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9 as when he shall be summoned from his

grave to meet this host of witnesses. The
murderous artillery, the terrific charge, and
the headlong courage will then avail him
nothing. Trath, and Justice, and Mercy, are
the only helpers there, and they cannot help
him. He trol them down in his pride and
fury, and they shall tread him down for ever.
He assaulted the peace and happiness of the
earth, and the day of reckoning issure. He
put his glory above all haman good or ill,
and drove his chariot over a pathway of hu-
man hearts, and the God of the human heart
shall avenge them and abase him. I care
not what good he did in founding iastitu-
tions and overturning rotten thrones ; good
was not hisobject, but personal glory.—~Be-
sides, this sacking and burning down cities
to build greater, has always been a favorite

'SONG OF LABOR.

The workshop must be crotvded

That thespalace may be bright ; measures with conquerers and the favorite
2 ghe ploughimun did not plough, apology with their eulogizers, It is false in

“Then the poet could not write.
Then let every toil be hallowed

‘That man performs for mau,
Kona havo its share of honor

In the universal plan.

fact, and false il true in the inference drawn
| from it. It is not true that improvement
| was his purpose, nor does it exculpate him
1if it was: God does not permit man to pro-
| duce happiness this way without a special
] command. When he wishes.a corrupt na-

tion®or people to be swept away, he sends
| his earthquake or pesiilence, or if manis to
| be his anointed instrument, he anoints him
Liu the presence of the world. He may, and
| does, aliow one wicked thing to scourge an-
| other, but the scourger isa criminal while
| he fulfils the deeizn, for he acts not for the
Deity, but for himself. The grand outline of
Bonaparte’s mental character—the great
achievements he performed—mighty power
he wielded, and the awe with which he -
spired the world, have blinded men to his
true character, and he remains half apotheo-

07 ‘Ree, light dars down from heaven,

And enters where it may ;

The eyes of all earth’s peopio
Are cheered with one bright day,

And let the mind’s true sunshine
Be spread o’er earth as lree,

And fill the souls of men
Ad the waters fill the sea,

Ye men who hold the pen,
Rise lilke a band inspired,
And poets, let your lyres
With hope for man be fired :
Till the earth becomes a temple,
And every human heart
Shall join in one great service,
Each bappy in his part.

—+200%

NAPOLEON

BY J. T. HEADLEY.

| fate—being sent to eat his heart on a solitay
rock in mid ‘ocean—has created a morbid
sympatby for him, anything Lut manly or
just. The very mauner of his death we
de Meurice (the Asior House of Paris,) in | think has coutributed to this wrong feeling.
search of rooms, I stumbled on an objeet | Dying amid an awful storm, while trees
which for 2 moment held me by a deeper { were falling and the sea flinging itself as if
spell than anything 1 had seen in France. In | in convulsions far up on the island, have im«
the Rue Victoire, close beside the principal | parted something of the supernatural to him.
baths of the city, stands a emall house seve. | And then his fierceness to the last, for though
ral rods from the street, and approached by a | the night was wild and terrible, a wilder
warrow/lane. It is situated in the midst of a [ night was over his heart and epirit in its last
garden, and was the residence of Josephine | fittul struggle, was watching the current of a
«sthen the young Napoleon first yielded hix | hieavy fight, and his last dying words were
Leartto her charms. The young soldier had | tete d'armee._, ‘head of the army.) He has
then never dreamed of the wuudrous‘drwiny {gone, and his mighty armies with lim, but

that awaited him, nor had surtendered his ; the day shall come when' the Workl st

Oxr Mogxixe as [ strolled from  the Hotel

soul to that waisting ambition which consu- ' read his history as they read that of Caesar | the United States.. If the Rev.M:, Fiir- | and romantic literaitire T

med every generous quality of his nature, i Borgia, and point to his tomb with a shnd-
and every pure feeling of his Leart. Filled ",der.

with other thoughts than those of unlimited | Condemn as we may the character of Na-
dominion, an | dreaming of other things than | poleon, and who does not 2—read the record
fierce batile-fields, he would turm his foot- | an outraged world has written against bim,
steps hither, to pour the tale of his affections | till be stands a criminal before heaven and
in Josephine’s.ear. His heart throbbed more | earih, still, one cannot find himself beside
violently before a single look and a single | the form that once shook KEurope with its
voice, than it ever did amid the roar of ar- | tread, without the profoundest emotions. But

. . o 1 . .
tiilery and the sound of falling armies. The | the arm that ruled the world lies etill, and
the thoughtful forehead on whick nations za-

eyo betore which the world quailed at last, |
and the pride of kivgs went down, fell at | zed to read their destiny, is now only a with-

the gaze of a single woman, and her flute- | ered skull, and the bosom that was the
like voice stirred his youthful blood wilder \‘ heme of such wild ambition, is full of ash-
than the shout of “Vive ! Empereur I from | gs,

the enthusiastic legions that cheered him as ] The grave is a reckless leveller, and he
he advanced.—Those were the purest days | who ‘met at last God’s thunder,’ is only one
of his existence, and we Leliove the only { of the thousands he left on his. battle-fields.
happy ones he ever passed. When the crown | His fierce onsets, and terrible passages, and
of an emperor pressed his (houghtful fore- | wasting carnage, and Waterloo defeats are
head, he must have feit that it was beuier 10 | all over. Crumbling back to dust amid a
be loved by one devoted heart, than feared | few old soldiers, left as a mockery of the
by a score of kings. As[stood belore the | magnificen legions he was wontto lead to
humble dwelling, and thought of the monu- | baule, he reads a silent, most impressive les-
ments of Bonaparte’s fame that coveied | son on ambition 16 the world. I turned a-
France and the world, Teould not but teel | way in the deepening twilighy, feeling that [
how poor a choice he made afier all.  Sur- i would not sleep in Bonaparte’s grave for Bo-
rendering the pure joy that springs from . aff- | yaparie’s fame.

ection, and the hicaven of a quiet home for
the tumuit of armies and the erown of thoras
which unholy dmbition wears, ho wrecked
bis own happiness and soul together. He! “Ah!Mr C, when did you return from
made life one great batle-field, and drove | Rockaway ¥’

his chariot of waur over heaps of slain, and “Just arrived, eir.”

upto the axletrees in human blood, to gain at “Any news ¥’

last-=a grave. e could havoe had tht with-| * “None of importanco—caught a shark to-

e eeees

Extraord.nary, Very.

BLOOMSBURG, C

Choate, the Lawyer;

Jack Humphries, the piquant Boston cor-
respondent of the Albany Dutchman, gives
the following of-hand description of Rufus
Choate :

“Rufus Choate—famous for throwing som-
ersete, flip {laps, making mouths and ugly
““mugs at judges and juries—=is jawing away
at that same old Rev. Fairfield case.. You
probably never saw Rufus, but you've heard
of m ? Well, he’s great 'on saving hard
cases from getting their dues.' s He saved
Tirrel, the murderzr of Ellen Bickford, from
hemp stretching ; and that fact has had
made bim in great demand, where things
are doubtful, ever sice. He has saved ma-
ny a scoundrel from well mejited punish-
ment, and, perhaps, has obtained, for some,
justice. Rufus Choate is a picture to look
at, and chowder to spout. He is about sev-
en feet s1x, or six feet seven, in his socks;
supple as an eel, and wiry as a cork screw.—
His face is a compound of wrinkles, “yalle,
janders,” and jurisprudence. He has small,

|

From the Pennsylvanian.
She would be a Soldier.

Miss Emily Hutcheson is a young lady
who has the advantage of a boarding school
educatien. She plays enchantingly on the
piano and epeaks ftalian like “von natif*
Beeides, she has seen more plays than she
has heard sermons, and read more novels
than she has said pravers. In short, she is
a “highly accomplished” youug lady. *Seve-
ral weeks ago, she made a trial of the Bloo-
mer costume, butdt did nalcome: quite up
to her expeetations. _In ene of her romantic
reveries, it occurred to h8r that she would
show 15 particular advantsge in a military
dress, and she had no sooner conceived the
idea than she began to put it into execution.
Her brother belongs 10 a volunteer company;
she furtively arrayed herself in his uniform,
and found to her great satislaction that she
made almost as manly and saldierlike a fig-
ure as the right owner of‘the regimentals.
She then stolo out of the house, and made
haste to exhibit hessell by gas-light on Ches-
nut street..  Unluckily she met with her

keen, piercing black eyes, and a head shap-
ed like a mammoth goose-egg, big end up;
his hair black and eurly, much resembling
a bag of wool in admirable disorder, or a
brush heap in a gale of wind. His body
has no particular shape; and his wit and le-
gal “dodges” have set many a judge in a
snicker, and so corfounded jurors, as to
make it almost impossible for them to speak

brother, himself, as he was coming out of a
place of immusement. He recognised first
tae uniform of his company, and, making «
closer examination of the'eoat, he ascertain«
ed it to be his own propélty, and came ',
the conc!usion, of contsegbat it hai been
stolen. e seized thp gupposed thief by the
collar, aud ealled {or lke police. Emily did

|
{

!

sised to this day, while the saduess of his !

vatural lives. Rufus is great on twistiog qp | ative, but preferred making an atiempt to
coiling himself up, squirming Ar5und, and | OVt-swager him. She swore a few big oaths,
prancing, jumping and kicking up the dusl,“ therefore, to keep up the character, threats
when steam’s up. His ralory  is ficst rate, | ened to make brother Sammy smell gun-
and his arvumets ingenious and forcible. | pow.der, and probably would' h.ava carried
He gejorally makes a ten strike—judge and ‘I the joke all h_el own way, and frightened off
I jury down, at the end of every He | her T if she' had not over-ac.\ed her
is great on flowery expressions, and high | Part, and, in storming a _little too violently,
foolatin “flub dub,” Strargers mostly think | droppe.xl her military cap, when her long bair
hie's crazy, and the rest scarcely understand | fireaming out, made the spectators aware of
what it's all about. He invoices his time | her sex. ‘Such was the dencity of the
and elocution, 4,000 per cent. over ordinary | crowd }vhlch' had collected around to wit-
charges, for having one’s self put through a] ness lh.ls auxious scene, that before lhe‘ mas-
courss of law. Rufus Choate is about fifty | querading young' lady could be extricated
years of age; perhaps over. Ha is consid [ from the throng. her miiitary coat, mm)g fqr
ered the ablest lawyer in New England, or | holiday oceasions, looked very much like it
pethaps—the United States. His hand wris | had seen actual i 4 Miss 1‘?"‘")" how-
ting can't be decipherad without the aid of | €ver, professed to be delighted with the “‘ad-

out such labor, and one, too, over which
does not hang such darkness and gloom as
rost on his. How ofien, in the midst of his
power, must that voice of singular melody,
whose tones, it is said, would arrest him in

the midst of the guyest assembly have fal. |

len on his ear like a rebuking spirit, telling
him of his basencss, and bringing back faint
echoes of that life he nover could hve again.

‘“The Christian cannot muse over his many

fields of ‘blood without the deepest execra- [

tion of Bonaparie’s character, The. warrior
yoay recount the deeds wrought in that migh

:= nonflict, but the Christian’s eye looks far-
By -

Serais thi m:ken hearts it has made, and

10 1hio fenéfull. fotcibistions - 'V° ,Iucllgmtm.'_
Wo will not speak of the physive. sufforing
crowded into this one day, for we cannot ay.
prosiate it. * The 'sufferings of one single
man with his shattered bones piercing him
s ho struggles in his pain; bis suffocation,
and thigst, and biller prayers drowned amid
the roar.of basle ; his mental agony as he
thioks of his'wife and children ; his last
death-shriek, are ntterly inepneeivable. Maul-
<iply, e sum, of this man's suffeting by
twenty thausand, and the aggregale who
ooplduell? Then chargo all this over to one
. man’s ambition, and who shall wmeaspro his
guilt, or say-how dark and terrible his-doom
should be # - Bonapane wisa man of grea:
intellect, but he stands charged wWith_ctimes
that blacken and toriiré fhe . sl forever,
and:his acensers and their witnessos will rise
trom almost every fiold in-Euwiope and come’
“in ‘crowds from, the banks of the Nilg,
met and conquerad many ‘atmies, But nover
stood face tq face with such a tersible array

He |

| day.”

“Ah! how long was it ?

"“Twenty-five feet, sir.”

“How m uch did it weigh ?”

l ‘“Eleven tons and a halt 1"

| By this time the listeners crowded close

| around C., but not a smile was to be observ-

ed vpon h's countenance, or anything else to

denote that ho was telling ought' but the

| truth.

| “By the'wity, ‘Major,”" continued C., “I

,’ have pot forgot tu tell you we have found

| the New York Brass Band. You recollecy

{ when I came vp last week I told you they
had took their instruments with them, and
weut out in a sail boat.. The boat was seen

| to capsize, and they were supposed to be
last, but hen we opened the shark we

| -day, wé found them all alive and

.

l caught ’ .
{ hearty, their liquor bowis SMPply, and Peter-
| son, the bugler, siting naar the ¢l playiny,
| “come rest 1a this bosom !”

" This is a dangerous period of the year
for ‘colds—people should be careful—Mrs.
Partington says she has gol a romantic affec-
tion in lier shouldets, the neierology ia” her
head, and the embargo in the regiod of her
jocnlar vein ;'all from the opening of the
window, to/thfow & bottle‘at a couple of ‘bek
ligerent ¢ats on the shed.

S —r OOt ms.

_ & Thoe son of Quintius Fabius Maxi-
‘ﬁjﬁn‘i&yfm@ his father to_seize on a post,
‘sayiog. “It will only cost a fow men.’—

Febius answered dryly, “will you, be one

of tho fow.”

4

a pair of compasses and a quadrant.  His |
autograph somewhat resembles the map of |
Ohio, and looks like a piece of crayon skelch- |
ing, done in the dark, with a. three pronged |
#’gr&_ He has been in ttio Senafe, “and may |
| be, if he Tiad tims to fish for it, President of |

| field don’t lick his adversaries (libel case) "
with Rufus Choate to “talk to the jury, his
case isn’t worth the powder to blow it up.” *
it b e

Nice People,

The lady who carried her niceness to such |
an extent that she serubbed the parlor floor
and fell into the cellar, 1s generally supposed |
| to be a fictitons person ; but we assure our |

readers we have more than once met with |
| those who could equal her. |
l There is a lady of our acquaintance yel |

{ living at no great distar.ce from this city, who :

| is worthy to be a member of the same fami-
ty. Rich and childless, with no great talents
or desire for society, her housé is her hobby,
and cleanliness a monomania,  Room by
roon she has abandored her mansion to si-
lence, darkness, and slip-covers, and permits |
herself the use only of the basement, from

| the hali open door of which she can keep |
au eye upon ihe servants, and issue sudden-
ly out upon them in coastan: liule foraye,
pouncing upon a litlle dirt or a #peck of dust |
with the bitterest exultation, and predieting

the destruction of the world, and dissolution |
of all social ties upon a discolored dish-cloth. |
Not long since, she discharged a chamber- |
maid, who had lived with her six years, be- |
cause the dirly wretch did not gather her pet- |
ticoats around her coming down stairs, but |
actually permitted them to brush against tho |

in the paint being utterly disfigured.  The |
husband, poor fellow, was formerly a ﬂorid,l
hearty, jovial fellow of a decidedly ®ocial |
turn.  To-day he passes you in the street |
with a nervous half nod of recognition, for |
fear you may remember where he lives and
call ; when undoubtedly you would bring |
mud into the hall on your boots; or hang |
your damp hat on the polished Lat-stand ; or
lay Mrs. B—— under the necessity of light-
ing the ‘taboed, parler; or commit or pro-
cure to be committed, some other epormity;
from which the house would not recover in
a year's time. Poor B. has become thin—
he is quite pale, and bas a nasty litle cough.
You can also perceive about him always a
faint odor of Castile soap, and what from
sitting on recently scrubbed chairs, in roome
the paint.of which has just been wiped down
with a damp cloth, and passing the rest of
his time between hearing complaints of the
servants, a severe course of bathing to cleanse
the outside, and aloes and gambage to perform
the same good office for the in, he is rapidly
'\Sd_ing away to a shadow, the victim of one
| of (e uicest women 1 the world,

———— P OO —

& A noble ..;iicg is recorded of a mem-
ber.of the Rritish Hous2 of Commons, who
by his indusiry and and  perseverance, hus
won his way. to.that high position-—A proud
scion of the ari y. one day | uim
with his humble origin, saying, “I remem-
ber when you blacked my father’s boots,”
“Well, sir, was the noble response, ‘‘did I
not do them well

B e »
I Barnum wants 1o get a look of hair
‘rom tho head of a cabbage.

| which is called cementation, the object of

| imo it for several days and heat the iron at

venture,”’ observing to the officers who at-
tended her, that such g lively incident was o
great relief from the %qmo monoony of
every day life™ AWY @ nfce Ming it 1s
or a damsel (o have atuwe ’Miﬁbm,

A THRILLING INCIDENT.

BY CUMMING.,

My feelings were very poetical, as I walk-
ed tlowly towards the door of the village
chureh. I entered. A’ popular preacher
| was holding forth, and the liule meeting
| house was much crowded. I however, pas-
[ sed up the aisle vntil I had gained a position
where I could have a fair view of the faces
of nearly 2ll present. I soon perceived I
was an object of attention. *Many of the
congregation: looked seriously at me, for 1
was a stranger 10 them all. In a few mo-
ments, however, the alteuntion of every oue
present appeared to be absorbed in tho am-
bassador of grace, and I also began to take
an interest in the discourse. The epeaker
was flaent, and many of his lofty flights
were oven sublime ; but almost any thing
was caleulated to aflect my mind then. The
preacher spoke of heaven, and its joys, at
the blissful scenes with which we were sur-
rounded on every side. The music of the
wood, and the fragrance of the heath, geem-
ed to respoud to his eloquence, Then it
wasno great Sretch of the imagination, to
fancy that the white handed creatures around
me viith their pouting lips and artless iuno-
tence, were beings of "higher sphere. While
my [eelings, thus divided between the beau-
ties avd blessings of the two worlds, and
wrapped in a soit of poetical devotion, 1 de-

¢ g 7Y $ | ¢ .
English, or tell the trath, for the rest of their | "0 “50043 10 make Leisell known to her rel- | tected one fair lass, with large black eyes,

slealing soveral glances at me of a most ani-
mated character. I need not describe the
sensation experienced by a youth, when the
eyes of a beautiful woman rest for any
length of time on his countenance, and
wher be imagines himsel( to be an object of
interest to her. I rcturned her glance with
interest, and thzew all the tenderness wito
my eyes which the scene, my meditations,
and the preacher’s discourse had inspired in
my heart. | donbted not that this fair young
damsel poseessed kindred feelings with my-
self; that we were driking together at the
fountain “of evetlasting inspiration.—How
could it be otherwise ? She had been bore
and nurtured amidst these wild and roman-
lic scenes, and she was made up of romance
of poetry; of tenderness.

Then | thought of woman’s love—her de-
votion—truth—I o:ilg prayed (hat I might
meet her where w

e Il elijoy a eweet in-
terchange of seaimmelbegdthoughit of Wer-
1eF an 0 CHETONE; an. not doubt that

well cultivated by ¥ i 'gpre‘om-lion! the vil}a;.;e muiden and mygell were capable
< off enjoying equal tr in each others

Ll a6 B o S society.  Her glances covtinued ; several

R times our eyes met. My heart ached with

—~ raplure. At leugth the benediction was

Steel is iron passed through a process

wkich is to impregnate it with carbon. Car-
bon exists more abundantly in_charcoal thar
in any other fosible substance, and the emoke |
that goes from @& charcoal forge is carbon in
afluid state. Now, if you can manage to
confine that smoke, and pnt a piece of iron

the same time, it will become steel.  Heat
ing the iron opens its pores, so that the
emoke, or carbon, can euter iuto it.

Tne turnace for this purpose is a cynical
building of brick, in the middle of which
are-two troughs of brick or stone, which
hiold about four tons of bar iron. At the
bottom is a large grate for the fire. A layer
of charcoal-dust is put upon the bottom of
the troughs, then a layer of bar iroe , and
80 on aliernately, until the tronghs are full
They are then covered over with clay, to
keep out the air, which, il admited, would
prevent the cementation.  Fire is Yhen com-
municated 1o due wooldaad coal with which
the furnace is filled, nd continued until the
conversion of the iron into steel is completed
which generally happeus in about eight or
ten days. This is known by blisters on the
bars, whichthe workmen occasionally draw
out in order to determine. When the con-

about eight days more, to cool.

pronounced. 1 lingered about the prémises
until I saw the darkseyed girl set out for
home on foot. “O that the customs of so-
ciety w permit, for we are surely one
in soul ! ~Cruel formality, that throws up a
barrier between heurts made for each other!
Yet [ determined to take the same path. 1
lollowed afies her. She looked behind ; 1
thought sip evinced some emotion at recog-
nising me as being the stranger of the day.
L quickened my pace, and she actually slack-
ened hers, so as 1o let me come up with her.

“Noble creature ¥ thought I, Ler heart is
superior to the shackles of custom.

At length I came within stone’s throw of
her.

She suddenly halted, and turned her face
lowards me. My heart swelled to overflow-
ing, and my eyes filled with tears of rap-
ture. Ireached the spot where she stood.
She began to speak, ard I took off my hat,
as if doing reverence 10 an angal.

“Are you a pedlar ¥

“My dear gurl, that is not my occupation.’

“Well, L don’t know,” continued she, not
very bashfully, andeyeing me steruly, “I
thought when 1 saw’ you at the meeting
house, that you looked like a pedlar who
passed off a pewter dollar on me about three
weeks ago, so I determined to keep an eye

wall in her descent—a course of conduct| Yersion is completed, the ﬁvé is then left to upon you. Brother John has como home
which must evidently result, sooner or late, | 89 Ut aud the bars remain in the furnace /now, and he says if he van cateh the fellow,
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KOo0M, BOYS, ROOM,

BY C.F. HOFFMAN.

There was an old hunter,
Camp’d down by the rill,
Who fish’d in this water,
And shot on that hill,
The forest for him had
No danger, nor gloom,
For all that he wanted
Was plenty of room !
Says he, ‘‘The world's wide,
There is room forms all ;
Room enough in the green wood,
If not in the hall.
Room, boys, room, by the light of the moon,
For why shiouldu’t every mau enjoy his own
room !

He wave Lis own nets,
Aud his shanty was spread,
With the skins he had dress'd
Aud strech’d overhead ;
Fresh branches of hemlock
Made Iragrant the floor
For his bed, as he sung
When the daylight was o'er ;
“The world’s wide euoungh,
There is room for us all ;
Room enough in the grees wood,
1f not in the hall.
Room, boys, room, by tie light of the moou,
For why chovldn’t every mau enjoy his own |
room ¥?

That spring now hall choked
By the dust of the road,
Uunder boughs of old maples
Once limpidly flow'd,
By the rocks wheunce it bubbles
His kettle was hung,
Which their sap ofien fill'd,
While the huater he sung,
“The world’s wide enough,
There is room for us all !
Room enough in the green wood,
1f wot in the hall.
hoom, boys, room, by the light of the moon,
For why shouldn’t every man enjoy his own
roorn ¥’

And still sung the hunter—
When one gloomy day,
He saw in the forest,
What sadden’d his lay,
A heavy wheel’d wagon
Its biack rut had made,
Where fair grew the greeusward,
In broad forest glade—
“The world’s widw etough,
There is room for us all ;
Room enongh in the green wood,
If not in the hall,
Room, boys, room, by the light of the moon,
For why shouldn’t every man enjoy his owr
Toom ¥7

He whistled to his dogy 9
And says he, ‘‘We can’t alay :
<o k muet shouldgr my tifle,
*  Up tracks and away.”
Next day, ’mid those maples,
Tho settler's axe rung,
While slowly the huuter
Trudged off as he sung,
“The world’s wide enough,
There is room for us all ;
Room enough in the green wood,
If not in the hall,
Room, boys, room, by the light of the moon,
For why shouldu’t every man enjoy his own
room 1" "
e tores —————
The Newspuper. |
Read wnat Willis says ;= As you feel the |
sunshme ; aa we breathe the balmy air ; as |
wo draw onr life of life from household af-
fection—all uneonsciouely—so we drink in
the pleasures and blessings of the newspa-
per : eareless, yet eager, and, though de-i
pendent, unthankful. He must be an ima« |
ginave man who can tell the value of the
newspaper, for ouly he cun faney what it
would be to be deprived of it. Aunother By-
ron might write another “Darkness” ou the
stale of a world newspaperless. If we
should aitempt to personify such a world, it
would be under the form of a blind man
holding in his Land the empty string from |
which his dog haa escaped ; orihe good la-
dy in Hood’s picture, with her foot advanced
to step on board a steamer which she snd-
denly obeerves to have moved six feet lrom
the whatf. Or, again, a stranger in the bot-
tom of ¢ mine, who, afier blowing oat his
“Davy,” runs to the shaft and finds 1hat
somebody has taken away the ladder.”

»

| he’ll wring his nose for him ; and I aint sure

13)' Jor the laity.~Selden.

The bars of steel are then taken out, and
either sold as blistered sicel, or drawn, to a
convenient size, when it is called titled steel.
German steel ir made out of this blistered
steel, by breaking the barr into short pieces,
and welding them (ogether, drawing them
logether, drawing them down to a proper
size for use.
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3" The profoundly wise do not proclaim
against superficial knowledge in others, so
much as the proloundly ignorant: on the
contrary, they would rather assist it with
their advice than overwhelm it with their
contempt, for they know that there was a
period when even a Bacon or a Newton
were superficial, and that he who has a_lit-
tle knowledge is far more likely to get more
than he that has none. When the great
Harvey was whipped at scool for an expe-
riment apon a cat, his Orbilius could not
foresee in the little urchin that he was flag-
ellating the future discoverer ot the circula-
tion of the blood. And the progress of the
mind in écience, is not very unlike the pro-
gress of science herselfin experiment. When
the air balloon was first discovered, rorne
one flippanily asked Doctor Franklin what
was he use of it? The doctor answered
this q by asking anoth ““What is
the use of a new born infant? It may be-
gome a man.” s

i i

Humility is a virtue all preach, none prac-
tise, and yet everybody is content to hear,
The master thinks itgood doctrine for his
servant, the laity for the clergy, and ifie cler-

but what you’re the good for nothing fellow,
after all !
The last words she uttered, were at the
veryitop of her voice.
Readers, did you ever take a shower bath ?
——vece s

Never Give Up.

Who are yaur rich men *—our distingnish-
ed men ?—our most useful men?! Those
who bave been cast down but not destroyed
—who when the breeze of adversity swept
away their hopes, sought new standardse—
pushed looked up and b what
you see them now.—A glorioas sentence and
worthy to be inspired—never give up—Men
are not male—they make themselves. A stea-
dy perseverance—a determination never (o
sink, though mill-stones were hanged about
their neck—is (he true doctrine. It is this
that has made the wilderness to blossome
that has given wings lo the ocean, filled val-

leys, leveled mouniains, and built up great |
Who thea is a fool, and |

cities of the world.
yields simpering before the blast t=Who is
a suckling, and cowers before a cloud ? Is
1t you, Shame-—shame on you, You are
big enough to possess an iron heart and to
break down mouritains at a blow. Up, and
let this be the day of your redemption. Re-
solve to be a fool no longer—even if youn
are cbliged to stand with a red hot iron upon
your brow=-never give up.

&9 A girl io one of our. river ‘counties,
who bas a swivel or screw eye, looked so
long and affectionately on a gin  boule, that
she actuully drew out the cork. An apt il

e

&7 A French gentieman, apprehending
himeelf on his death bed, earnestly entreat- !
ed his young wife not to marry an officer of

! whom he had been jealous. ‘My dear,’ said
she, ‘do not distiess yourselfl; T have given
my word to ano.her a great while ago.’

—~eror
E#" There is a man who says he has been
at evening parties out West, where the boys
| and girls hug so hard that: their sides cave
{in. He has had several of his ribs broken
{ in that way.
— ——eotet——

There 1s a young man in Taledo, who has a
stoop in his shouldhrs on account of bending
over so much 1o kiss the girls, who are. rath-
er short in his neighborhood.

S e G B B —

‘S8er ’em Upr'—Wae notice in an [Illinoi$
paper the marriage of Edward C. Pinn to
Miss Mary Pinn. Time will be pretty likely
to make fen pins out of this couple.

— - eeees

Man is a bundle of habits. What, then,
is a woman ?—Sun,

‘Waxey’ says she is aa armful - of sighs,
bran and wTalebone,

e TR P,

@ The man who had to Jower his shirt
collar to pass under the Wheeling Bridge;
arrived in Cincinnatti last week.

L eeeses
5" Bo-ware—that's what the potter said
to the lump. of clay.

B e
A down-past farmer uses grass-heppers -in

lustratiop of the power of true love.

his grist-mill instead of the common kind:

.

pbuth baby and mother would soneus i &

NUMBER 44.

THE FIRST BABY.

b —
Ina new novel, “The Glens,” recently
published, occurs the following sirik ing pic-
ture of domestic felicity which crusty old
backelors will read with much interest :

“If “the baby’ was asleep, no one was "al-
lowed to speak except in a whisper, on pain
of instant banishment ; the piano was_clos-
ed, the guilar was tabooec, boots ware inter-
dicted, and the bell was muffled. Iff Mr.
Vincent wished to_enjoy a quiet cizar, he
must go out of the hovse, lest the smoke
migh hart “the baby’—and, lest the Btreet-
door might distarb 1ts elumbers, he. must
make his exit by the back way, and resch
the sireet by the garden-gate. The Doctor
was searcely ever out of the house ; not be-
cause ‘the baby’ was ill—for indeed it was
most alarmingly  heaithy—but because sha
was ‘afraid it might be taken with some
dreadful discase, and no doctor near?  If
coal was placvd on the grate, either M.
Vineent must put it in lamp by lump witk
his fingers, or Thomas must come it: on' tip-

toe, leaving his boots below, lest the naise -

should distarb ‘the baby.) Mr. Vincen
might lie in one postare umil he was fall  of
aches from the crown of his head to the eola
of his foot ; he must not move or turn over

| =for fear of waking ‘he baby. And. yet

he must not take a bed in anoiher part of
the house, because ‘the baby’ might Le at-
tacked by the croup, or might ery to have
some one walk up and down the fluor with
it in his rsme, and then he would not be
within call. Iu short when ‘“he baby’ slept,
the whole house was under a_spell, whose
enchantment consisted in profound silerce
and unbroken etiliness] and all who came
within the magic circle ware at ouce laid un-
der its influence.

“Qa the other hand, when ‘the baby’ waa
awake, the household was equally subjeci 1o
the tyranny which seemed 1o be a condition
of its existence, If Mr. Vincent's waich
chain attracted its attention, the watch must
come forth, and be delivered over, at the
immioent risk, und to the frequeot smashing
of crystals aud face. If ‘the baby’ cried for
the porcelain vase on the mautel, or the lit-
e Sevres ca:d basket on the table, ihey
were immediately on the floor, or inthe
‘erib’ beside i1, and were soon afterwatds in
many pieces. I it wanted papa’s papers,
either they must be forthwith given up, or

sing a domestic storm. If an impogiant pa-
per, or avything else of peculiai 'Eq 3
missed, when inquiry was made i
chances were twenty to one that it had_
given (o ‘the baby,’—and on alt occasions,
Mr. Vincent’s chagrin or vexation was {reat-
ed with merited indiflerence, If, as often
happened, afier obiaining everything iwithin
its moiher’s reach, and breaking everything
that could be broken, ‘the baby’still crie,
immoderately and annoyingly, it was quits
as much as Vincent's life was worth 10 ex-
press the least vexalion or impaience.~—He
might be joused from a “sound eleep, and
forced 1o get up in the cold ten times in the
night for something for ‘the baby,’ aud yet
o murmor or a natural wish expressed o
kuow the neceesity o! all these things, was
high treason to the household sovreignty.
The law(ul master o} the premises had sunk
like a deposed wmonarch, 1o uter insignifie
cance, and become the Jowest servant to the
young usurper. The mother was the Grant
Vizier of the Sultana, and in lier name 1uled
every one, herself included, with an 1ron
rod. There was no law bat the will and,
pleasure of the deposit, and no app2al from
her determinations. And this was the wo-
man whom Abrahaw Glenn had loved
————cer————

Pleasures of Matrimony.

I was married for my money. That was
ten years ago, [ have had bad luck as a wife,
for my husband and I have scarcely one
taste in comwmon. Ha wishes to live in the
country, which I bate. [like the the ther-
mometer at 75 degrees, which he hates. [l
likes to have the children brought up as
home ingicad of at school which' I'hate. I
like music and wish to go to coucerts, which
he hates. He likes roast pork, wiich I hue;
and [ like minced veal, which he nates.
There is one thing which we both like, and
that'is what we cannot ‘both have, though
we are always trying tor it=the last word,
I have had bad luck as a' mother, for two
such huge, selfish, passionate, nnmanagea-
ble boys never tormented a feeble woman
since boys began. I wish 1 had called
them both Cain,
just quarrelled over their marbles.  Moru-,
taer has torn off Orville’s eollar, and O;v;ille
has applied his coit like hands upon Mortis
mer's ribs j—while the baby Zeuobia, in my
lap, who never sleeps more than an hour at
atime, and cries all the time she is awake,
and has been aroused by their din to scream
in chorus, I have had bad luck as' a house.
keeper for I never képt a chambermaid more
than three weeks—And as to coaks, I look
back bewildered on the long phantasmagoria
of faces ﬂiuin*rmly through my kiteher,
as a mariner bers a rapid ior
of thunder gusts and hurrioanes in the. Gulf
of Mexico. My new chambermaid bounced
out of the room yesterday, flirting: her dpst-
ors and mutlering, ‘‘real old maid afier all 1

just because I showed her a table on which

Leould write “slut”” with my finger_in the
dust. . 1 never see my plump, happy sisers,
aad then glance in the mirror al m ' ca-
daverous, long doleful visage without' Wish-
ing myself an old maid.  [Joit everfliay
of my life, Yet half ‘of my sex mafry” s T

did—not for love, but for fear! for' fohe of

dying old maids.—Mvs. E. B. Hall.

At this mowent they, havo
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