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BE EARALST.

Be earnest in 1hy calling,
Whatever it may be;

Time's suuds are eversialling,
Aud will not wait fur thee !

With zeal and viger labor,
Aud thou wiit surely rise ;

Oh. suffer not thy seighbor
To bear away the prize!

But form thy purpose graveiy—
o Ve guickly puash along,
~Aud prosecute it Lravely,
.~ Wath resolution streryg.

Thou wilt nnt be defeated,
. Bujpressing firmly on,
Food all at length completed—
Thive olject fuly won !

" Pe earnest in devoiion,
© OMd age is drawing near ;
“"A bubbie vy Time's ocean,
Thou secn wi | disappear !
in fien. and in spirit,
Iﬂ: wor-hip thou the Lord,

And thou shall then iuherit
A rieh »nd sare rewand.

" LIFE FOR LIFE.

'@ TALE OF THE RKVOLUTION.

¢ Father, is there no hope for him?! I

M WTinweL
These words ware spoken by a pale 1ear
ful girl, of great beusty, in the middle por-
tien of the Revolution which gave freedom
‘a home on onr beloved soil.

eIy S

cun bern, il possilde, were move relentless
than the British.

The inther, a noble looking man of mid-
terr of which cocld bet seen spaskling be-
Hurl Gate
break when he should 1ell her all the =ad
news that now lay heavily on his heart.

1 wiil go myself, and kneeling 10 the ryrant

oaly 56 woman can love,” she continned.

lons (o pity ! | have risked much by plead-

te willing to Jie in Nathan's place.”
“Cruel, cruei fate !

=t White Plaius ; 1 will go to him "

“Alns ! my chi'd,”” said the Inther, “you i

oyl e .

She conld see the eddying of Horl Gate
tossing with whirls the foam caps, white as
dafting srow, in the air—the breakers
lembling np against the rocks, as if they

mariher's view,
Suddenly the sound of a cannon was

spanger gafl
With one wild ery of fierce delight, the
fair girl bonaded from the room.

avenged !

was soon arraged in a suit of such clothing
as the young men generaliy wear when

| they go on a boating expidition. Without

the least hesitation she cotl the long glossy
trenses ol her hiair, and in a briel period
the bore the appearance of any young man
' of eighteer, nol more thun her age. Hav.
| ing made these arrangements, with a ra
| pidity that ouly despenﬁe resolve could
: cause, she instanily leit the house, passing
| down the avenue before her father's face.
| e little thinking that the apparently spruce
| young walerman, who chose 1¢ brewst such
| & storm, was the person of his accomplish

| ed danghter.

|  Hurrying down o the beat-house which

the Brisish ger eral w0 heartless as o con-
demn ove »0 noble, »o Lrave, s younyg, lo

) During that |
peried when cruelly was bot ino prevalent
among both partiee—when rtories, Amer-

dle syw. turned a glance ont of the window
wannls Long Island Sourd, the green wa- |

yond a grove that fronted his dwelling vear |
He wrned 1o this 10 hide from |
her his emotions, for stie was his ouly child . take us theaugh Hurl Gate 17
and he feared that ket yoang hearnt wonld '

b Speak, father, tell me, is there no hope ! i

ing for him, bot for vour sake woall dlmost |

When is he to die? |
Yhere most be some hope for his rescue — | ebbs 17
#He was a favorile ol Washington and he is |

| fromed the avenue, she loorened one ol
| those small, light skiffs, which siill are the
! models of the pilot at Hurl Gate, hoisted a
emall sail, and in a lew momenis was oul
ppon the lust of the flood tides as fewely and
boldly as if she were in a stout ship nsiead

of so sma!l and frail a boat. It was nolh-

she beeu dancing over the wavey, bot nev-
that. Yet coolly she

L bsmpmw

er in soch a =2ale a»

| ous w hirlpools and roeks, and heedi
waed the [rigate, which, impatient for a
pilot, had sirendy fired snother gon.

gide the man of war.

the commander.

“Are you a pilot 1’
patiently.

“| men, wir,” was the reply.
lor such business.

said the latter, im-

“Young

““As well as my lather, who has been a
pilet leere these thinly years,” was the re-
| ply.

“Why did he not come oul instead of
seuding @ boy like you in blow as fresh as

will plead lor the life of him whom | love this?’

[ *‘Becaase he i= laid up with the rheama-

“Alns ! my child, mercy is dead in the tism, mir; and then he knows [ ean pilot
Brivsh Geueral's breast—hie hearnt is cal- | you throuzh as well as he cau.

Sir Heury
Clinion knows me, =ir.”

“Ah, does 7—well, that's all right.
| we bear away yet?”
“No—nor wiitlun an bhour—till the iide

Can

“That's bad ; this gale keeps rising. Is

| there no ancorage heresbous 7

“ um "Wl." for the news. It isal-| your ancorage would hold

ready ‘00 late.”

““Os, fvher, say not so !
S Alas !

“Dead ! dead !” shricked the poor girl |

“Then we musi go throsgh.”

), and wan refosed even a bow, yon would go on the rocks sure.”

Bible 10 look at ere be was summoned be-
fore hia Maker.” .

“That's 1rue enongh young man. Let
me know the sery earliest moment we can

For a moment the poor girl stood eilent ;' get ihrougt .’

not a tear cam= lrom her eyes, bot a wild

light Nlomivaied them. A flash bright as |
u-d"" red over potk face and brow

fire

—she clenched her fair hands together un-
il the nails seemed 1o enter the flesh, and
in  cold, bitter lone, shie shricked—
 *Life for life ! | shall be avenged ! yes,

lam ealm, very calm ! Caim
1 And § swear he shall ba
‘.,_-"- pd ”'II"i'id ‘10 reach
who sealed his doom ! 1
loved bim l--and were not

plighted ? 1 will act as

- ,"r' &

1|
S

Bacia v Gii

-
-

*
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“Aye, aye, sir”

changa tide.
But what was passing in her heart at
that momeunt.

lnst the only loved one besides her father

ing how many hearts would be broken by
her intended act,—she was not thinking of
the mother in England who would soon
moury for ner dead, She was only think.
ing that she would join him in spirit land,
and thut dearly wouold his loss be avenged.
For her own life she cared not—not even
did she think of that worshipping father,
who sadly paced his room, believing she

i

o |'was praying for palience 10 bear her loss.

Meautime, there were (hree or four hun
dred hearis bealing with gladuess that they

r | had got over a long and sickening voyage,

| soon would be auchored in front of the
eel ol green, eveu though the storm hov-
over them.
1t lust, afier Jooking towards the home

‘ ii Mﬂcm boru—she knew it would

- #The lide is slack, it chasges sudden,
4 R ¢ m’-. _

would hide their dangers from the bold

heard, and she looked npon the Sound she tumbling breakers of the “punch bowel”
saw that a ship of war lind hove 10 above | and the “‘hog’s back” hud been pasved—a
the narrow gorge at the Gate. A sigual for | few hundred fathoms more, and they would
a pilot was flying at the foretop, and the | be safe.

hated cross of St George flew from the ‘ Then one quick glance towards heaven,

the danger. Buateo calm and fearless was
the young pilot, that calm re-assurance had
a homre in every heart—so clear above the
gale his bugle lixe voice sounded as he
gave the orders :
“Port—steady so—lufl a point,”” &ec.
Threy were more than haif trough. The

and the disguised girl cries :
“Port—port—hard 1"
The helmsman obeyed The

vessel |

" The two Nephews.

At the parlor window of a pretty villa,

The age of the man might have been =ome |
seventy ; whilst his companion had cer-|
tainly not reached nineteen.
ful, blooming face, and wctive, light, and |

the worn countenance and bent [rame ufi"“f" a shilling.
the old man; bwt in his eye, and in the | shilling mysel.”

corners of his mounth, were indicatiocs of a !
gay self-confidence, which age and suffer-
ing had damped, but not extinguished

“No use Yooking any more, Mary,” said

' _ | :
“Iile for life! Nathan Hull shall be | ;.04 off befare the wind, and flew on with | he; “neither John Meade nor Peter Finch | Vandal?”

| accamulated speed fora moment, and then | will be here before dark. Very bad, that, |

What was her idea?! Within another ! o0 1o more!
room in the houwe wu' the dnthi!'lls of a [u.ll spars lumbling over bow, and sent her
brother, who had long since been laid on- : crew reeling to the deck, she brooght up on |
der the sod ; and 10 this voom she fed, and ' | huge rock, near a perpendicalar shere to

ing for her 1o bLe upon the water, being rear 1
ed close to it, and hurdreds of ltimes had |

'

Conld you

Aud while the English commander turn-
ed off 10 speak to one of his officers. the pa- ' , ling” said just as plainly as words that

triotl eamly s to the gang-way and look- | B.i| would’nt whoa. Besides, Jake was at
ed over the sides, as if welching for the yhe hotem resting before trying to “shin”

(]

' cuss will be a top of me before | can say | queer sort of a smile, whilst they made
There were between three and four hun-  jack Robinson. Dang | speeches expressive of sorrow at the na- |

dred xosls in that ill-fated vessel. She had | yog whoa !”

on the earth, wheo Nathan Hall was hong| well and with his fooi kicked a linle din
as a spy that morniag. She was not think- | ;.0

l

| AU Cuiuvaiou

ng to. | a2
s ' and drawn therefrom a support for sell and

. wife.

| it up the rope.

With a crash that seut her

the right. !
Then, amid the rnsh of waters, the eur-
rent of nfficers, and the shont=of {rightened |
men, was heard the shrill ery .1 ;
“If any of yon survive this wreck, go tell |
your British General that Nathan Hall has |
been Avexcep! and that by a woman too ! |
Sink ! sivk! and my curses go with you |
all '7? |
And befcre a hand could have reached
her, had they wished it, she leaped into the
eddying tide, and ere she sank, the proud !,
ship with its shivered spars and sails, its |
flag still flying, and its crew of stout men, E
was going down in the cold dark waters, |
and the murdered Nathan Hall was aven-

ged.
And thus this triefl sketch is c'osed. The

guns of the sunken frigate rest bencath the |
tide of Hurl Gate ; but the memory ol the
Patriot Pilot lives in more than oue breast
yet,

“Dang that Old Blind Hoss." |

The Mobile Register is responsible for
the following mirth provoking incident :

For twenty three years old Jake Willard

Wi swit «=f Doldiwies mecmess

He is childless. Not long ago Jake
left the house in search of a missing cow.

“athi . =3 g 3 1 from { ;4. J
Wirthin less than twenly minwies from His rocte led him through an old worn out
the time she started she had luffed slong |

Having caoght the
' lize throtin ont to her and tastened the boat
ghie moguted the vessel's side and stood h
upon the quarier deck in the presence of

patch of clay land, of about six acres ‘n ex-
teat, in the centre of which wasa well, 25
or 30 feet deep. that some lime, probably,
ad furuished the inmates of a dilapidated
house near by with water.
this spot an ill wind lifted Jake's -‘ule”
from his head and maliciously walted it 1o
the edge of the well, and in it tumbled.
Now Jake had always practiced the wir-

In passing by

I'-C
lost hat.

tve of economy, and
abowot recovering his

the well, and finding it was dry at the bot- |

tom, he nuecoiled the
irgant cow, and afier several attempts to
carch the hat with a noose, he concluded 10
save lime by going down into the well
hims=ell.

To accomplish his purpose he made fasi
one end of the rope to a stump hard by,
was qoickly on his way down the we!l

Itis a fact, of which Jake was no
oblivious thun the reader hereof, thal one
Ned Wells was in the dilapidated building

and

aloresaid, and that an old blind horee, with
a bell on his veck, who had been turned
out to die, was lazily grazing within a short

“No sir, not within tweniy miles, where .. . o well

Some wicked spirit put it into Ned's

craniom to have a little fun ; so he quoi=tly

the well.

“Dang that old blind hoss!"” faid Jake,
“he's a comin’ this way sure, and ain’t got
no more sense than to fall in here, Whoa,

|
i
Ball l

But the continued approach of the “ting-

¢‘Great Jerpsa'em !’ said he ‘““the old

| Mary Sotton, il you please.

immediately set !

He ran 1o |

rope which he had |
brought for th= purpose of capturing the |

jess |

; | busivess only when he’s paid for i
“Yes, wir, P pDen as the old "fh COMES-  glipped up to the old horse and unbuckled |
{ | would not risk it Il then, lor if the cur- o by strap, and then approached with a |

rs s —gi:ﬁ’d—‘ cannot. He was rent should caich you on either #ide of the )¢ measured “ing-a-ling” the edge of |
hang at son

! annonnced.

when a sick uncle asks his two nephews to

come 10 see him, they can’t come 10 see | had become a falsehood and a nuisance.”
HWa | assist her.
| have a handred a year.”

him at once. The duty is simple in the |

| extreme—only 10 help me to die, and 1ake *hall never make anything of him, Peter.

what ] choose 1o leave them in my will!
Pooh ! when I was a young man, 1'd have |
done it for my uncle with the uvtmost !
celerity. But the world’s geting quile
heartless!”

“Oh, sir " said Mary.

“And what does ‘Ol, sir!” mean ¥’ said
he. “D'ye think [ shan’t die? | know
betier. A little more, and there’ll be an |
end of old Billy Collett. He'll have left |
this dirty world for a cleaner—-to the great |
sorrow (and advantage) ol his affectionate
relatives! Ugh! Give me a glass of ihe
doctor's stuff!” '

The girl poured some medicine into a
glaszs, and Collet, afliec kaving contemplated :
it for a moment with infinvite disgust,
managed 10 get it dowin.

“I'll tell yon what, Miss Mary Sutton,”
said he, | doa’t by any means approve of
your ‘Oh, sir!? aud the rest of it, when {'ve

‘tald you how | hate 10 be called ‘sir’ at all

Why, you coulin’t be more respeciivl if
you were a charity girl, and | a beadle in a
gold-laced hat. None of your nonsense,
I've been your
lawful guardian for more than

now SIX

mnnthe and you ought 1o know my Likings

| and my dislikings.”

“My poor [ather olten told me how 7ou
disliked ceremony,” said Mary.

“Yoor poor father told you quite right,”’
| satdd Mr. Collett.
of talent—a capital fellow.

“Fred Sation was a man
His only fanit
was a natural inability to keep a farthing
in his pockel.
I'm sure he did He begueathed me his
only child—aund it isn’t every Iriend would
do that.”?

“A kiud and generous proteclor you Liave

been.”’

“Well, I doun’t know ; I've iried to be a
brote, but | dare say | have been. Don’t |
speak roughly 10 yoo sometimes? Haven't
| given yon good, prudent, worldly advice
about Johu Meade, and made my=elf disa-
| greeable, and unlike a gnardian? Come

coufess you love this penniless nephew of
{ mine.”’

“ Penniless, indeed !"

“Ah, there it is,” said Mr. Cotlenr. “And
what business has a poor devil of an artist
fall in love with my ward?
business has my ward to lail in love with a
Bui that's Frel

1o And what

poor dev i of an arust?
Sutton’s davghter all over!
nephews? Why couldn’

with the discreet one—the thriving '—Peler

Haven't [ two
you fall in love
Ficch—considering he’s an allorney—is a
worthy young man! He is industrious in
the extreme, and atteunds to other people’s
He
despises sentiment, and always looks to the

main chance. But John Meade, my dear

Mary, may spoil canvass forever, and not |

grow rich. He's all for art, and truth, and
social reform, and spiritoal elevation, and
the Lord knows what. Peter Finch will
ride in his carriage, and splask poor Johu
Meade as he trudzes on toon”

The harangue was here interrupted by a

| ring at the gate, and Mr. Peter Finch was
|

He had scarcely taken his
seat whnen another pull at the bell was
heard, and Mr John Meade was announced.

Mr. Collett eyed his two nephews with a

Whoa! [ say!

Just then Ned drew up to the edge of the

*Oh, Lord !” exclaimed Jake falling up-
on his knees at the bottom. “I'm gone
now—whoa ! Now I lay me down to sleep
~—w-h 0 a Ball=1 pray the Lord my soul to0
—whoa, now ! Oh! Lord, have mercy on
my poor soul—whoa, Ball !”

Ned could hold in no longer, and fearful
thai Juke migh: suffer from his fright, he
revealed himsell.

Probably Ned didn’t make tracks with
his heels from that well and maybe Jake
wasn’t up to the top of it in short erder-—
Maybe not. Bat if Jake finds out who sem
you this, it will be the Jast squib you will

get

Love and Lightming.
A lady who her love had sold,
Ask’d if a reason counld be told
Why wedding rings were made of gold ?
1 ventured thus ' instroet her :—

On earth they glance—from heaven theyr
Love is the soul’s electric flame,

R s Ls e

tinved Peter.

near Wahon-en-Thames, sat, one evening 8l an unvatural jevel
at dosk, an old man and a yourg woman. | robbery ;

Collert,
l}'our shillings. Would you fly in the | family are the people to do something for
| face ol all orthodox political econamy, you ; her. She mnstn’t expecl anything {rom us
—mus! she John 7”

John, tell us about the last new novel.”

Thev conversed on various topics, until | follow Peter Finch through Stony Arabia,
the arrival of the invalid’s early bed time | and turaed back at the second step! Here’s
| a brave traveller, for you, Peter!

Mary Sutton seized an oppornuuity, the r John, keep your Arabia Felix, and Ieave{
next morning afier breakfast, to speak to | sterner ways to very different men. Good
! by, both of you.

| out

Poor Fred! he loved me— |

|
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“What res

private charity is publte wrong.”
“That’s it,

’d have given him a |

“Oh, you would—would you ?” said Mr
“ You're very generous with |

““Yes,” gaid John ; **as the Vandals flew

| in the face of Rome, and destroyed what | children, too !

“Poor John !

said Mr. Collent.

Really, we'd better 1alk of something else. |

paried uacle aud nephews for the night.

Johr: Meade alone,

ults from charitable aid '’ con- | “what right had she to marry—as you
“The valoe of labor is kept | observed with great justice, sir.
State charity is Stare | abide
| properly remarked. Finch.
Peter,”” said Mr. Colleit.— on the oilman’s business?
“What do you think of our phihmpby-,|
Yer beauati- | John ¥
#] dor:'t like it—] don’t believe i11” said | died a bankrupt, and hie widow and chil

upright figure, were in strong contrast with | John. *“You are quite right to give the i dren are destitule.”

will snpport her very well.”

. Finch.
| for her.”

Isir

! gaid Mr. Collent.

NUMBER 47,

A Young Ledy Nuidered by a Slave Wemea
Tux Murpzrers Caveut anp Huse.—Re-
liable iutelligencea from Faolien, Calloway
county, Mo., apprises us that a shocking
tragedy occnrred within eight miles of that
place on Salurday last. In the house of a
M:. Barmes wes a female slave ol irascible
and dangerous lemper, whe had frequently
been enraged at Mr. Barnes’ danghter, Su-
sanoa J,a young lady ol some eighteen
years of age. Saturday morning the slave
Teney was sent to work in a cornfield, and
the fumily =et off o attend a meeting of
some kind, leaving Miss Barnes alone at
home. On retarning {rom the meeting they
were horrified to find her eheckingly beat
is she?? said John. “With | (o death, and the floor and walls of the
Why, this is another case, | dwelling bespatiered with biood. The din-
You ought surely to notice her—io | ner table had been set evidently by Miss
Confound i1, I'm for letting her | Barnes, and her knitting work lay dis-
arranged on the kitchen floor. The kiichen
showed blood and signs of a siruggle.
Blood marks were visible along the walls
of the east room oa the floor and walls of
which was muoch more bloed, and the
room exhibied plain traces of & wiolent
sirife. Next ‘he blovd was traced 1o the
west room, where the murder had been
commitied, and where the corpse was

Let her
as you very
Can’t she carry

I dare say it

the consequences,

“Why no,” said Mr. Colleit; “Briggs

“That does not alter the ca=e,” said Peter
“Let Briggs’ family do something

“To be sura !’ said Mr. Collett. “Briggs’

“Destitnte,

“Oh. John, John! What a break-down!"”

“So yoa were trying to |

John,

| ve no voice 10 talk any

“John,” said she, ‘‘do vou think more of | more. 11l think over all you have said." | found lying in gore.

your own interest—of our interest. What

occasion for you to be so violent last night, | room
| and 10 contradict Mr. Collett so shockiugly? { the next day, and in three days after he |
| saw Peter Finch langhing to himsell.— 1 calmly breathed his last.

John, you muost be more carelul, or we
shall never be married.”

“Well, Mary, dear, I'll do my best.” said |
John.
his chain of iron maxims, tha' made me fly
I’'m not an ice-berg, Mary.”’

“Thank heaven, you're not!” said Mary;
“but an ice-berg floats—ihink of that John. !
Remember—every time you offend Mr.
Collett, you please Mr, Finch,” |

¢ So 1 do,” said Johu. “Yes, 'll remem- |
ber that.”

“If you would only try to be a little mean

*“1t was that conlounded Peter, with |

and hard-hearted,” said Mary ; “jast a lit-

tle to Legin with. Youa woulld ouly stoop to
t.'(!uu{ur,:.“

“May | gain my deserta, then !’ said |
John. “Are you not to be my loving wife,

Mary ! Are you not 10 sit al needlework in

[ my stnio, while | paint my great histori-

cal piciure? How can ihis come to pass
if Mr Collent will do nothing fur ns 1"

“But
Finch, coming

Aud so saying, she

‘Ah, how, indeed 7 said Mary

here's wur friend, Peter

leave
ih-

through the gante from his walk

you logeiher.” W
drew.

“What, Meade,” said Peter
“Sknlking
hike this, I’

e
i

inch, as he

entered in doors on a fine

morning ve been all throungh

the wvillage. Not an ugly place, but wanis

looking alter sadly. Roads shamelully
muddy. Pigs aliowed 10 walk on the loot-
path!*

I
evelaimed Joha.

“You came out pretly sirong last night,”
“Quite defied

ike your spirit

“Drealtful !
said Peter. the old man.—
Buat |

“l huve npo doubt that you do,” thought
J.\{“I.

“Oh, when | was a youih, | was a jule

that way mysell]” said Peter. *-But the
world—the world, my dear sir—sponu cures
us of all romantic notions. | regrei, of
coursa, 1o see poor people miserable ; but

what's the use of regretting? It's no part

of the business of the seperior classes lo
interfere with the laws of supply and de-
maud ; poor people must be miserable.—
What can’t be cured must be eadared ™'
“That s

. said John, “*what we can’t

cure, they must enduore ™

“Exactly so,” said Peter.

Mr, Collewt was 100 ill this day to leave
his bed. Aboul nooun he requested 10 see
hisa pephews in his bed room. They found
him propped up by pillows, looking very
weak, but in good spirits as usual

“Well, boys,"” said he, ‘here [ am you
see ; brought to anchor at last. The docior
will be here soon, | svppose, to shake |
and

1S

head write recipes. Huombugz, my
boys ! Paiients can do as muoch for them-
| selves, | believe, as doctors can do lor

them—they’re all in the dark togather—ihe
ouly differance is, that the patients grope

| ly by marrying an oiiman, the sum of four |

He pressed their hands, and they left the |

’ The slave woman was called, and found
The old man was oo weak to speak |

lo have changed her dress since morning.
On searching, the dress was found in the
| field, hidden and bloody. A shovel was
: : found bloody and banered. When con-
was read by the confidential man of busi- | 0oy win “her bloedy dress, the woman
ness, who had always attended to Mr. Col- | cotileseed thit she had Kied' Miss Bainas.
let’s affairs. The group that sat around ] She was placed in custody of Depaty Cone
him preserved a decorous appearance of | .\, Henry Willing, who rode off in basie

t 2 ! -
and_ the usual preamble |I for the jail, at Fulion.

As soon as :he funeral was over the will

disinterestedness ;

to the will’having been listened to with - plii) _
breathless attention, the man of busioess | hea within three miles of Fulios, ke

i it o dhaceiSa 1 was overlaken by a party on horses, whe
[ -3 = .
| ook the prisoner from him, led her 10 a

] bequeath to my niece, Emma Briggs, ‘
notwithstanding that she shocked her fami- | '®® Z”‘ ;“ off, aud there hanged her till she
| Was dead.

read the [ollows

being folly persuaded | The above information was received by a

thousand pounds; \
German contemporary, from the office of

that her los: dizuity, if she could ever fiad
it asain. would do nothing to provide her | the German paper published weekly st
with food. or elothing. or shelter.” | Falton.—8I. Lotus Democral.

John Meade smiled, and Peter Finch |

ground his teeth—bat in a quiet and re-
spectable manner. The man of business

wenl on with his reading :
“Having always had the opiwion that
should be rendered a rational and

Axcrrs ix THE House—A correspondent
of the Independent sends the following as a
irae incideat:

[ know a man. He is not g christian.—
His daily life 18 not in accordance even
with principles of morality. He has three

woman

independent being—and having duly con-

sidered the fact that society practically | o e Coll behaved childssn: "Thiniow
denies her the righl to eurn her own living . . eI

e ! M Quin oy @rday he told me this incident of one of
—1 hereby bequealh to Mary Sation the | 0y pis Jistle girl thiee years old. Said
sum of ten thousand pounds, which will b 5 = =
enable her lo marry, or to remain single,

Perhaps some people woold think it

as she may preler.” :
sacrilege, but | don’t; but for some time

Johin Meade gave a prodigious start upon

ing any aid whic!

hearing this, and Peter Finch ground his

teeth again—Dbut 111 a maaner hardly per-
cepuible. Buth, however, by a wviolent
effort, kept silent. The man of business

went on wilh hix reading :

| bave paid some atlention to the char-
acter of my uvephew, John Meade, und have
Leen much grieved to find him possessed

with a feeiing of philacthropy, and with a

general prelerence {or whatever is poble
aud troe over what is base and false. As
these tendencies are by no means sach as
can advance him 1n the world, I bequeath
hiim the sum of ten thousand pounds—
hoping that he will thas be kept out of the
workhouse, and be enabled 1o paint his |

greal hisiorical pictare—which, as yel, he
has only talked about.
‘ As for my other nephew, Peter Finch,

he views all tlhings o a =agacious and
selfish way, and i1s =0 certain lo get on in
life, that | should only insult him by offer-

g he does not require ; yet, !
{from his affectio

a

iate uncle, and entirely as
testimony of

admiration for his menal

il |

acuteness, | venture to hope that he will |
accep: a bequest of five hundred pounds lo- |
wards the complation of hisextensive hibra
ry of law-books.’

How Peter Finch stormed, and called |
names—how John Meade broke iuto a de- ‘
linrum of joy, how Mary Sulton cried first |
and then langhed and cried together; all

back | have been in the habit of reading
the Bivle and of haviug prayers every night
before the children go 1o bed. | have done
it becausa it has a good influence on the
children, and because | hope it may have a
good influence on mysell. Last night 1
went 1o the Lodge (he is a Mason,) and
did not get home 1ill afier 11 o'clock. The
children of course were all abed, and | sup-
posed, asleep. Before going to bed, I knelt
down by my bed to pray, and had been
there but a moment, when | heard;Nobie
get up from her bed in the next room, and
her linle feet come paltering across the
floor toward me. | kept perfectly etill, and

' she came and knelt beside me without say-

ing a word. 1 did not notice her, and in a

, moment, speaking just above her breath,

ehe said, “Pa, pray loud” | prayed, I

; kissed her, and she went back 10 bed; and

I tell you, G , I have had nothing affect
me #0 lor the last ten years. [ have thought

| of nothing else ail day long but just that

little—* Pa, pray loud ¥’
— gt BTSN

Twerve Years.—The Opposition have
been “oul in the cold” a long weary time,
It is twelve years since they elected a can.
didate for President. In 1848, Gen. Taylor
was elected on the “Rough and Ready” cry
just as Lincols has been successful on that
of the “Railsplitter.”” Democrats can af-
ford 10 let the Opposition have the Presi-

tare of their visit. Al lasi, stopping them—
“Enough, boys, enough !'” said he. “Let
us find some better subject to discuss than |
the state of an old man’s health. | want to
know a little more about yoo both. |
haven’t seen much of you up 1o the present ' change the subject
time, and for anything | know, you may be | Peter and John, on a matier that concerus |
either rogues or frols.” | your intereste. I'm going to make my will !
John Meade seemed rather to wince un- | 10 day—and I don’t know how (o act about

in English, and the doctors grope 1n Latin.”
“You are rather skeptical, sir,”’ said John
4'.“8.1(18,
“*Poch ! Mr. Caollett. “Let

I want your advice,

said us

der this address ; but Peler Finch sal calm  Your cousin, Emma Briggs. Emma dis- |
and confident. | graced vs by marnrying an oilman.” {

“To put a case now,” said Mr. Collait,| ‘“‘Anoilman! _ :
““this morning & poor wretch of a gardener | “A vulgar, shocking cilman "’ said Mr. |
came begging here. He could get nowork, | Collett, “a wretch who not only sold oil, |
and said he was starving. Well, | knew | bul soap, candles, turpentine, black-lead,!
something about the fellow, and 1 believe | and birch-brooms. [t was a dreadful blow
he only told the troth, so [ gave him a shil- | 10 the family. Her poorgrandmother never |
ling to get rid of him. Now I'm afraid 1| 2ot over i, and a maiden annt tarned |
did wrong. What reason had | for giviog | Meihodist in despair. Well, Briggs, e |
him a shilling? What claim had he on | 0llman, died last week, it seems ; and his |

|

me?! What claim has he on nnybody?i widow has wrillen to me, asking for assist- |

the

| tion arose, clapped her hands, and exclaim-

there matters | shall not attempt to de | deut this time, but if Liucoln does not save
scribe. Mary Sulton is now Mrs John | US the trouble of electing another President,
Meade ; and her husband has"aciually be- | We will usite upon one candidate in 1864,
gun the great historical pictore. Peter and keep them oot twelve years longer.

- . =y 1
Finch has taken to discountling biils, and {
bringing actions on them ; and drives about |

‘Goon evening, Miss Brown ; it is very
in his brougham already.

| pleasant.’

—_l | “Very.

A Poupit ANecnoTe—Some days since ‘Looks very much like a storm.!
we chanced 10 be in company wiih several | ‘Very.
emineut divines, who were relating num.| ‘Are you well this eveniog ¥
erous amusing anecdotes of the pulpit.— ‘Very’

| Among others, the following struck our ‘Your father’s sick.”

fancy as one deserving of record : “Very.

‘] was,’ said the reverend gentleman, at- ‘Your mother looks smart.’
tending divine service in Norfolk, several | ‘Very!

years ago, doring a season ol some excite-
ment. While ithe officiating clergyman
was in the midst of a most interesting dis-
cussion, aa old lady among the congrega-

‘Pon my honor,” muuered Ploggins e
himseil, ‘she’s the veriest Miss | ever saw.’

“Sek uErr, my friend, you are drunk,”
{ “Drunk ! 10 be sure [ am, and have been
| for the last three years. You see my broth-
er and | are on the lemperance MissiOn.~—

ed ;

‘Mercilul father, if | had one more feath-

The valoe of his labor in the marker is all
that a working man has a right 10; and
when his labor is of no value, why then he
most go to the devil, or wherever eise he
can. Eh, Peter? That’s my philosopby,
what do you think ¥’

ance. Now, | have thought of leaving ber| er io my wing of faith I would fly off 10

“] agree with you, sir,”” eaid Mr. Finch ;
“perfecily agree wilh you. The value of
their labor in the market is all that laborers
can pretend to—all they should have.—

5

a hundred a year in my will. What do |
you think of it? I'm afraid she don’t de- |
serve it. What right had she 10 marry
against the advice ol her friend~? What
have 1 to do with her misfortones "’

“My mind is quite made up,” said
Finch, *no notice ought to be taken of her.
She made an obstinate and unwortly match
—and let her abide the conseguences.”’
“Now for your-opiuion, Joha,”” said Mr.

Coilett.

He lectures, and | set a [rightfal example,”
glory.’ | ;

The worthy gentleman thus interrupted
immed:ately replied :

‘Good Lord, siick it in, and let her go;
she’s but a wrouble bere !

That quieted the old lady.

A vouse lady was discharged from ome
ol the largest vinegar houses in Boston last
week, becanse she was so sweel that she
kept the vinegar irom fermenting. A sour
old maid is wanted to fill her place.

An Irishman tells of a fight in which

Tuxz man who wailed for an opportunity
has gone ; and the man who was fired wilth
‘jndignation, has been put out.




