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It was evening—the evening of a summe,
Sabbath.  The sweet hush of Nature, vu.
broken by a single sound of busy life, har-
monized but too painfully with the oppres-
sive silliness which pervaded the chamber
whither my footsteps were bent. It was on
the ground floor of a prewty residence in the
outskirtg of the village of C . I open
windows overlovoked a garden where Taste
and Beauly reigned supreme—a seco.d
Eden, which exwended with a scarce per
cepiible declination 1o the very margin of u
slieam, where it was bounded by a white

picket, and a hedge of low trimmed ‘shrub- |

bery, over which the oye eaught the flash
ing waters as they nwept on, glowing inthe
erimson radiance of the sunses.

the door of the ehsmber
sWelcome, Doctor,” ¥aid the silvery voice

of sickness—ay of

of wlady, who eat by a low eouveh, porti-|g

slly liing with white drapery. +Welcome!
the dear sufferer is now 1n a quiel slumber

~—but must presently awake, and one of {4y the busam of her ‘sisier.’

lier first inquiries will be for you '

‘How is our sweet Lucy now!

‘She has been quiet and apparently com-
fortable'all day. Tt ie her Sabbath; doctor,
a8 well ax the worshippers' who go up to|,
the eurthly courts of vur loved Zion.” *Oh/' |,

she added, while the sunlight of joy irradi- ly

ated her features, pale with long vigils =t
the bedside of her sweet Lucy—'Oh, how
full of consolation is this scene of mortal
soffering, of earthly bitterness, of expiring
hope!’

*Yes, my dear friend,’ T 1eplied,your cup
of sflliction is indeed sweetened [rom on
high. 1 have seen Death to-day cladin his
robes of terror, He ook from my hopeless
care a victim all unprepared, even afier
long and fearful warning;and recollection of
the sad struggle, the terrible anguish of the
vanquished; the fierce triamph of the
Conqueror,and the piercing wail of exhaus-
ted Nature, haunt my memory still; and
even in this earthly paradise I cannol foiges
them !

*And is poor Fdwards gone at lsst to his
dread account? Oh! how fearful,’ and
the gentle lady covered her face snd
wept,

Sometime elapsed. T lingered at the
couch of Luey tili she should awake, and
wiking from the stand a small though elegant
copy of the Bible, I opened s silver clsp,
and my eye eaught the simple inscription
on its fiy-leal, *T'o my Luoy—a purting gift
fiom Clarence.” 1 had designed to read @
potiion of the worp,but thought was for the
time engrossed.

1 had known Lucy Msy from her infan-
ey, and she wascarcely less dear 1o me
thap my own davghiter. Indeed, they had
grown up like twin blossoms; and were
togeiher almost every hour of the day.—
Beventeen summers they had each number-
ed—though Lucy wus some months the

it Ellen—why
I entered the IIW!'E BN ST ppig vt L motnes ‘““m_‘flIEI stie nal

slong a earpeted passage, tapped sofily at|,
girl in mine, and marked 1he regular but
feeble heatings of the pulse,

love.  Their thoughte, their affections,ther

common. They ealled each ather ‘sister,

Hasmilton was the son of my best earihly
(viend, and a nobler youth—in all the lofiy
faculties and endowments of the heart and
intelleet; never rejoiced in the vigor of life
and early manhood. To him hud Lucy
been betrothed for more than a year, and
he was now absent from the village,though
we trus\ed when each sun rose, that its
selling would bring him back in snswer to
our cautious summons. Especially had
hope snd expectation grown within our
hearts on that evening, yet had nota word
been spoken on the subject by the widowed
mother of the lovely Luoy, At length
hiowever, she raised her head,and observing
the open volue in my hand—she said in
an sssumed tone of cheerfulness:

*I trust Clarence will come this evening.
It is now

‘Clarence ! said the sweet patient,opening
her durk eyes, and looking eagerly around.
Her eye resied only on her mother and my-
self and with s slight.quiver on her lip, and
a gad smile, she said;

‘He is not come !

‘No | my datling, he hss not yet come !
but there is more than sn hour to the close
of day, and then i

*Gud grant he may come,’ said the mai-
den, and she added with energy—if it he
tis holy will.  Oh, Doetor, my kind, dear

tostes, (heir desires, their pursuils were in
and hei intercourse honored the endesring

And Clarence—the giver of the litile
volome in my hand-who was he? Clarence

ATU

r
her days were evidently few,

haped more, and though Yis heart was
heavy. Hope kindled a bright smile on his
manly face as Lie entered the litle patlor,
where he had spent so many hours of ex.
quisite happiness. He had alighted from
the siage just before it entered the village,
oand proceeded at ouce 10 the residence of
Luey.,

As Mrs. May entered the room; the
smile on his lips faded, for her pale face
told a tale 1o his hear,

‘Clarence, my dear Clarence, you have
the welcome of lond hearts.'

‘How is Lucy?” Why is yourfice go
deadly pale? oh! say she is not dongerously
ill,tell me—and a thought of keener migery
entered his heary; ‘she is—oh my God, my
Father in Heaven strengihen me—shie is
dying—even now dying V'

‘Nay, nay, Clarence,’ said the mother.
soothingly. Luey lives, and we must hope
for the best: but be not ularmed if you see
her face even paler than my own. Are you
able to bear the sight nowt’

There was but liule consolation 1o his
fears in the reply of Mrs, May. Lucy
wag living; bul there wss anguish in the
expression—‘hope for tho best," and he eaid
hurriedly:

‘Oh 1ake me 1o her at once—now.' and
he pressed his hand upon his throbbing
brow, anl then sinking on his knees, whiie
Mrs May knelt beside him, he entreated
God, in a voice choked with emotion for

friend, your Lucy is wearing away fast is
e noi™ and then observing the emotion
which I atenipted 1o concenl, she said :

‘But | am better to-day,am I uot? Where
comel" Her

bl r P

# I took the thin white hund of the yourg

h

*Shall 1 send for your daughter, Doctor?
lie usked.

I scquiesced and in a few minutes Ellen
was sobbing viclently, with her face hidden

*Ellen, my sweet sicter,) said Luoey,
your father has told me thatI must leave
you==and here her voice faliered—my own
dear mother—and ' but she did nol
ittes the vame of her lover, for at that
nstant the voice of & domestic wae distinet
heard,

‘He is come, Mr. Clarence is come |—
Now, God bless my dear yoong lady.—
Lucy uttered a scream of joy, and clasping
Ellen around the neck, murmured, *Father
in Heaven, I thank thee,’ and then fainted
with excess of happiness, Her swoon
was brief. She recovered almost immedi-
utely, aud her fuce was radiant with happi-

ness,

w
Orarexce Haiuron was pursuing his )
siudies at a distant College, and the letter
which summoned him to C + had
gcarvely intimated dangar in the ilinegs of
his bewrnthed, It had been delayed on the

strength 1o bear this trial, 1o Kise the rod of
chastisement, 10 receive thie bitter with the
sweet, and he prayed that the eup might
yuss from him, even as did his - muster in
he o bnlo Wy irier Voire sait:
*l cun see her now,”

At tlus moment 1jomed then with Luey's
earnest request that Clarenve should come
to her 9t once, Wa entered the chamber

—1

just as Ellen hod partiaslly opened a  blind,

and, the last 1ays of sunlight sureamed faint-
ly through into the room.and fell for &
moment on the wiile cheek of Lucy,ren-
dening its hue still more snowy, Alis!
for Clurence, As his ecirnest eyves met
those of hia betrotied—her whomn he had
left in the verv  (lush and perfection ol
youthful loveliness—now how changed!
His heart sunk within him, snd with a
wiid sob of anguish he oclusped her pale
thin fingers, and kissed her colorless rips,
kneeling the while at the side of her couch:
*Clurence, my own Clarence,’ said 1he
sweet girl, with an effort to rise, which
she did, supported Ly his arm. He spoke
not—he vould not—dared not speak!
*Clarence, cheer up, my beloved; but her
fortitnde failed, and all she could do was
10 bury her face in her lover's bosem, and
weep. We did not attempt to  check their
grief; nay we wept with them, snd sorrow
for awhile had its luxury of tears unres.

iroined,
Clarance at length broke the silence,

‘Lucy, my own loved Luey! God for-
give me for my selfish grief;’ and he added

way, axd bot half the time of ita journey
had sufficed the eager, anxious student to
the epot where his beart had stored its
affactions, and centered ite hopes next to|
heaven, for Clarence was more than a|
noble hearted, high souled man; be was o/
deciple of Jesus Clirist, and he was  fining
himself 10 be an Apostie of his Holy Reli-
gion. He had nearly completed his course
beauuful Luey May.

Three months before the Sabbath even-
iwg of which we write,Luey was in heslih,
and with her companian, - Ellen, was per-
forming her delightful duties as a Sabbath
schonl teacher, Returning home she was
exposed to 4 sudden storm of rainand took
cold. Her constitution, naturally feeble,
wos speedily affecied, and consumption, that
terrible foe to youth and beauty,seized upon
her as another victim' for its mighty holo-

of studies, and was then to be united 1o the |

fervently, lilting his tearful eyes 10 Heaven
—'Fuilier, give us grace to bear this tral
aright,” and turning to we, he added, *Pray
for ue, Doctor—oh! pray that we may
have strength (o meet this hour like Chris-

lians.’
Wlien the voice of prayers cansed, al)

feelings were claimed, but I deemed is
| advisable o leave the dear patient 1o briel
tepose;—and Ellen slone remaining, we
retired 10 the parlor, where Clarence learn-
ed from us more of her illness and of her

with false hopes.

RD
hsd assumed & fearful character, and now

For this dreadfsl intelligenca Clarence | Many sweel hours of converse did Olurence
was not prepared. He fested, but ,l!"and Lucy pass together: once even she

true condition, for 1 dered not delude bim [ stand,  Lucy was arrayed in a muslia robe.

Day sfter day the dear girl lingered, and

| was permmitied 10 spend a few moments in
(the poriico of the house, and as Clatence
supported her, wnd saw & tint of health
overspread her cheek: hope grow strong in
his heart,  But Alice doubted not that she
should die speedily this conviction had
{reached her heart ere Clurence came, §0
%0 that the agony of her guel i
prospect of separation from him had
yielded 10 the blissful anticipation of
heaven, that glorious  clime where she
should, ere long meet those from whom
‘twas ‘more than death to part.’
‘Dearest Lucy,’ said  Clarence, as they
stood gazing on the summer Rowers, ‘you
are better, love, May ol our heavenly
Father yeu spare you 10 me—to your moth.
er—to cousin Ellen—io happiness.’
‘Alr, Clarence, do no speak of this, I,
will only end in deeper bitterness. 1 mus,
go—und. Clarence, you must not mourn
when I exchange even ihis bright worid
lor the Parsdise of I mmortality.,'
Clarenoe could not answer,  He pressed
het hand, and drew her closerto his trob.
bing heart, and she resumed, poiuting to a
bright cluster of amaranth—:See tliere,
Clarence, is the emblem ‘*of the joys 1w
which I am hastering.’
® * * Thiee weeks had passed. I
was agein the evening of the Subbath- |
stood by (he couch of Lucy May Her
mother aud Ellen sat on either side, and
Clurence Hamilton supporied on a pillow
in bis arms the bead of the fair girl. Dis.
ease hod tuken the citadel, and we awaited
us suirender 1o Death,

The man of Gad, her pastes Lomeny-—ahild., |
DT Mk nsnse b RETY,

suid, ‘I it well with thee my daughler—is |
i well with thy soul!" she answered in a
clear and sweeily confiding tons of voice—
sl 16 well! Blessed Rodeemer, thou ert
my only irus.’

Clarence now hent his head close 1o he
face of Luey, and whisperred. in, her, ear,
but so distinetly that we! all hear :

‘Lucy, since you may wot be mine in
life, oh! dearest, be mine in death, let me
fullow you o the grave as my wedded
wile, and L shall huve the blissiul  consola-
tion of anticipsting a reunionin Heaven.
The eye of the dying gl lighed wop
with s quick and sudden joy, as she swm il
ingly answered.

*1t is well, Ciarence—I wounld faip bear
thy name before 1 diel" We were stariled
at this strange request and answer, but no
heartor lip ventured 10 oppose it. Lucy
then said—

*Mother, dear mother deny me not my
lasy request, will you and Ellen dress  me
in my bridal robe?! I will wear it o my
tomb.," Clar nce also besought Mrs, May
10 grant this wish, and let him win a biide
aud mother—and she enswered—

‘As you and Lucy will, but it will be'—
and her hearl spoke—*it will be a mourn
ful bride,’

Lucy now motioned us from the room,
and we relired. Clarence was the first to
!pl-nk.

*You will not blame me that I seck.even
in the srms of death, 10 make her my wife,
On! how much of bliss has  been crowded
inta this one anticipation,and though it will
be indeed a'sad bridal,” it will sweecten the
eup of bitterness which is pow pressed (o
my lips."

In & few minutes we re-entered that hal
lowed chawber. The light of day hisd
faded, s single lamp was burning on the
in

which scarce ouvirivelled her cheok

‘Doctor,’ suid be, with visible anguish,
there is no hope?!

linger some time with us; and be beter

than she is 10 day.
“Fhen God's will be done,! said the

young man, while a holy confidence lighted

elder, No brother, nor sister had either of | caust to death. At fiest, the type of her|up his face, now, scarcely less pale then
thew, and hence the iptensity of murual' disesse was mild, bot within three weeks it | that of his betrothed Lucy

‘Not of recovery, I fear, though she may | ence seated himsell by her, and she was

whiteness, save where the deep heotie, how
heightened by exeiiement, flushed it. Clar

raised 10 & siting posiore, and supporied 1o
| s arms, She placed her waisied band in
'lhiu. and said, half plaofully, half sadly,

"Tis @ worthless offering, Clarence.”

He pressed it o his fevered lips, lus

\ und when b | ¥
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minisier arose and stood before them, sad
in few words, and simple; united those iwo
lovely beings in a tie which all felt must bs

was thul tie registered and acknowled

heaven, 3
As the holy man pronounced them ‘one’’
in benediction; Lucy put; her. feeble arms
around Clarence, and in a low voice
m”d— U i .,'lJ
*‘My hasband.'

£l LEr |

b

lips mevin & long and swees embrage,
We gave them congrawistions though
quick tears, exchanged the sweet kiss of
holy love and friendship, and lefi the wed-
ded pair 1o a brjef realizauon of bliss, of |
which we canpot tell the reader sught, i
‘The nighi before the last hour, the angel
Azriel came as a messenger of peace 1o |
that bridal chamber, and though new foune
tain of earthly blies had beea opened in the
heart of Luey Humilton, she repined notat
the summons, but while heavenly joy sat
on her festures, and her tips murmured—
peace—fareweel, husband- =mother—sisier
—all—her pure spirit took its flight, and
her lifeless body lay inthe ardent embrace
of the woe-stricken. but humble Clarence,
who siill lingers in this weary world,
doing his Master's work: snd  waiting his
Muster's will to be reunited 1o his angel
bride in Heaven,

—
Aagood as if it were Esop's.—The
Nantucket Inlandser says the following
story was lately told by a reformed inebri-
ale, as sn spology for much of the folly of -
drunkards: *A mouse raging about =
brewery, happened 10 {all into oneof th
vats of beer, was ia immediste danger of

Az PR Y s e

——

request, for as sonn -nn' get you oo, I
shill eat yon." The mouse pileously re.
phied, that that fate ‘would be better than |
to be drowned in beer. The eat. lifted him =~
out, but the fumes of beer caused: puss 1o~
snceze, and of course drop the mionse, who '
ran into & hole. The cat cn'll,cdr'u'pun_,ﬂ‘l'bi]“
mouse to come out, but he declined. *You .
ruseal,’ said 1he cat 10 o rage; *did. you nos
promise that I shouli eat you?” « *Ah!* ros-
phied the mouse, ‘but you know Fway in
liguor at the timel’

following in the Knoxville Times.
*Johe, whar's your passin® lesson?’
“T'hat sentence on the black bhourdie
Tlere go a gentleman and a scholart
‘Pass there,’

*There are a noon of multitude, fust per-
son, siug'lar, nomerative gase 10 ge.'
*Very well—'go,’the next. [Tom makes
for the door.]——Ceome back! FPass go.'

‘I was trying to go past.

*Next)

‘Guo is an insensible rig’lar verb, finily
mood, perfect wens; lst pesson, go i; 2d
person, go ahead; 8d person, no go; made
i the 3d person to agree with duddy's old
gray mare understood.”

*Very well, nexi pass genlleman.’
*Gentleman are an abstescl noun, wsobs
siantial mwoeod, nevter gender, buvin opposi-
tion to scholar,

*Righy; scholar, the next.’

+8cholar is an obstinate, pronominal ad.
jective ndiculous mood, imperfect tenge,
fust person, becsuse I am spesking and
governed by a.

*Give the rule.'

*Soliolars are governed by indefipile ani.
oles,’

*Very good; take your seats with © mer-
it marks apicce,”

A Vegetable Waisteoal.~Tom what
kind'of a waistcoat is thay you have on?’
*Why its u cloth waisicoat 1o be sure.”
‘Didn’ it come fiom old Threadneedle
the tailor's.

‘Yes.'

*Well then, it's a vegetable waistooni?"
‘A wha?

‘A vegeinble waistcoat! It'a made of

wh

fuce pale and foished by terms. 'The

cabbagel’

#
i

i |
|

broken ere another sun should rise. Yet
ged in

flesh,” and lified up his hands and lﬁl deo,' )

murs

‘My wife! responded Clarenca, and theie ’ M
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