |-~ e
“One -dark -winter morning, as she was
busily preparing tbe (rpgal.breakfast and get-
ting everything ready before she lafl, her hus.
band called her-to his bedside. ~“Adq.’j said
he, aloost in a whisper, #1 waunt you should
try to get home early $6-night-—be home be-
fore sundown—do, Ada.”
“Pll try " answeted'sha with & choked ut
terance. ) ' ’
“eDo try, Ada. T havor strong desire to
see your face by.sunlight, To:day is Friday s
I have not seen it since Sudday ; I must look
upon it once again,” " - e
"4Do you (ecl worsé Edward ' asked
anxiously, feeling as she sjoke, I~ -
“No, no, I think flot; but | dwan to sce
your face oncg moro| by ‘sinlight” 1 caiinol
wait till Sunday,” 1 % 77T
«Gladly would she.tarry by his B'gdﬁidé till
the.sunlight siele through their little' window,
but it was not to be. She was penniless, avid
in-the dusk of .morning mus{ go. forth 16 1a-
bar. Stie:laft hioy.ewget kisses, given and ta-
kent umtgmeu,mwda:whi.!'tisi'.“ﬁ{-i.}l-.l‘!‘ee~ sweel,
est love tone: iShe-vencheu the kitchen'af her
employer, and with:a- troubletiface wailed (o
the basket to-be hroughts: - A-heautiful.amils
Inyed: over her wandace as she assoried iis

she

contents, *She could get-ihrobgh:, easily by
two o'clock, and perhaps .if:sbw hurred, by
one. Love and anxiety lent new-aixength.to

+aunt weifiave & very small; )

There was ca

Eden; Few indeed have a subnier life in}:
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ls of bad-quilts, saying. ‘As you have so small
 mswialy Yo-tyy-Adeline;1tbiok you toay do
l::es; yat! }a wait bt’ngoﬂhg{wmn‘g l";om
the keenest“fountsin of thq- heart; gushed 1o

v lipe. ~ Smothigring it* a8 ,'B‘ghtn?ﬁgﬁ,l’;""cbuld.
shia agait ipok upl‘tfie board ‘and Fiibbed And
hung out.. Tt was half’ pést ihree when again
she siarted for hone—<an Aour 1o late.” And
the aged.martyr sobbed.” . ... . i
{ A horr too-late,P-contidued - she; a Lra
ong pauser Her -hoiband was dying-eyes
u!moet-gouea's Hehad'stem ity given to-whis-

1gll-hed Bow hi-bkd-longed 18 look upon - het:
face, aind"how that atil id elosk struck two,
be could seo, but aler tha, thitigh-hé strain.
ed bvery éive, he lay'in the'shadow of death,
B’ tivu¥uhe pitlowved his head vpon her suft
eritig bieast, and thei—Ae was af rest.”

i Bit fof tha gradging or thoughtléss exaction
of her mistreds, she had onée more sedén the
love.fight flashi in her husband’s eyes, and he
have looked upon ‘her who was so dear.

" Mary, Mary, dear, bé kind to your-washer
waéman; * Instead of making her work as long
28 may be, shortert it, lighten-it,
; ~Pew women will go “out” to= daily washing
tinless their needs are térrible, - No woman
on her-bridal day expects to labor in that
way, and be sure, my niech, if eonstrained
t6 'db so, it is the last resort, * The poor'wom-
an, laboring so hdrd ‘for you, has not dlways
been a washer womian, * She has seen awlul
trials, 100, ~ F can read her story in her pale,
8ad face. Be kind to her pay her all she
aske, and let her go homq as early as you

n.

“You have finished in good season to-day,
Susan,” said Mrs, Merton, as the washer
woiman, with her old cloak and hood on, en-
tered the pleasant chamber to ask for her

ay, . .

P “Yes ma'am, that [ have; and my heart
ma'am is relioved of & heavy load.” 1 was

ndeded so at home.”
j+Hlve you any si
Hannah, kiadly., .
* +Tears ‘gushed to the poor woman's eyes as
shé - apswered. “Ah ma'am, 1 left my baby
most dead this morning; he will be quite so
to:morrow. [ koow it, I've seen it too many
times, and néneé but a child of nine years to
tend it. Oh, Laust go; andguickly.” And
grasping the hard earped money which she
hiid'{diled for while her baby was dying, that
when dead it might'liavéd decent shroud, she
hurried to her home, .
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ckness 1” asked aunt

“Tollowed hér—(he "young wile who
had never knowan Sorrow, and the aged mat.
ron whose hair was white with tronble—Tfol.
lowed her to her home ; the home of the drun-
kard’s wife, the wretched home of the drunk-
ard’s babes. She was not too late. The
wee dying boy yet koew his mother, yet
craved a draught from her loving breast.—
Until midnight she pillowed him there, and
then kind haads took from her the breathless
form, shut the bright eyes, straightened the
tiny limbs, bathed the cold clay, and wrap.
ped about it the pure white shroud. Yes, and
did more. They gave what the poor so sel-
dom have—time {o weep,

«Q, avat,” said Mrs, Merton, with tears in
her eyes, a8, having seen the litile coffined
oabe borne to its last home, they returned to
their own -bappy.-one, “if my heart blesses
you, how much more must poor Susan’s,—
Had it not been for you, she would have been
too late~~the baby would not have known his
mbther; * It has been a sad yet holy lesson.
[ shall always be kind to -the poor washer
womay. But, aunt, was the story you told
me a trus ona—all true 1 meaa ?”

“The reality of that story whitened my
head when it had been but thirty summers,
ard the memory of it has-been one of the
keenest sorrows, It ‘is: ot .strange that <}
should pity the poor washer woman. Ada-
line and aunt Hannah are one and the same,"

—'-‘.“WAM

~‘Suerase & flock of futtering birds were
boutd with strongrcotds-to-a barren rock in
adarkt valley: - High above them towards a
mountain, illumed by the sunbeams, and fra.
grant with-the perfume of cedars- and aro-
matic groves. Now, a being whose couate-
nance beams-with celestial benevolence, de.
scends from the mountain, and -cuts: asunder
the cords that bind them. Presently the freed
birds, with exulting joy, fly aloft, and nestle
among the evergreeq branches, and make the
air vocal with their artless melodies; Just
so, Christian {riends, God-déals with you,—

sin-darkened world. He removes your dear-
est friends and refations, tRat’ yoir miay pre.
pare to follow thom to a higher and brighted
sphere, where oll is [ragraiico, imaiortality

and glory,~Ward.,

Skven FooLs.~1. The Enviovs man,
who sends away his mution because his neigh.
bor:is eating miutton. ' :

2. 'The Jealous man, who spreads his bed
with nettles, and then sleeps in it.’
—~38. 'The Proud man, who gets wet thro’ in

&' rain, rather thian ride in the carriage of an
S e Tk ot

inferior,” A
"4."* The Litigious man, who goes'to law-in
the_hope of ruiging lis opponent, sibd gets
ruined himself, ' LoEee TS
'8, * The, Bxmrevegint’ man; ‘who buys ‘s
hercing, and thea fotthwith procesds to “hire
acab to cariy it home; , -5

8. The Angey mhn, Wo fearns

.- ¥, The, Oslenlationy . man, ;who il umie
Dateg. Abe. outside-of  his house_brillidn

and sitg.ioaide in.the datk, . . a0
.. Lifrus oppocfiliier af doloig god i

e

W
beg-

her wedry arine;hnd five mioutes. after. the
clock struck—'o}e,’hﬂe'bung the last gaemont

lected by mny who are waitigg fof an

coa-
-9ign to pesform great acts of chamty, | . -

per & few worts (b libws il Tranlic wifésctof

30 afraid- [ shovld be kept till night, and I am.

He cuts asunder theties that bind you to u.

. [ ex.sadp to tos
" by

| Thanke Yo & strong/and favoringgale, which

Iriipgiled him' on hiw course, theinde:balioon. -
nmandrrived.the same afternoon in- the-sight
of w/find -counitry bouse:in'the” neighborhood
of BRvrd. 1t wasinésr the ‘hour:of dinper,
and she lady of- the mafision; whio-naturally -
thought herself perfecily safe, was- occupied
i "»thed’niym;ias;:rb"herﬁmld.\ itiwes a
warm day, and she had opened {one-of the
windows which -looked ‘ot .,..o,?'?..'.f‘.’{.m
and: was safe from any prying eyes, -While
tranguilly engaged;” by the -ussistance -of a
corset lacing, -in reducing her. waist to &
site.and shaps that -would: reflect “credit on
her husband’s tane; shie ‘wia: suddenly start-
od'by & blast of wind, ‘follows by-d'strangs -
noise; and. immediately the casement -was
thirdwiropen ‘and aur-litile: talloon:man.en-
feted titr shamber- unatoutiond; - The' fedy -
bitsrs a 6iy of rror, snd throws a:shawl -
over Ker shonlders, ‘“The “litlle man, driven -
by the wind, throws hitnself vpon-the. un.
hapipy woman; who, screaming louder- than
ever, pushes *him off, and Le éonceals him.
sell; ander the ted, - o e

Just ag the wife, in" a supplicating ¥oice,
says to this novel Don Juan: Ab+-Mon-
sieur, go away, or you will ruin me!™ the
husband furiously rushed in crying: “Ah{
the wretch, I have him now ! and in
scdreh of his'sword to run him throiigh the
body. TR
. Tte wife, more dead than alive; reiterates,
in the midst of sobs: “Fly | fiy ! Monsieur,
and save me the sight of a dreadful-trag-
edy.” B -
The husband arrives, armed to the teeth,
followed by the whole household, who! seek
1o mollify his anger. -

While two of his friends hold the husband,
a third, stooping down, perceives otir littls
friend,; who, for pood cause, utters not a.word,
and cat¢hing him by the' leg, -drawshim
forth from his concealment, when 16} Mon.
sieur Balloon no longer, held down by the
bedside, rnises himsell erect, swells -out, and
rises majestically to the ceiling, to the-im.
mense amusement of the spectators, -while
the poor jealous husband slinks away, sword
and all heartily ashamed of his causeless
wrath.
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An IMinois Judge.

1 knew one judge, who presided at a court
in which a maa named Green was convicled
of murder, and it_became his duty ta pro.
nounce sentence of death upon the culprit,—~'
;Ip called the prisoner before him and said to;

im:

*Mr. Green, the jury by their verdict say
you are guilty of the murder, and the law
says you are fto be bung. Now, ['want you
and all your friends down on Iodian Creek
to know that jt is not 1 who condemns you,
but it isthe jury and the law. Mr, Green,
the law allows you time for preparation, and
%0 the court wants to-know what time you
wanl to be hupg 1" ’

To this the prisonat replied :

“May it_please the court,]am ready at
any lime, those who kill the body have no
power to kill the soul; my preparation is
made, and I am ready to suffer at any time
the court may appoint,” - -

The judge then said :

Mr, Green, you must know that itisa
very serions matter to be hung; it cannot
happen toa man more than once -in his life,
dnd you had better get all the time you con
get ; the court will give you until this day
four weeks, Mr. Clerk look at the alnirgac
and see whether this day four weeks comes
on Sunday.” o -

The clerk looked at the almauac. av di-
rected, and reporied that, “that day"four
weeks cnme on Thursday.” T

The judge then said : *-

Mr. Green, the court gives you this day
four weeks, at whick time you areto be
hung.” T

. The case was' prosecuted by James *Tur-
ney Esq., the Attarney General of the State,
who here interposed : : y

_**May it please the cour!, on solemn. occa-
sions like the present, when tha life'of a hu-
man being ja sentenced Away, for rimie by
ao earibly tribunal, it is'dsual &nd groper for
courts io .pronounce a formal ¥entence in
which. the leading. featutes of the-crime shalt
be brought 1o the recollection of the- prisquer
and he be daly. exhorted to repentance, and
warned againat the judgment-in the- warld to
comel” , . .. T ... .-

To which the judge replied: W

. 4Ob, Mt, Turney, Mr. Green understinds
the whole matter as well as if I had peeach-
ed 1o him & manth 1" . He kpows he has got
to be hung this -day four weeks, : You wn-
derstand it in that way, Mr. . Green, don't
you 1" N Ho.

“Yes,” snid the prisoner. | .. .

- Upon which the judge ordered..him to be
remanded:to-jail, and the court Adjourned,

" A lady, of our.acquainlance hes .recently
had a remarkable. ?up,erienéo wilbwz
Irish girl. o e

“Biddy,” said she ane eveping, “we must
have soms sapsages, for tea this evening ; [
expect company.” -

“Yes, mam.!,

Tea limo arrived, with it the compaay ;
the table was spread, the tea was simmering,
but no sausages dppeared, ’
. “Where are thd sausa
lady inquired...

“And sure they’re in the ay-pot, mam.w
Did%‘_,t;you,wllmn we must have them for
tay !

LI

A foot,

ges, Biddy 1" the
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phieclyde, because b4 is anroyed, wit “the .. A Druycase l‘;«;inémx«.;.‘a lady's heart
mugic 6f his, nﬁs’ﬁbﬁﬁ,fpi@s’;%; © | is o déficate institition, nd should be treajed

as such. “Thete ro, some brutal speeimena

of corditoy that seem to think the little beat.

o about like a joke, n glove, or
a boot-jack. = Young men, if y.ou!'don‘t intend
to taka it to the milliner and parson, just lok.

\ name’e heart alope right off,

Miss What's ber-
toey ‘



