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“BUT IT DOES MOVE STILL.”

(tnliien dn the dnguisition:)

A TRIUMPH ol THE PEOPLE.

Hurrab! it wili—1t dovs move stili!
Hao! despots, dicil its way?

Swift, brothers, stilt it meoves to oo will,
Why say that earth'’s dead Lo day -
When out hopes that gres Jcoat in 48

Crowns anud swoe v ttiong b
Al <

But, brothers. it doges move stilld .
Fast, we suth and nertt-- the word that s forth,

With gladwsss our Jioarts sl 4il
Earth's warch but dies to our fdthless eyes,

Hee ! brothers, jt dovs move st

i,
fls dead '

Lut deesim—

we suhl, *

»

Freedow Struck in vain on Novara's plain,
Raduetsky swote her dowh;

But her shame iy past, and eroet, at last,
She mocks at the Austian s frawn,

OIf Florence has east b fettored past,
Sotr Naples jg fiecdon’s heae,

Foon thive own sha)l beoh Ttaly,
Freed Venjee and priestivss Rome

I'ionee’s despot sehemes have passed like striams;
Ganibaldi slabl Basve has w il

Girnnd thy future shalt be,oh ftaly
Ol eirth = dowes 36 net move <Gk

o frecdom, linzhont to the bttle xhout
Of the rahs that tor thee stood !

N more shatl thein swords sioh to Russia’s hordes,
Ot ther ey e down in blood,

They strove in valn, but this hour azain
Thy Hunary avms, To day,

With brer old free miznt shedladms ber vicht,

Ak who shadl doree sas lier o Ny

Lot the Hapshao z b her hodr is nen”
Cun he clion today Tier wili’

Her fetters moeurst, bebald ! she has buist,
Old earthe—al, it does move stili*

You, Germaus, tou, Lo vul bopes are fruey
Todity you bo more ace dunh,

No—your heinte'nre ftlired ndd your volees hemd,
You huow that your hour has cotes

Unpaggod Bardin will see Prussia win

Your rights, whlle she grasps hevroan

W give place to one German thione.
et the Braudenlurg see that remdy be be
P}; o do yours aad hecdu_m'p wills
Or soon shall hig crown Lo your shouts go down;

OId earthi-—y es, it does move stll”

See, the jion day of Austria’s sway
Darkens down to its stonmy end:

Seo, ber bloody thrope, huilt on swords alone,
Tries valuly to find u friewd

Bolewin v
Fresh Weart for the fight <he Jast,

Khe arms her again, wo Lo those, lnl\;lin,

<, Vicona tahes

By whom now hee path is erost

Yk, Poland inds Jifs for the haly strife,
The old wurds ber poor lips fill;

Even erouching Tyreal has found a soul;y
Old earth—yes, you do mave »till?

Nor, Froedom, art thou 'mongst our brothers now
Gapaed and mocked at ax of lute,

Plat shame is pagt, nnd treemen at dast
Give you pervice in place of hate,*

Those who stood with you when your iriends were fos
In conqueriug hosts have grown:

And your voive Lo-day speaks rule nud dismny
To your foes with & thunder tone.

et the mad South rave, the North will have
For slaveand tar free its will;

And no blot shall rest on thenighty West;
Old earth—) e, jt does wmove still!

Fven Russia's Leart in our joy tahes part;

ttle shorfest uotice and on the

“lteut boxes to the whedds, bhut *f couldn’t

OOIT TRE Qi thiogg that you new cab-kings, - - -

cwhip, and be could use his string—but
Mig had his hands full,

some is as handsome does. Them’s my
sentiments.  She's a rum "un to look at,
but a good "un to zo.”

< Judeed 27

“ Yes, Sirt That there mare, sir, hus
made good time—1I may say, rery good
time beflore the hearse.”

« Before the hearse 77

“ Belore the hearse ! S'pose you never
heard of burying « man on time!  1'm
a sexton, sir, and undertgker —Jack
CRrossBoNES, nt your service—¢ Daddy
Crossbones” they cull we at Porrer's.”

“AlL! ['understand.  Your mare ran
away with the hearse.”

“ Ran awny! A child could hold her.
Oh! yes, of course she van away,” added
the old gentleman, looking full in my face
with a very quizzical expression, and put- :
ting the fore finger of his right hand on )
the right side of his party-coloured pro-
huosets. .

« My dear sir,” saiil 1, you have ex-
cited my curiosity amazingly, and [ should |
estecin it a particatar favor if you woutd
ess uracular and a little more

-

{"l)c a little 1
explicit.”
1 don't know as 1'd

ought to tell )

| . . R
you,” said my new acquaintauce, very

slowly and tantalizingly. < 1f you Wis
one of these heve writing chape, you niight
(poke itin the *Spirit of the Times,” und
fthen it would be all day with we.  But |
CLdon't care if 1 do muke a clean breast
tof it. Honor bright, you know !
i ¢ Of course.”’ .
“Well, then, T Jive a picee up beyond
P O1 Camnbridge-—you can see our steeple
off on a hill to the richt, when wo get o
;liL’Llu further.  Well, one. day, 1 had u
customer—(lie was carried oft by the ty-
“phus)—swhich liad to be toted into town ¢
catse why ¥ he had a vault theres Sp !
rubbed dewd the ofd mare and put her
Jncthe fillss OB siv that evitter kngws
i:m mieh as an Ionjuu, aud moere than o
ENTgoer. Rhe'sas sober fas be d—d " when |

- ishe getsthe shop—that's what 1 call the et help adwiving them, for my life

“hearse —hehind her. Youwould not think
lvsh swas a threee-minie wag, to luok at her. r
CWell, siry as luek would have ity by wsort
Jof providential inspiration, the day befure, |
d1d Gonk off the old wooden springs and
cset the body oo ellipties. icor L thunght
it a hard ease that o eentleman wha'd’
ilu-cn riding casy all his e, should oo o
"his grave on woodensprings. AL D Ldeal
z‘wull by wy custamers. L thought of pa-)

altord it and the parish are so mighty
Cetingy. .

“Well, 1ot him ing and led off thed
strine—fonrecen baels, and a deatrbory ;
wiaoh the tail of the funeral.  We
“malde o fine show. s Juck would have
it, just as we ciame abreast of Porter's,
vut slides that eternal torment, Binn
Sines, v his ney trotting sulky, with
the brown horse that he bought for a fast
crab, and s miehty good for a rush, but
haiun't got nigh so wmuch bottom as the
ware. - Bill's light weight, and his sulk y's
a mere feather. Well, sir, Bill came up
alongside, and  walked his horse a bit.
e lovked at the mare and then at e,
and then he winked, Then he looked at
hix nag and pat his tongue 1o his clivek,
and wiiked. 1 looked, straight ahead,
and ounly said to myselt <Cuss you, Bill
Sikes.” By and by, e et his horse slide.
e travelled about a hundred yurds, aud
then held up Gl Leame ahreast, and then
vhe winked and bantered me aguin. 1t
iwas d—d ageravating’ Says 1o myself]
Peays T— that's twice you've doue it, wy
buzzum Iriend and sweet-scented shrubt—
‘bt yon doesn’t do that “ere again.’ The
third time he bantered me, T let him
have it. It was only saying, © Seat, you
Chrute ! and she was off—the mare. Ile
had all the vdds, you know, fuor | was
(toting o two hundred pounder, and he
cpught to have beat me like breaking
sticks, now hadn't he? e had me at
cthe first brash, for 1T otold you the brown
horse was a mighty fast one for a hulde
Bat ~oon Lapped him. 1 had no

iat

wave,

Nide by side,

t

semess that the majority of these visitors

“rlories of nizhtund morning side by side

predatsiee)” then she will never settle on

A BACHELOR’S DIARY.

BY GEORGIANA MORRISON.

busy with a crochct-ncc:ﬁ@,‘\&r brought
out in relief on the dark cover'§fya book,
or fulded fike nestling doves in her lap;
a nuisauce and a snare I consider them.
She has a little fout besides, arched and
high, and she wears delicate little boots,

Looking in the dictionary, I find there
woman, a noun, barbarously derived, vb-
scurely defined, aud bolstered up by a
number of poetical quotations, ol which and heeled slippers, half' buried in ro-
lovely woman heads the list.  The dic- settes. Worse than all, she lifis her
tionury is evidently puzzled; and well it 'dress when walking in the garden, or
muy be; wiser ones than the dictionary promenades the piazza in a gule, or elam-
have muddled their brains ow the sub-.bers up and down places intended ounly
jeet.  Men don’t dare come out boldly - for goats, and shows. them.-
and say, * Woman, an _i“'l“'UPC" noun, There she is now. T can sec her from
meaning the root of all wischiet,” because wy window, going up and down the piaz-
they are sure to-have a slip of it at home. ' ;" under that jaunty little hat with its
Bven 1, old bachelor as T am, am out- Ayny feather, buniming to herself, and
wurdly excessively civil to the pretty lit- “cheking her boot heels to mark the time.
tle serpents, rewembering that my land- - estless thing ; sbe is like a bird or bee
lady, my laundress, and my wmother all* j (he wing ; she has gone into the war-
beling to the objectionable class, but 1 ges.  Why, on earth, ean’t she fwalk?
wake a privutu‘ note of my opiniens, and "‘She goes with a run and whirlf of her
intend v run 1t over every morning be- Fgweeping dress treading lightly, 4s if She
fore going down to breakfast, feeling that | went on springs.  She  Ims picked® a
I gl at present in a sitaution where, as rose, two ol them ; wasteful creatdre”
Luman and especially bachelor nature 1s See, she is considering where to put them,
weak, [ mi;;ht‘ bi tempted to fall away [y her hair, on ier hosom, or in her beglt.
from my principles. The belt carries the day ; there aro the

How ou earth it ever happened that 'l rases azaiost ber heavt. W hat utter fri-
aceepted Fred Xinelair'sinvitation, Tdon't volity ane vaoity ! and how pernicibus in
know. He iz a marvied man. and has one s effects | | promized to read up iu faw
of the prettiest places on the Hudson. T jywhile I was Liere, but Chitty knows Yest
might have konown that the house wonld |} ) many of his page~ T have turaed
he tall of visitors tn June and July; but [Ginee 1 have been here,  How could 17
at least L oconld hardly be expected to Sudy demandsealin and serenicy of mind,
[ s continnally winoved. There she
goes ; shu bag taken the pathto the viver !
Pam going B smoke u eigar, and  tran-
l||uil|'/,c wy nerves,  This rovm I3 intoler-
able. ] o )

Really, this 'is a most uncharitalle
world.  Vivia Baracole and Lute Pina.
But stop ; let me thiok how it all was,

woull be Swomen  not matrons, with,
pinched noses and careful mouths; not
cozy old grandmothers, or even old maids,
bhut youws wowen, young and shame-
lessly . pretty ; live of them, ag-'m
baelielor, and hope to remain so, and only
two of my own persuation to keep me'in
countenance, George mud, [Tal Guliger.
They say they like iy T owish T did,
Now, | amsgaan s to mahe a confession.
[ dislike these lovely torments on prin-
ciple and in the twwp; deidually, |

Leourse, L don’t consider it polite to smuke
in the roows, or in the piazza, wheras there
are ladfGs. Thinking aud smoking, 1
strolled along, not noticing thie path |
took L foand wmyself on the shore. She
sat there—1 couldu't do less than spealk,
ufter nearly stepping on her.  She made
room for me on the beneh---scemed to ex-
pect e to tuke u-seat beside ler; but
she was in o hurry to talk. She was
lovking vut over the water, with the sol-
cuin child ook that 1 have weationed.
L could smoke my cizar and wateh the
flickering of her lashes, the ¢bb of faiut
color in her cheek, the  rise and fall of
the lace on her white veck, the uncon-
seious wovements of her little grasping
tingers, holding tdly two or three veses.
When she did speak, she proposed to
walk to some nifserable waterfull, that
cat't flow along like a decent, well con-
ducted brook, but comes plungingdown
w hilly tearing cud bad for ireet® and

We have here, Lou and Vivia Baracole,
Bello Bagadere, Del Organdie, and Lute
Pina. I am coutinually watching them,
and 1 believe the torments koow it, and
put ont a hittlearched foot, or let a sleeve
full back from” a rounded arm purpo<ely
to aguravate we. ey will group them-
selves together in the prettiest manner ;
they will pat their blonde aml hronette
heads together, and confonnd me witli the

Souwe one is perpettially blushing or pout-
iz, or detting dodg eye-lashes full over
eyes hlack, blue, or grey; or showing we
a Hittle round chinera pink-tipped ear,
keoping we thereby in a cupslant flutter
and tremor of adunrativn. T think 1.
wight write a treatise on the circulation
of the blooud, i watching its pulse, and
surge, and recede, flushing from the pale
pink of a shell to the blovm of a peach,
in fair young cheeks, could iquality me;

[EH Y
leaving just the narrowest Jedge flor a
path.  Leouldn’t in conunun polittness
refuse to go, and of course [ olfered to
help her up the tedge. Her hand rested
tn mine; and zuch a lile, wann, white

. in mysteri
collars, their filmy handker-
chiefs, their bows and sashes, theiv belts
and clasps, their thousand aud one man-
traps that they have the cffrontery to
spring un us under our viry noses. Faney
a man possessed of awuslin devil; hauut-
ed by ankles and Balmoral hoots, cunning
little trimmed pocked and Zouave shirts |
What miserable frivolity and waste of time
But the last, the worst, the most unen-
durable of all these irritants, is Del Or-
sandie.
Her characteristies I aldmive in the al-

we reached the topshe was out of breatls,
and we sat down; the pines that shade
it made ot it n cool, temple like place s
she water did look pretty, fomming over
the vocks; but sull that don’t quite ac-
count for the way in which L enjuyed it
[ like Neptune well cnough, but [ awm
not fanaticad abous her 5 we =aton a httle
very damp earth, and a preat deal of

two worms ofl my wem, and aspider from

¥y . & ar N HES . M . 1 P .

T“q“t’ buﬁ cous 5[]"1 []3 w ax, eombined ll“ Miss Organdic’s shoulder; as for the
ier, reprehe hle ¢ s clous Y H H '
or, reprehicugile and pecnicious in the conversation, here it ix: ¢ Ah ! Lam so
highest degree. She has brown hair ot tired .
the sort that flames out here s e \- : .

¢ at flames out here and there “Yes. The walk is steep.”

with a deep golden tinge, tine, and soft
aud long; beautiful Yuir in itxelt, but
what right has she to encronch on my
time with it? 1t bas a Lasilisk faseina-
tion for me. 1 watch, perforee, where it
comes in little ripples on the white shore
of her forehead; | wonder within mysctf
at the hrow, and the possibility of the
smooth rolls brushed away “a lu £'im-

“ I believe [ have cut my slippet”’—
half showing the nonsensical little thing
that she calls by that name.

*“ You should have worn your Balmo-
val buots.  You girls are always so im-
prudent,  We should dic from one halt
a3 much exposure.””

©Ob ! but I ddn't think of cowing
here!”

Pause---Del looking off at nothing in

[ went to smoke in the grounds, of

and-rosy-chinging- thine it ~was: -~ When-

stone 1 there was a toud —to which I have .
ap aversion—hopping about in a wayj
sugeestive of Dading in oy lap; 1 ook,

any particular mode of arranging what
woman eall in their detestable jargon,
their < back hair””  Oneday it is twined
around in solt cuils; the next, in wide

She julns tu our hopes at lart: Rattle te-bang ! erack !
Aund afraid of losing my

customer on the road.  Dut | was wore

jaway we went,
At last even sho wills hor seafs to be hu; N N o
Not the things of Ler ik fou) past; iz . thuwp .

And never fear, when her serfs me men,

Aunotlier conversiounl ripple.

That thelr desput’s will they'll do:
Fhey, too, then will be yours, Liberty, *
Likn us, they 11 still stribe for you,
Lot them taste of the cup that rour band fills up,
To drafn it + 81 be theirw
" TAnd friendy of e tree
Ol carth—yen, it does tueve stiil!

hey ! Le;

ves, st Tife's 1o Ler,

d she lies:

And does France not stic ¢
Though lettered und

For the strife uuee more, ns she's rigsen betoe,
To rend and to rale the'll tlse.

Lot her dospot beware—close grows the alr,
ot as when the earvthquahe’s neac;

‘Fhe storm will burst, and, from things aceurst,
Nover fear but the day "twill elear,

Yen—the marel of man that with thne began,
Hometimes woves on to our will;

But who dubts to-day that the earlh makes way?
Y eg, brothers, it does move still!

' Wi C. BE
5

NNETT.

- Szl laneons,

THE FASTEST FUNERAL ON
RECORD.

“ Hurrab! hurrah! the dead ridofast—

Dost fenr t3 ride with mer”’—Buneer's LEoNoRA.

+This l‘ulg;‘nv has no tseling of hi§_-_lgusincss."—-llux LET
A - .

I had just crossed the long bridge lead-
ing’ from Boston to Cambridgeport, and
- wiis plodding my dusty way on foot through
that not very agreeable suburb on a sul-

try afternoon in July, with p very eredi-

__ tuble thunder-cloud coming up in wy rear,
when a stout clderly gentlemany with a
wulberry fuce, a brown coat, and pepper-
and-salt” swalls, reined up his nag, and
after learning that ' was bouad for Old
Cawbridge, politely invited me to tako o

- seat behind him in the little sort of tax-
cart be was dviving. Nothing loth, I con-
sented, and wo were soon en route. The
maro he drove was a very peculiar ani-
mal.  She had few good points to the cye,
being heavy'bodied, hammer-headed, thin
in the shoulders, bald faced, and rejoicing
in a little stump of o tail which was]al-.
most entirely innocent of hair, But thére
were “lots of muscle,” a5 Major Long-
bow, says, in her hind quarters, .

# She ain’t no Wenus, sir,” gaid my
new nequaintance, pointing,with his whip
to tho object of my serutiny—¢ but-hand-:

-t

afraid of “lusing the race. The reputa-
i,

tion of the old mare was at a stake, and
I swore she should have a fair chance.

shining braids, and once it tumbled down ;

“ How peaceful it is!”
“Yes”

(degiimedly, T know,)all about her should- That_was_all; but

 C
the ten-ninutes

ireled when they station themselves at the
antipodes of the room.

1 asked what was the matter; because
‘T had an instinctive jden that it was
something about—us---me.

“Nothing,” wasthe answer.  Andthen
a blush rose 1u her cheek, erimsoned, deep-
ened flamed out quickly.  She put up her
hands instinetively to cover her face, und
recollecting herscell put them down aguin,
I touk one of the hands (it seemed quite
natural to do su,) and said something—-1
dun’tremember what—it was probably too
foolish to repeat.

The pretty head dropped. in answer,
down to my shoulder, where it rested:

Pogr lirtle darling ? Vivia aud Lute
had béen teasing her pitilessly.  Then 1
had never spoken a word of love toher;
and what could [ think of what had bheen
said on the pinzza ? and these afflicting
considerations make the soft cyes brim
ovor, and the fair check flush and burn
under my questioning gaze.

Poor child! how could T have called
Lier a baclielor trap.

“LODGE NIGHT.”

Hearing a confused noise in front of
wy house the other night, writes a eor-
vespondent, I threw up my window toas-
certain the canse. [ ob-erved a dark ob-
juet elinging to the kanp post thar stauds
seutinel in front of iy door, and listen-
ing, T overhend the following solilivuy

s Martar's waitin® for me! <1 see the
light in her winter.  What the daedence
dues she uct so darufoul (hie) foulish for
on-lodge nights S

Nwed enough to stay upoon or'irer
nights, but's all dam nonsense, ye low,
to wait for afeller ou lodge  (hic) night.
She knows s wetl as T do bustness ot to
be “tended tol—commit’s got o report,
an’ var'us orrer fittle matters—she outer
have more sense. Said she had the heid
(hie) headache when I left her—told e
vot to'stay out longer'n T conld help.—--
Well, T didn't ! how  could 1 help it? —
Bexides I'd have the headache worse'n she
will in the morning. So devilish stupid
in her to @et the ~headache when she
knew 1'd big business to tend to Al!
these women, these women, they'll never
(lic) learn anything, uever!

foxebet the workd way as wide as it will,
Tl be oy and (e happy still ™

Ia! bhatbaf(hic) Wonlder what's he-
come of Bulger 7 . Left him sitting on a
curbstone, raining like blaz's, and the
warrer up to his middle.  1le thqught
he was at Nia (hie) gra Ialls —-Says'e
E Spicer, me boy atmt thifsEloras 7 hon’t
')'u Lear the rarapids 7 I was striken out
ifor a howe as ra (hie) rapidily as I conld.
['Tis a pity for Bubeer, cause I don’t think
! he can swinn; and he hates—ha ! ia ! ha !
P(hie) hates warrer hke p-pison.  Wish 1
“was guwe in bed- B rrcu-ach s T'mallof
“a'shiver! Cloos all wet outside, and 1w
Udry as thunder inside.  Think 'l tell
eMaar Jjumped- overbunrd-to~save-u- fel—
-ler ereature (hic) drowning.  'Then she-
rshe’ll want to kuow what 1T did with the
H'ull (hie) feller ereature.  So that won't
pdos Bhe's got a pretty good  swallow
“but—edged she—cant swallow—lian ! ha!
ha U hie) no drowned man; you hnow,—
Vlhat's aleetle too much. She's taken
caomne orful heavy doss of L1k from e,
“hut L frand the drowned chap wl ehoke
her.

At chis paneture agnardian of the pub-
e peace approached and ask the votary |

col Bacehus what he was doing there ate
that time of meht, and why he did not

w0 howg. .

CWhatm Idoin here 7 Why, I'm ol
itlill on dike grim death—that's what '
cdoin. Howsever, ole feller, T ol (hie)
“ad o see yo.o  Faet s Fact s, Lve heen
cont in the raig, and 1 got o lectle su-
tsoaked, dye see.  Rain warrer allers did
ke considerable pression on we.  Say,
syou ! ean yt-tell me why 'm like a blae .-
fguard 7 But 1 know you cant—asno use

u-king ye pelice fellers anything.  But
vits dev-develish good, La! he! he! (hic)
(forme.  [—I'lltell ye why ['m hLike a

particilar; I, at--but thit is nobudy's | ll’,I"Ck-'“rm”'d—I neun a p picket guard-—
business, and 1 dou’t believe in so many « Pveause I cant leave my p-post until 1'm
details.

re (hic) rehieved.  Pelice feller, deye see
the way, the one with the green Vietian
houses in front, three doors to go up to
stop—that is my (hic) house, and there

One of Burnham’s Hen Customers.

{ico. B. Burnham, the Massachusetts
liqquor agent, who has ¢ained some noto-
riety for his Hquor-extending ingenuity,
was once engared in a business more foul
than liquor-selling, as appears by the fol-
lowing letter:

“GEORGE DBurRNAM—More'n ™ year
ageo 1 oceut yu twenty six dollars in o
letter for 3 coshin chiner chickns, and vu
sed- tha was perfeck pure bludds und yu
lade yerself lyble toa Sute of prose kushn
fer lotin such dam stuf” go intu yer yard,
or vut of it either, [ bred thew orl by
thémselves and never had no other cock-
ritlon wy plase.  aud 1 w0 yu cheeted
we like the devl, amd yuno it 2. The
fust 1 of chickns T got was awl wife as
snohalls, but 1 didot & uothin, cause
why? wat did 1 want tu let fokes no ide
bin fuled andsucke in by a Corntemtible
yanky, for! i sed nothing and kept
shatdy, and stuek to Yo that i gut cm to
breed wite fouls ont on—cause 1 Ment
people shudent larf” at nie, in how !—
Wel, the next lot of chickens 1 got was
Olacle as thunder ! ek tieo. Burnham
—=bred out of yur Patent yaller impoted

preemum stoek; that yu an’ the lyin |

noospipers cedwas pure bladds, i chocked
every wan on e quicker’'n scart—wen i
found wi, and ef yude a bio thare thin i
vuess you Wuddent razed wot mor'n ten
thuwsen ware fnlds to cheet People with
after Bde gut u holt un yure desaitful gul-
let. itell yu wot 1 think on youw 1
thipk if you ~hud tdk to suwm onvest -
ploimeut sieh as drivin g express Wagsio
of Sirring “wood, T yade be Considerd a
centle nemn Compairved with what yu
now he. evershoddy nose how yu ar
cheeting aud Gongin and bleadin the
publick. and yur naim stinks wuss'n @ ole
Hen cupe cnuy how, 1 spose tha of ya
shoed taik t0 enny kine of onness sort of
way to git a living it ud kill valdon
quick, coz yu aint uste to it, and that
wadsserve yu rite, yu checting, lyin on-
prinsipled nave, goahed.  suc
e as long ws Yo cane tha wunt fine yu
out fer wile, and' yu can maik sum con-
siderable foore Money out of the flatts
yit. yu thort yude suckt me, I spoze
well own up yu i " vu gut twenty
six dollers of wy monny, an i spuse yu
chueklod about 1t, same’s yudid Wen yu
stuck then votten aigs onto Lill turnr.
dont yu wish ide pade the postize oi this
letter?  Yule git o wus wan nax tiwe.

In haist Beoo e [,
Liss Nrip —DP0 % {aeen in the bus-
tonn Thics yisterday that you *Lade six
aigs on The editurs tadile, R inehis Toug
and biuchia Round”  This was put up
i that paper i Spose sose yu cud cell
aigs. yuoma pool wull over thair ies
But yu dent fule Meo T dont Lleeve yu
ever Inde anixin yur life—yu Llombueg.
co tu the devl goree Burnam 1

pa— £,

e
Sexsunte.—-Dying fur Tove is a great
mistake ; whntever Wy he yaue misfor-
tnne in an afirr deocaur, *never say
Sie." [f you wmust do something in the
ying line, dye your whiskers or your

Anoustuchies.  That may Lelp the case, and
tonot soo expensive. The following

“poem’ tells avery aensible story of
unfortunate lover.”
Phistrated wath o b Plabhs the el
Yoo Daaen b deser rossloes i der o,
Nobonzer L lapgaiel,
N beae o mueh anguisb;
Butomad with his luve, to a Precipne e roes,
MWhere a leap trom ahve woald o o tonsh hils wees,
Lt when e coane thore, bebo Jdiree how s P
T sdes AR appe s, s the bottom bow doep,
Heosmndly vetle ted,
Thata bver alejeeted,
A new love may ot
But v nesh that's anee bioken ean never he s,
Vel that B condd Bive Lt as lone as be could,
AVnel that be eould die whernever he would;
Andd
e seorned to endeavar to ol them so;

en lew crnel saever his torments aght grow,

And then he very wisly e lue
ded that he would net do

W hat be was going tor to go to e

STRONG ARGUMENT vs. Rrroxa Bur-

TER.—* Why is it, my ron, that when |

you drop your bread and butter, it is al-

ways the butter side down !

< Dddon’t know. [t oughtn't to, ought
it?  The strongest side ought to be up,
and this js the strongest butter | have
ever scen.’

We went so-fast-that—the-posts-and-rails
by the road side looked like a log fence.
The otd chureh and the new one, and the
culleges, spun past hike Merry Andrews,
The hackmen did not know what the
was to pay; and, afraid of not being in
at the death, they put the string oato
their teams, and ‘came cluttering on be-
-hind as if Satan had kicked "em on cend.
Somie of the mourners was sporting char-
acters, and they eraned out of the car-
riage windows and waved their handlker-
chiefs  The President of Harvard Col-
lege himself, inspired by the scene, took
off his syuare tile as 1 passed his house,
and waving it three times round his head,
eried, ¢ Go it, Boots I’ Lt /v afact. And
I beat him, sir! T beat bim, in three
wiles, a hundred rods.  He gin it up, sir,
in despair.

¢« I1is horse was off his feed for a week,
and when lie took to-corn aguin, he wasn’t
worth a svraw. It was acknowledged on
all hands to be tho fastest funeral on re-
cord, though I say it as shouldw’s. 1'm
an undertaker, sir, and I never yet was
overtaken.” oy
- -Qunsubsequent inquiry at Porter’s, where
the sporting sextoy left me, I found that
his story was strictly true i all the main
particulars  A‘terrjble rumpus was kicked
up about the race, but Crussbones swore
lustily that the mare bad ran away—that
he had sawed awny two inches of her lip
in trying to hold her up, and that he
‘eould not have doge otherwise, uuless he
had vun her into :l,lfuuee' and spilled his
¢ customer’ into the%ditch. If any one
expeets to dic anywhere near the sexton’s
diygings, | can-assure him thyt the jolly
old boyds.-still alive and’ kicking, the ver
¢ Ao of Hoarts’ and “Jack of Spades,
and that now.-both patent boxes and ellip-
tic springs-render his professional con-

hweheel in a way that doubtless she thinks

wa-to-herstender-waist: Never
tell me that it was un accident : she knew
that those golden brown waves would not
let me sleep that night; und she put in
her cowh loosely, 1 malice prepense.
She should have been indicted and fiued;
shie would have been, had T avything to
do with law tinkering.  Woumen ought tv
be obliged tochave their hair cropped, or
else be condemned to solitary confinement.
These beautiful, shining, waving tresses,

ers-aad down-to-d

spent there was the most delicious of my
Life. Then we went home.  Vivia Bara-
cole and Lute Pina were on the piazza
and'saw us come.  Del sunk down on a
scat with a sigh. :

“1ave you been far?”
sywpathizingly.

“Only to the fall.”

The girls exchanged looks.

“ Why, you have been gone two hours 77

asked Lute,

are, nothing on earth but Luchelor traps; | “Two?” (in large capituls). ¢ Why,
but J hold men deserve all they suffer, | We were only there ten minutes ! Were

we not, Mr. Wayne ?”

“That was all, by my watch.”

“ For bliss and 1rish watchoes have tho power,

In twonty winntes te lose half an houf."
said Vivia,halfunder her breath; to Pina,
tas if talking of sowmething that had ne
possible ¢onnection with us.

Del grew crimson. As for me, I am
determined to leave this place imnmediate-
ly. Bliss and myself mentioned in the
same connection is a little too wueh. It
as a conspiracy done to aunoy me. Del
cun blush vn ull oecasions. [ will go---
vo, I wout’t. Run away from a parcel
of women, inferior, frivolous brings,
whose very existence hangs on a ribbou ;
not I, 1 will assert my independence.—
Thero goes Del across the hall; she has
gouo into the library, T know the sound
of the door.  Well, 1 shall go there, too
It has been my custom to read there at,
this hour of the day, always. I was here
three days before Dol came, and the thing
became a habit. I won’t give .is up for
any ¢rinoline that ever filled up a.whole
sofa, and overflowed in two chairs be-
sides, ) ) :

Trapped.! caught! undono! walked in.
with my ¢yes wide open, and nibbled the
bait, staring at the spring that was to shut
down on. me, ‘while I did it.

since the power is in our vwn hands, and
we take no meagures for selidefence.

Del (I mean Miss Organdie, I have a
bad habit of calling her Del to wyself,
which must be corrected,) Del has au-
other- objectionable feature: her cyes.
They are grey, ol the sort. that darken
almost into Dblack or melt into blue.—
There is often a look in them of a clear
shining, such as you sco in the ywestern
sky after a gentle rain; she has another
look that I have seen in a child’s eyes
just waked from a sweet sleep, before the
first smile carves its searlet, the sweet
and - solewn mysteéry of un innocent soul
that has just passed through the gates of
a world, barred against our heavier tread.

She has a third ; a wisked sparkle, and
merry malice that I like best. Then I
can defy her, and tell her all the spiteful
things 1 think about her. ¢ .

Dark lashes shade these reprehensible
eyes; long and sweeping qut on the white,

pretty ; black brows arch abore them,
making her wide forehend all thewhiter ;
no doubt 'she considers herself . bolle.

+ She has-small hands, white with taper
fingers, the nails round any rose like lit.
tle bits of.pink shell. 1 wish she would
wear gloves, or keep them out of sight,.

&

in dwells my sa-sainted Marviar. Did
you ever belong-to. a sp spout shop —
But [spose not. “As the churming P-
DPortia says:

*That light wo #ve Is burning tn my hall;

UEw tac that ltte buam throws his e-candies:

fo shines a good dvud In a naughty world!

Th-then pity the sorrows of s poor
young man wh-ose tangled legs have b-b-
brought him to this spet. Ob, relicve
and take hiin home at ouce, and heaven
will bless your store—when you get (hic)
one.”

The policeman kindly assisted him to
his house and rang the bell  The door
partially opened. I caught a glimpse of
u night capped head, g3 our hero was
hurriedly drawn in by unseen hands ;
and a shrill voice that pierecd the mid-
night air was heard to say : ¢ So ! you are
tight again, you brute ’  The door was
rudely slammied in the policeman’s fuce,
while L erept shivering to bed, wondering
at the probable fate of Bulger.

P A cLirayMAN in one of our
country towns, after announcing from his
pulpit ou a Subbath’morning a newly re-
ported vietory gained by ourarmy, add-
-ed : ¢ This is not the time nor the place
to manifest our joy by" chéering, but we
can make the wotions,” and thereupon he,
with tho congreganion, gave a silont but
enthusiastio *“ three times three” by:a
general swing of arms in the air.”’

b7 CoNOERNING the drafting of gam-
blers-for soldiers, Vanity Fair thinks they
would not be of much Eorvice except in
the cage of another Indian oubreak, when
it would be quite the thing to send « bii-
‘gade ot'Blucklegs to fight the Blagklcet.

" yeh. AT A RECENT confercnce meoting
in Pennsylvania, the members wero asked,

“ Hush up. It is some of your aunt's
churning.”

< Did she charn it ?

“What, your aunt /"

““No, this here butter, To make the
puor old woman churn it, when it was
strong enough to churn itself.”

“Huash, Zeb, I've eat u great deal
worse in the most avistoeratic houses.™

“Well, people of rink ought to eatit.”

“ Why people of rauk ¥

“Cause it's rak butter.”

“You varmint you! what makes you
tulle so swmavt

¢ Cause the butter has taken the skin
off my tongue.”

“Zeb, don’t lie.
the butter !

“I'll tell you what to do with it—keep
it to draw blisters. = You ought to sce the
flics keel over as soou as they touch it.”

T can’t thréw away

. ————

Wiar 1518 A Name.—There isa con-
founded deal in 2 name. You arc ata
public'dinner table. Suwith, the grocer,
says “ Rice is down again.”?

# Is Rice down again 7’ askod the min-
ister. “T am sorry to hoar it. I was in-
hopes he had permanently reformed.”

* T was speaking of rice the vegetable,”
replied the grocér, ‘

¢ Oh, sh indeed !”” exolaimed the min-
ister.; ““and I was speaking of Rice the
animal.  Ha! he! he!”

“ Wool has advanced,” says a dealer in
the article. .

“ Has he ? asked a milita
why is he. marching now ?”

“ 1 was speaking of the woo
sheep,” is tho reply, -~ ..

“ Lbog your pardon, I sapp
worespeaking of Wool, the man.

«W hat is"buttor worth?”. “5‘1‘?5 50me one

yrdcen S
Of“ﬂgu%:e:wortli is o Hard Shell ‘Demo-

Ty man; wlx‘iéh
1 bf "tlio

po}sod you

an ,

The lagy thing.”

veyan,
road.

for go_am I-annoyed by them that I feel
a constant temptation to cover them with
wy own. Bachelor traps of the most dan-
gerous kind are they; they are sure to be

ce 1he easicst running thing on the
. ( .
———— '*.—_‘-‘.‘Z:‘"'\ . "

" pep.Tu time of peace frepare for war.

1]

Dol was in the library—more than that

she brushed away a tear or two. frou her
Joug lnshes, ns I' wat' down.
by her;, for it looks as if people had quar-

I sat olose

S

how many brothren ean you accomodate | o
at-your house ? One lady arose saying |orat,” at.onoe rosponds s politician, whose
1 can sleep two,But I can eat as many |thoughts arc wholly engrossed with party

sl

“ZAT IS MY TRUNK [

In the days of coaching over the Proy-
idence turnpike, before railroud cars were
(n esse, and baggage-crates existed, and
when travellers had o keep u sharp look-
out for their lugiage, some forty or fifty
passengers had just stepped on board the
old *“ Bea Franklin,” and got under way
on Nurragansett Bay. A gentleman, who'
thud occusion to get some of his wardrobe,
| had just hauled out from an imense pile
of buginge stowed amidships, a new Llack
tHeather trunk of portly dimensions, stud-
i(lm] with brass nails, when a little wither-
ed Frenclimiman, of & mottled complexidn,
fand faxhionably dvesced, darted from the
terowd, aud interposing between our friend
fand Lis property, cxclaimed, courteously,
"hut positively— .

: ‘1 beg your pardor, save— mais, par-
Sdonnez moi-you have got ze wrong cochont
by ze oreitle—zat is my trunk " ®

* Nat so. monsicur—I1 hope I know my
owh traps.”"

W Rester traugudl-—hold on—dans un
{instant, £ vill prove my props—-aha’! you
bsee dis key, e 77 Anplying it ta the
ek, Tie threw up the lid, and then struck
(& triumphant attutude o My key unlock
vyou trank—eh 7 tell me zag

s Stand onbof the way I-—it's my trunk,
[ tefl you”

“Hold on von deetle’ minate ——zose
you =Burrts, ¢h 7"

2 To be sure they are !

“ese vou drovaires, oh Y

SCertatuly 17

“Vait o woment--1 will prove’ my
props, sare’--xaid the litde Frenchmang
riaging beneath o pale of shirts and
socks, produced w Lottle, and said delib-
erately, with a hideosis grin-.-

o '/“1l--»_\'uul'-ﬂ--]m(-lc”(‘ ul” Dom-frees Isk
(Ttel) vintwenteesare el 7 Ave you
got von deetle IWh” Zis you Remede for
ze lepros (leprosyY, eh 7 ALt be dam!
L hnow it was my trank 7", s

It 1% needbess to remark that our friend
inmediutely sopened a wide gap’ betweer
hinselt and the interesting vietin of two'
of the wost unpopular disorders known to
suffering humanity.”

!
i
|

g

et e -
A Quien Repanrir.—The following
ancedote of Gov. Morris is related by a
correspordent of the New York T¥mes :

He Jal w high vespect dor Bishop
Monre, waan noted not only for the pu-
riiy of his elimacter, bat also for the re-
Piving modesty of Lis dispusition and for
Sthe ostecnr inowhich Lie was held.  As
pthe story ran = -\ dinner was given by
~ome of Gov, Morris's friends when he
wast departing for Burope. Bishop Moore
and his wili: were of the party.  Awmong
other things he had wade his will o
pro~pect ol roing alivoad 5 and turning ter
Bishop Moore, said to him . .

© My Rev. friend, 1 have beqeeathed
to you my whole'stock of impudence.”

» Bishop Moove replied s
TSI, you'dire oot only very kind, bat
very gencrots ;o you have left me by far
the greater portivn of your estate.”’

Mrs. Moore junnedintely added ;

“ My dear, you have come into posses-
sion of yourinheritance remarkably soon.”

PR

. Tanves Tunsen.—A Kentueky cor-
respondent of the Cineinnati T¥mes states
that the < contented awd happy servants'?
Lo Sevesstonmasters, stll fluck into eamp.
CThereas one—weil educated, for he can
crewd i wiite—who furmerly belonged
tocene Dancans o i the rebel army
T~ 1~ Jine Some slaveholders
Palio Teed Tost slaves, put up advertise-
[ments, * Oue Hundred Dollas Beward !
Run away from,” £e. Nutto be outdone,
{Jim wrote and put up another Notice, ag
“tollows :

f
I
‘
|
|
j
5
l
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l : DO CENTS BEWARD.

Ran away from diz chile an’ and leff
thim all alune to take care of hiwself' after

Liad done worked twenty-six years faith-
ully, fur him, wy Massa, Bill Duncan.—
P Massa Bill Is supposed to have pone off
(wid de Seceshers, for to oot for his
{rights, und L spect he don got lost.  Any
rperson ‘tarnin’ him to me—as  he allers
psaid ¢ Nigea™ couldn’t take carve of hinr-
Pself—will be wbliged t dis chile.

N. B.—Perspus hantia for hiw please
look in all de v last ditches,”” ag I olten
Ticerd him talk about goin’ into diein’
business.

’Sectfully submitted, Jia.

The poster created a great deal of mer-
riment in cawp, while the Kentuck y-resi-
dents who came ueross it thought Jim o
“mighty sassy nigger.”

1
|
{

A Rien Joxr.—Not long since a lot
of us— T am a “ high private” now—
were quartered in several wooden tebhe-
wents, and in the inuer room of one'lay
the corpus of a young secesh officer await-
ing burial.  The nows svon spread to a
village not fur ofl. - Down came tearing
sentimental and not bad-looking specimen
ol'a Virginia dawe.

¢ Let wme kiss him for his mother I she
cried, afl .interrupted her progress.—
1o let me kiss him for his mother !

« Kiss whom #

“The dedr little lieutenant ;- the one
who lies dead within. Pint him out to
we, sir, if you pleaser T never saw him,
"but—oh !”’ :

Iled her through a room in which Licu-
teoant , of Philadelphia, lay strotched
out on an upturncd trough, fast asleep.—
Supposing him to be the ¢ artiole” sought
for, sho rushed up, and exclaiming, ¢ Lot
me kiss him for his mother,” approashed
her lips to his forehead. What was her
ninazement when the ¢ .corpse,” ardently
clasping its arms around her, returned
tho salute vigorously, and excluuncd;,—M

« Nover mind the old -lady, Miss, go
it ‘on ‘yoir own account. I haVi’t the
slightest-objeetion 1

Sentiment is a fine thing, Mr. Editor,
but it should be handled as one handles
tho spiked guns which the rebels leave
behind, londed with peroussion .eaps—
very cavefully.— Continental Mouthly.

(1
H

B&E Tho rebel General Van Dorn ‘was in.
‘stantly removed by «Jeff Davis after losing
the-battlo of Counith. - Gen. Ualleok remarks
‘that tho enine rigid system of acoountability
would doubtless have saved us from many

Tamdeem, L

ny. v
'as you will send alung.”’ - gmatters.

disastgrs and reverses in thé'past.



