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T Selected Lovtry.

Prayn ‘What do they Do at the
- Springs.

DY JOUN G. HAXE,

Pray what do they do nt the rprings, .
Tho question is easy to ask, "

But to answer it fully mny dear

Waere rather a reripus task.

Aud yot in & bantering way,

Ag the magple or mocking bird rings;
I'Nl venture & bit of a song,

To tell what they do al the springs.

Imprimis, my darliog they drink

The waters so sparkliog and clear;

Though the flavor ia nune of the best,

The odor esceedingly queer,

DBut the fiuid is mingled you kuow

With wholesome medicinal things,

R0 they drink, and they drink, and they drink,
And that's what thoy do at the springs.

Then with appetites keen as a knife,
Thoy hasten to breakfast or dine,

The lutter precisely at three—

Tho forer from seven till'nine.

Ye gods what a rustle and rush,

When the cloquent dinner bell rings,
So they eat, and they eat, aud they eat,
And that’s what they do at the springs.

Theu they ttroll §n the heautiful walks
Or loll in the shado of the trees,

When many a whisper isheard

That never js heard by the breeze,

And hands commingled with hands
Regordless of conjugal 1ings

So they flirt, and they fl rt, and they flirt,
And that's what they do at the springs.

The drawing rooms now are ablaze

Aund music s shriekirg away,

Terpsichore roverns the hour,

And fashion wis never =0 gy,

An arm round a tapering wa'st

How clogely and fondly it clings,

80 they waltz, and they waltz, and they waltz,
And that’s what they do at the springs,

In short as it goes in the world
They eat, they drink, aund they sleep,
They talk, they wulk, and they weo,
v They steh, they Lingh, and they weep,
They read, they ride, and they dance,
With other unspeahuhle things,
Ann‘thoy pray. and they play, and they pay, *
And that's what they do at the springe.

- em—

M isrellaneons,

THE YOUNG BARON OF LIE-
BERACH. .

A great many ycars ago—sowme hun-
dreds, for aught 1 know—there lived a
proud and puissant buron, named Ro-
dolph vun Licterach, in whom a great
many of the virtues, and all the viees, of
his ruce seemed cowbined.  1lis fife was
passed in his castle, in a sortof scwi-bar-
barous retirement, except when foreign
wars called him abroad; and the sudden
change from the bustle of the ficld then
made him sombre and gloomy for many
weeks at a time. In his youth he had
spent much time abroad, and had for two
years served in the armics of the Greek
emperor, at Constantinople, in whose ser-
vice he had:won wmuch honor, but little
reward. While in the capital of the
RKastern empire he had scenand loved the
fair daughter of a certain Greek noble at-
tached to the court, and when he proffer-
ed her his hand, her father and the cm-
poror compelled her tg accept it, becanse
th:y feared to offend the rude Frank war-
rior, thoush she loved him not. DBut,
alag, what a change for her!

Abuuta mile from the city, a luxurious
villa stood on a rising ground overlooking
the Bosphorus. Spacious gardens stretch-
ed from the house to the share, perfumed
"By the surrounding orange groves, and
shaded by the citron and olive trees which
overhung the calin water, as if lounging 1o
kiss it. A fouuntain played in the centre,
and arbors at every corner invited to ease
and retirement, while the nightingale sang
all day long in the branches overhead
The rarest plants and flowers of Kurope
and of Asia grew side by side, and in |
every sight and sound there were music-
and beauty. The interior of the house
was in keeping with the garden.  Gorge-
pus tapestry—couches radiant with gild-
ing, and covered with the richest silks
which Venetian enterprisc brought from
the mysterious Fast,—busts of the an-
cient philosophers of Greeee, and of the
carly martyrs of Christianity—piles of
manuscripts richly illuminated, anil writ-
ten by cunning hands—small marble foun-
tains to cool the hot winds from the desert
—verandahs in which the inwates might
sit at cventide to iuhale the refreshing
breezes from the water, and hear the
barking of the dogs, the Jnughter of chil-
dren, and the song of lovers from the far-
ther shore,—met the eye on every side.
Here the youth of Auzatha Kule was pass.
ed. She was the only child of her fath-
er, and he was a widower,  She had been
carcfully educated by an old priest, who
had retained a large leaven of the ancient
philosophy mingleld with the doctrines of
the Christian religion.  Plato and Pyth.
agoras had shared his attention with Paul
and the early fathers.  Ule had not fullen
into any of the extravagancies or corrup-
tions which time and forcign influguce
had mixed upin the bosom of the church.
He had too much of the fine sentiment of
the beautiful to let one gross thought pass
between him and the objects of his love
and adoration ; but he had in Lim too
much of the pride of philosophy to be-
come 4 missionary or a martyr ITc was
a priest beeanse it gave him opportunities
of indulging his love of literary research,
without coming in contact with any of
the common’ cares and passions of lifc;
but he bad little of the ardor of devotion
which reigned amongst the common peo-
ple. He was in-fact born out of his tinie,
and spent many an hour in bitter regrets
that it bad not fallen to his lot to mingle
in the.solemn groups who a thousand
years before had sauntered in abstraction
amidst the groves of the Academy. He
undertook the task of Agatha’s education
with joy; it gave him an opportunity. of
moulding.a human being afler his own
mental 1mage-—to reprodute his own
thoughts, and aspirations, and regrets in
a-mind -to-which everything was new.—
Teaching was not to him the weary drud-
gevy which go wnany now Tegard it, but
an art which Socrates had eunobled.—
Uader_his tuition Agatha grew ap-all he
could wish her, refined, speculative, fond

of reading, and prone to doubt, but hold;,

ingall that she-cmbraced with tenacity,
and defending ipiwith subtloty. She grew
""up a model of Greek beauty—that beauty
which had lent inspiration to the .chisel
of Praxiteles, and the pencil of Apelles,
a thousand 'years before, when Greeco
was in its prime, and whiclr then, tind
_ever gince, hus heen dontinually reprodu-
ced, s if it oluny to"tha Hoil, whon “liv-
ing Greece” isno more. The high arch-
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ed head, the lofty {orehead, the straight
nose, the thin delicate lips, the énergy.in
the lines of the mouth, the smouldering
fire in the soft light of the dark eye,
bridged -over by brows black as chony,
the swan-like throat intersccted by veins
“Jike streams through ficlds of snow,”
the grageful, wavy outline of the figure,
which Tiad never known an hour of con-
straint, and the soft, white roundness of
the arms, were ail Greek. Tho priest
Demetrius took care the intellcet should
be Greek too. livery evening, from the
time when she reached her fiftcenth year
until her marriage, the old man tottered
into the garden two or three hours before
sunset; and, sitting in the arbor, with a
volume of the Reputlie, or the Pheedo
open before them, they talked over the
anticipated Christianity of Socrates, the
sweet souled piety of Cimon, the patriot-
ism of Kpaminondas, and examined the
fabries of speeulation which had in later
vears been built upon the Gospel, until
the sun sank into the blue waves of the
Luean, and with his last rays turned the
waters of the Hellespont into gold.  Du-
ring the lust year they were together,
their conversations assumed unconscious--
ly a . tonc of sadness. Dire oalamitics
wert hanuing over them.  The Turks had
come down from their mountains, fiery
and fanatical, and threatened to beleaguer
the imperial ¢ity, and extirpate the Chris-
tian faith.  Strange rumors were abroad.
The emperor held eouncils by night, aud
from these Aratha’s father returned anx
ious and thouehtful.  What if their
dreams and happiness should end under
the scimitar of the barvarian, their faith
in their own doctrines be rudely tested
by torture and violence, and their names
added to the long list of martyrs and con-
foisors ! IFrom this time their ¢onversa-
tions, as well as their thouuhts, turned
more upon themselves—upon the disci
pline of their own hoarts—more upon
their feclings and less upon opiuions and
doctrines.  ‘They were often sad and
tearful, but oftener fur, bopeful and conr-
ageous.  The old priest had vot lived so
long a life, with great theughts and great
exawples constantly before him, without!
being able to rise to the levelof the heav-
iest misfortune or calumity ; and his pre-
cepts availed su well, that at length, amidst
the wars, rumors of wars, fears, und twis
eivings which agitated all hearts in the
great city, the only spot where calmness
reigned was the summer-house of the
sevator’s garden.

Thus matters stood, when the sorrow-
ful morning arrived on which she was
arrayed in bridal dress, und stood before
the altar to be united for Iife to the Latin
koight.  Dewetrvius married them.  His

snoswy-beard - stemed “to -quiver o his

chest, and his voice faltered as he pro-
nounced the chureh’s blessing on their
heads. His furewell was cahu aond solemin
On that evening the bride and bride-
aroom were rowed on board the galley in
the harbor, and Agatha, standing on the
deck, saw the paluces and spires of Con-
stantinople, aud the vine-elad hills above
it, slowly fude from her view forever.
When the honeymoon was over, her
life in her husband’s castle became weary
cuough. Ile was pot a man after her
heurt; their tastes were not congenial.—
T'he summer brought pleasant walks in
the woods, and rambles along the bauks
of the neighboring stream, but ncither
sumwer nor winter brought back the
sunpy skies and loved friends amongst
whom her youth had been passed. They
had one son, born the sccond year after
their marriage ; and when he was but
three years old his father died suddenly.
CTime wore on. Agatha was becoming
an old woman, and Hugo lier son a youny
man. lle had reached his nineteenth
year; was skilled in martial exercises of
the Germang, and well waught in adl the
lore of the Greeks, genérous to a fault,
ardent in his Jove as in his hate, fiery
and proud. She died before he had at.
taincd his majority.,  When she was on
hier death-bed she called him to her side,
and gave him a box, containing u small
phial, informing him that it was the gifte
of a certain Jewish rabbi, whom she had
once succoured when pursued by a mob,
and who, ¢n givipg it, had told her that
it the liquid it coutained were drunk by
her, or chose nearest and dearest to her,
when in their greatest carthly need or
peril, a way of deliverance would " be
gpeedily pointed out to them. With a
rowantic trust in the marvellous which
was (uite iu unison with the enthusium
of her character, she had preserved it
carefully, and never having been placed
in such a position herself as in her opin-
ion to call for its use, she bequeathed it
as a leguey to him whom she most Ioved,
‘and in whose path most snares and dan-
gers were likely to lie. Tn some petty
wars which followed he was driven from
his ancestral domains, and placed under
the ban of the empire for taking part
with the burghers of an adjacent town
‘agiinst the nobles. For several days he
tound shelter in the cottage of une of bis
vassals; but at last, fearing to involve his
faithful follower iw,danger, he left his
retreat, and sillied fotth to find aid and
refuge where he oould the wide world
aver, . e I
After undergoing various toils and anx.
ietics and passing through sundry ¢ hair-
breadth escapes,” hoarrivedin Paris; and
fur awhile, with characteristic thought-
lessness, abandoned himself to all the dis
sipations of that metropolis, which was
.then, as now, the gayest and most frivo-
lous on earth  But his funds were -soon
exhausted. Those who at first smiled
upon him, in deforenoe to his birth -and
his romantic career, began to look on him
coldly, or avoid him, and he was at last
driven to cast about for some coursq of
life that would-afford him the means.of
subsistence. -Hg was one evening mus-
ing mournfully in his lodgings upon’ his

position and prospeets, when he bethiought
chim of the phial, and coming to the con-
clusion that he could never be in greater
straits than he was then, he drank of its
contents. Ile instantly fell into a deep
slecp—a sleep as decp as death—and saw
a vision. He was walking, or dreamed
he was walking, along a broad avenuc
bounded on each side by lawns of §uirpass-
ing verdure. The gnarled oaks, green
with the moss-of centurrie, threw their
broad branchesacross the path, and streak-
ed it with shadow. A refreshing breeue
siched gently through the leaves, and
played amongst his hair, and at a little
distance a brook ran parallel with his
course, and, though hidden from his view,
murmured gently and musically in his
ear. In the trecs overhead birds of the
rarest plumage sang in straing of more
than carthly melody, without a single
pause, and it secmed” to his envaptured
scnses as if there was hope and courage
in every note. A greatelul perfume scem-
ed to prevade the atmosphere.—And far
away 1n the long vista a bright lake ap-
peared ‘dancing in the suushine, with
water-fowl of snowy whiteness gliding
gently and graceful aver itssurface. e
was enchanted.  I1is blood coursed swift-
ly through his veins; his heart throbbed
with rapturous execitement. It seemed
as ifho could never grow tired of wan-
dering here.

He walked on thus the greater part of
a day, but to hisastonisnwment he at last
began to pereeive that he was making no,
progress.  The lake sceemed still ay far
away as ever, the samc trees grew by his
side, the sawe brook murmured in his ear,
and the sawe birds sang overhead. Little
by little he fouiid all those leatures of the
seenery which had at first given him so
much pleasure begin to pall upon his
senses.  The perfume scemed 1o sicken
and encrvate him ; the voice of the birds
sounded heavy and dull. e
wenrily for a mountain side, with aclear
prospect, a refieshing breeze, amd where
at least he would find the fruits of hiy
Libor in making some progress on his
way, and mecting some chanize of scene.
Pondering over the time he had lost, anid
the strange position inv which he found
Limselt, e sat down upon amossy stone
by the way-side.  Absorbed in reverie, a
voice whispered in his car, clear as a
truwmpet, but he knew not from whenee it
came. The tone seemed to be his own
but he had not opeued his lips.  To en-
crgetic accents but mournfully, reprov-
ingly, and perswdingly, it scemed to
Sily: R
< Thou art treading in'a perilous path.
Delights are on cither side ol tiee, but
danger and destruction are ever in Iront,

“Furn boldly ‘to the righty- pass through-

the wood, tfollow the roud  that Jeads up
yon hill, and at the top thou shalt find
rest and peace.” :

Rising in obedience to a sudden im-
pulse, he pushed boldly foiward in the
direction which had been indicated to
him. e soon found himsell in the
highway.,  Great numbers of men were
travelling along the same road.  Some
were strong, vigorous, and hardy—a flush
of hope, courage. aud ardor in their eheeks
and their eyes ever looking upwards —
Others secmed faint and weary, as it they
were unused to the work, and tottering
feebly scemed ever prone to lie down and
rest, and think no more of ascending.—
Aud, alax L at every step were the pros
trate furms of those who had fallen aud
perished with the smile of expectation
on their lips, and maunly vigor in every
linb.  Some appeared to have sunkonly
after a long strugele and had left heavy
fuotpriuts in the dust ; and their features
had scarcely yet lost the scowl of the
combat, and scttled into the dread com-
posure of everlasting rest, But others
scemed to have fallen almost without an
effort,—terrible wreeks, like

“8hips that have gone lown at rea,
When heaven was all trawuility.”

These last-formed by far the greater
number.  Hugo prayed inwardly to be
preserved from such a fate, and now that
e travelled in cowpany, and that the
oyes of many were upon -him, he doter-
mined to strike them by the fiery impet-
uusity of his onward march.  DBut the as-
cent was steep and rugged, the sun shone
lierecly upon his head, and upon turning
round to lovk for sympathy he saw no
look of pity for his faltering steps, and
received no offer of aid.  All were intent
upon themselves.  Wearied and disheart-
encd, he at last sat doten by the wayside,
and, lcaning his head upon his . band,
wept bitterly. 5 :

While in this predicament; those with
whom he started upon his journey passed
on, leaving hiw behind alone, Heaban-
doned himself to despair ; ablack curtain
seemed to hang between tim and the fu-
ture, shutting out all hope of rest and
peace. He raised his head, half-mechan-
ically, and glanced vacantly along the
road he had traversed, A figure ap-
peared in the distance approaching rap-
idly ; a little ncarer, and 'Hugo's atten-
tion was rivetted ppon it. It was a man
in the prime of life, tall and athletie in
appearanoe, and bearing in his face every
matk of great internal strength. A
broad and _opén~ forelicad, "on™ which
thought bad ploughed somae furrows, was
‘half covered by- luxuriant hair, which
waved carelessly in the fitful breeze that
now and then biew up the valley. There
was fire in his dark eyes, subdued by
many a year of meditation and watching;
in the thin nostrils and firml§-set mouth
there were traces ‘of energy which had
gathered fresh strength with every roll of
"time, and now seemed to hur] defiancé'at
the world and at fortune, Tis figure
was suchas the sculptor would love to
copy.  Thereiwere united. all that eollee-
tion of excellencies in eaoh part which
.are said never to have boen seen together

TR

‘save in the statues of the ancient: artist
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longed 4

"Then comes the broker

—the sinewy limbs, the broad shoulders
and expansive chest, that scemed able to
fling off the heaviest load of grief that
ever fell on mortal man, with one impet.
uous heave. There was no sign of  fal-
tering in that rapid stride and firm tread
whicl seemed to claim the ground they
measured fur their own, and no backward
shrinking in the lofty glances that was
ever fixed on the hill top, save when he
looked hastily and half carelessly aside,
as if to measure his progress. Onward
and upward he came, and at last stood
for a moment silent and thoughtfu] be-
fove Huwo. At length he passed over,
and. laid his haud on his shoulder:

“Young man, thon art wearied and worn,”
said he; “but knowest thou not that delay is
death ? He who lingers here, poes backward.”

“feave me, | pray thee,” said Hugo, “and
continue thy way, friend. I ean go no fur-
ther.”

“Nay, I will not leave thee; I have been
as thou art, and have overcome my weak-
ness; | have gained all my present strength
trom striving, and now find 1t holy and joy-
015 la be strong ; by persevering here, I have
gained the power to pe.severe farther; by
daring I have found my hopes fulfilled.
Come on with me; I will teach thre to doas
I have done, and then thowshalt become
such as I am. On the summ t of yonder
hill, all the brave, and wise, and good, who
have, sinee the world began, bautled for traih
and justice and humanity, snd died for them,
awatt our coming. It needs no brillinnt ex-
ploit to qualify thee for admission to com-
mune with them,  They heed not thine a-
bilities, but thy courage, tlone aspirations,
and thine acts.  Allthat thou doestpdo well:
mareh right onward, and let not this. dread
weariness any longer detain thee.  Shed no
maore tears on the barren wagside : keep them
for the sorrows and weaknesses ot others,
and they shall make the ground beneath thy
teut blossom as the rose,  Arise, and let us
o when thou are weary let thy courage a-
vatl thee, [ thou hast pone, thou art not
worthy of the goal to which thon_ aspirest,”

And Hugo awoke, and belwld it was a
dream. .

* * * . * i* *

Fifty years afterwards an old man died in
Paris, a priest of great vepatation, The
puor wepl in crowds outside the door \\':Ly,,'
and followed him sorrowidiz, to his pgrave.
The learned said a star was goue from  the
cunstetlution ‘ol gemus and intellect,  and
even the tuformers, who declaimed  against
the R nrmuist cleegy, extolled his virtues,
his piety, fuith, hope, and chanty, and sad,
“Would that all were like him 1" .

[
Newspaper Patronage.

This thing called newspaper patronage isa
cutivus thing,  [tis composed ol as many
colors as the ruinbow, and i3 as changeble
ns a chameleon,

(ue man subseribes for a newapaper and

pays for iU in advance, he. goes howme and

rewls it with the proud sati,vetion thit s
Wis owo.  He hends man Tadvertisement.
ashs the price and pays, forit. Thisis uews-
puaper pativnage. - - .

Aunother mau says please put my name on
your hist ot subscribers j and be goes ol with-
out as much us Lhuving said pay unce. Tune
pusacy your paticnee is exhausted, and per-
haps Be pays, and perhaps not.

Aunother man has been a subseriber along
time.  He becomes tired ot you and  wants
a ¢hange, Thinks he wants a city paper.
Tells the pustnaster to discontinue, sud one

U his paperss returned  marked “refused.”
Paying up loritis amoug the last of his
thoughits 5 besides he wauts his moeney to
to send o a city publisher.

Alter a time you look over hig aceountand
see a bill “balance-due,” But does he pay
tor it cheertul and freely 7 We leave o to
answer.  This, too, is newspaper putronage,

Another wan lives near you—uever ok
your paper—itas too, small—don’t Like the
editor —don’thlke the polities—too Whigzgisnh,
or tou something clse —yet goes regularly to
his neighbor and reads bis by a good fire—
finnds tanlt with ns contents, disputes its pusi-
tions, aod guarrsls with its type.  Qeension-
ally sees au article he likes— gives halt dume
orbegs o number.  This too, is newspaper
lmlruml:e.

Anvther spurts a fine horse or perhaps a
pair oi them—is ulways scen with whip in
baud or spur on foot—single man—no use
for him to take a newspaper—knows enough
Finally he concludes to get married—does
so—sends a uotice of the faet with u “please
send me hall’ dozed “opies.” This done does
lic ever pay for notice or papers ¢ No,

“ But surely you dou’t charge for such
things.™  This, too, is newspaper patronage.

Auvuther man (bless Jou, it does us  good
to sce such a man) comes and says the year
for which I paid is about to expire, nnd I
want to pay for another. He does, and re-
tires.

teader! isn’t newspaper patfonnge & cu-
rious thing? Aud in that ereat day when hon-
vst men get the reward due to their honesty,
which, say you, ot thos~ enwinerated above,
will obtn n that reward ? Nuw it will be seen
that, while certain kinds of patronage are the
very life and ‘existz=nce’ ofa-nswsp .per, there
are certain other kinds that will kill & paper
stone dead.

“FRoM GAY TO GRAVE, FROM LIVELY TO
severs.'—Some malicious wreteh thus paro-
dies une of Sbakspere’s grandest efforts—
“All the world's & stage,” ete.: -

Allithe world's a lie— -
A mighty, jolly, and enormous houncer ;

-And ali-theqnen and women-merely ligrs, -

They have their “qokite lies,” and their nig-
ger whoppers,”

And vve man in o day tells many crams,

According to hisnotion, There's the school-

boy, . .
Who 8.ys he's sick when he has played old

hookey, =+ .
Then there's the lover, sighing.like the bel-
lows. R
Then cumes the soldier, who kills men -and
eata’em : . .
As he would lar And then the fashiona-
.~ ble lady, - : - oY

Reading the papers in her rocking chajr.
oker, shaving notes and
charging . o
Like n mad trooper. Then the grocery-man,
Who lives by selliug rousted corn’ coffeé,
Sand for sugar, slales'for conl, and eamphene
For cognac brandy. Then the brigadier,
Who, knowing nothing of the'art’ of ‘war,
Leads mea to slaughter, just to give him prac-
“tice. Ty
To these succceds the oyster-cellai eritie, -
Who swears Miss Tdmpkins sings like Ma-
- dame Grisi, A E L N
Alboni, Jenny Lind, and Guerabella— " . ..
The whole four nightingules rolled up in‘one;
But s¢on the lie's found out, and heis Jeft'
_Sans - wines, ‘sans -oystors, kids abd opern

tig.kets.

BATTLE CRY OF FREEDOM.

Yes, we'll rally round the flag, boys, we'll rally enco
agaiu,
Shouting the battle ery of freedom,
\\'(Hv‘lll tally from the hill sldo we'll gather from the
plain,
Shouting the battlo ery of freedom.
CHonrus.
The Undon forover, hurrah boys, hurrah!
Down with tha traitor, up with the star;
Whil® we rally round thoe flag, boys, rally once again,
" Shou iing the Vattle ery ot freedow.

We are springing to the call of One Hundred Thous-
aad wmoro,
Shouting the battle cry of freedom,
And we'll ill tho vaeaut ranks of ouf brothers gone
befor¢,
Shouting the battlo ery of frecdom.
Cuorts. ~The Union forever, elc,

We will welcome to our numbers the loyal, true and
Lrave,
Shouting the battlo cry of frecdorn,
And altho’ he may lis poor he shall never bo a slave,
Shouting the battle ery of freedom,
Cuonuy.—The Union forever, ete.

R0 wa're springing to thoe call from the East and
from the West,
Shouting the battle cry ot frecdom,
And we'll hurl the rebel crew from the land we Jove
the hest,
Shouting the battle ery of freodom.
Cuonva.=The Unlon forever.

-, ————

A Most Graphic Account of the
s Great Battle. :
[Correspoudence of the New York World]
[Heapouanrters ArRMY oF IPoTOMAC,

July 3—73 I'. M. }

The sun of Austerlitz is not more
meworable than that which is just fling-
ing its dying rays vver the field of this
the third day of' successful battle.  The
victory won by General Meade is now so
deeisive that noonein thisarmy pretends
to question the vout and demoralization
of the Kebel arny under General Lee.—
The batiles on W ednesday and yesterday
were sufficiently terrible, batin that which
has raged to-dhy the (izhting one, not
only by our troops, but by thuse of Lee's
army. will rank in lberoism, in persever-
ange, and in savage energy with that of
Waterloo

The position of Tee at the close of last
evening was such that he was toreed tow
day to reduce all his energies into one
graud desperate and ceutralized attewpt
to break through our army. ’

[lis divisions were so much cut up as
to render a pitched battle from wing to
wing one of awful hazard.  The dilemma
was a tervible oune, and that the Rebel
commander fully appreciated all its risks
is evinced by the desperation of his on-
set to-day.  Driday worning found our
army reinforced  The rveserves or the
Sixth Corps General Sedewick, and the
Twelfth, Gen. Slocum, had arrived aud
tuken up strong positions. At the last
“hour vur troops were ringed in line along:
the lsmmettsburg turupike and the Tavey=
town road. The engagement began by
an assault of our troops upon sowme rifle
pits on the ¢xtreme right, which were
lett in the possession of the enemy  last
eveninge. Their fire was returned by the
Rebels, and the fighting immediately be-
came geueral.

Unul nearly noon the battle raged
without intermission, but with no logs te
us, when we finally obtained possession
of the rifie-pits—the Rebel furce which_
had previously held them retreating —
The firing then slackened, but at one o’-
clock was reoewed at different puints
alung the line with a fierceness premoni-
tory of the terrific engagement that en-
sued. Several charges were made by the
Rebels and feints, their troops falling
back after the first rush in every part of
the ticld, exceptsthat held by their forces
under Gen. Ewell, who was seen to con-
centrate the infantry and artillery togeth-
cr, and who soun opened a murderous tire
of cannon on our lceft centre.

Then the engagewent began in earnest.
The firing became a continuous roar;’
battery after battery was discharged with
a swiftuess ansazing ; yell on yell from the
Rebels succeeded each gust of shot and
shell, untill the valley—overhung with
smoke, from whence those horriblesounds
issucd seewed alive with demons. It ap-
peared at times as though not a foot of
air was free from the hail of missiles that
tore over and 1hrough our ranks, thinned
but notshaken.  Ourmen stood the shock
with a courage sublime—an endurance
so wouderfull as to "dim cven the heroie
record of the baud that fell upon the
acre of Tourney. Theecrpsag inst which
this deadly fire was mainly directed was
the Second, the position being command-
ed by Gen. Hayes.

The .arillery fire continued without
intermission for three ho_rg, when sud-
denly having been furmzed under cover of
their own  guns, the lichol troops were
hurled against our lines by their officers
in-masses the very trcad of whose feet
shook the declivity up which they came,
with cries that might have caused less
dauntless troops than those who awaited
the onsent to break with tevror. Nota
‘man in the Federal ranks flinched troms
bis position. Not an eye turned to the
right or left in searck of security. Not
a hand trembled as the long array of our
heroes grasped their muskety at a charge,
and waited the order to fire. Onand up
camo the enemy, hooting, crowding,
showing-their-very--tecth—in-the- venonr

ot theirvige until withiin thirty ™ yardsof

our-cannon: T - - i
As the turbulent miass of gray uniform,
of flashing bayonets and gleaming eyes;
lifted itself in a'lust leap forward alwost
to the very mouths of our guns, a volley
of s%mtﬁ.a!xgll,:slerupllel and bullets wont
crushing’, through . it,- it as a scythe.
Its’ overwhelming onward rush’ was'in
| the next instant turned to_the hesitating
leap forward of a few soldiers moré dare
devil than the rest, thé wild bounding
upwards of more than a.few niortglly
wounded  hibrocs, and tho'. sicceeding
hackward surge of the digjointed remain-
der, whioh culminatéd in a seamper down

v

the slope that was in some instances re.
tarded by the pursuing bullets of our
men.

The carnage of this assault among the
Rebels was so fearful that even Federal
soldiers who rested on their arms triumph-
ant, after the foe had retreated beyond
their fire, as they cast their eyes down-
ward upon the panorawa of deaths and
wounds illuminated by the sun that
shown upon the slope before them, were
seen to shudder and turn sickening a-
way. HesF

Then the Third and Fifth Corps joined
in the fight. As the Rebels rallied for
gn instant and attempted to make a stand,
they were met by such combined volleys
as threatened to reduce their columns to
fragments. The panig which cnsued is
unparalelled inany battle in which the
Army of the Potomac has ever been en-
gaged.

ZThe enemy quailed like ewes before a
tempest.  Their maia line again receded,
but numbers palsied by the horror and
tumult, fell upon their knees, upon their
breasts, upon their faces, shrieking and
lifting up clasped hands in token of sur-
render and appeal for mercy. (iencral
Dick Garnett’s brigade surrendered al-
most entire, but Garnett himself, by the
aid of two of his men succeeded, though
wounded, in making his cseape. Jiong-
street, who led the reinforcements which
cnabled the Rebels to make their second
brizf stand, was wounded. The musket-
ry fining slowly ceased, and the discharge
ofartillery continued for a brief period, but
even these reverberations finally died
away.

~Geueral Meade was not deceived in
anticipating another onslausht.  ILée's
columns were evllected and reformed with
magical haste.  Within an hour what
scemed to be his whole force was again
amwassed directly in our front, where the
conte~t once more opened.  The assault
this time was wade with a fury even
surpassing that of the first. It would
seem ay it the entire RebelTariny had re-
solveditelf intoa gigantic Forlorn Hepe,
and bore in its collective bosom the edn-
sglousness that the effort now wade was
the last and the only one that could be
wade toward retrieving the fortunes of
that armmy, ‘or preventing the inevitable
disgrace which hovered over it.

It is said by Rebel prisoners taken in
the latter part of the engacement that
this charge was led by Lec in person.—
The prestige of his nawme and  presence
could certainly not have added to its
puwer or enthusiasm.  Yet the cool and
gallant  phalanx  which, secure in its
position and confident in its leader, wait-
¢d with a silence only brdken by ihe oe-
casiotal roar of artillery the approach of
the foe, and viewed it as calmly and met
it as unlalteringly as before.  Back, as
casiiy as a girl hurls the shuttlecocz, did
the soldiers of vur gallant army hurl into
chaotie retreat the hosts that cawe on
and ou, over the stones and ditehes, over
the bodies of* fullen cumrades, piling its
dead in heaps and making the siil over
which it trod whastly and alive with strug-
gling wounded.

The firm array of Union soldiers which,
previuus.ly remaining stationary, now beut
forward"to a charge, and became a pursu-
ing Nemesis to the hordes that in preat
numbers went reeling westward through
the streets ol Gettysburg, and beyond, as
the brave troops of Reynolds’ corps went
through the castward on the previoas day
buat oue.

The victory was secure.

1t was a victory won not without sad-
dening losses -sadder in their compara-
tive extent, perhaps, than those which
have chilled the nation's heart so often
before to day.  Of our actual disasters in

killed and wounded it is now impoessible.}

to make a just estimate. The same is
true of"the-Rebels, though it is positively
known from the appearance of the field,
from thé acknowledgment of Rebel pris-
oners themselves, that it is far greater
than our own.

The nuwmber of prisoncrs taken by us
was between 10,000 and 12,000. The
Rebel Gen. Arnold was killed,  Among
our wounded were Generals Gibbon and
Webb, slightly, Generals Cauldwell, Han-
cock, Doubleday, scriously, and many
winor officers.  The encmy’s list of dis-
abled is known to include an equal num-
ber of officers of high rank. As 1 write
our cavalry are out on the flunks of the
retreating foe, harassing him with great
saceess A reconnoissance bas this in-
stant returned from the front to ascer-
tain the position of Lee's army which is
believed to have begun preparations for
‘i'ts final retreat.

NOT A TRUE FRIEND.

Mr. Haley movéd into a small village
not long ago. leis a gentleman of pre-
possessing appearance; of rare intelligence
as tho slight intercourse he has alrcady
had with the people of the village has
shown. e was, on his arrival a stran-
ger to all in the village exoept one—Mr.
Potkin.  This géntleman and Mr. Haley
had been schoolmates, as he said, and &
firm friendship had existed between them

gince-their school days. ~Though "they|
“had boeen sepaiited

been kept up between -them; nnd—they”
had occasionally wet, Mr. Haley bhaq
decided now tq settle in L———bctause
it was Mr. Petkin’s placo of residence, for
the plensure he thought a remewal of
“their formor frendship would afford. ..

Some weeks-after.Mr. Haley had .be-

"come settled, Mr. Petkin happened in

one .evening, where several of the village
people wero collested -ab a :neighbor’s,—
In.the qourse of conversation; some one
.mentioned Mz, Haley, -the now "comer;
for, in 4 little village- -everybody knows

-averyhody and-all ubout’éverybody's busi-

i

ness, and-—sometimes a: little n'xoi'e.‘(-

, & corespondence had | ™

Some one expressed warm commendation -
of him as to his pleasing mannérs and in-
telligence, and - thought they Wwere very
fortunate in having gained such a neigh-
bor. Some of the young ladies praised
his fine looks, and thought he would be
sg(;:h and aequisition to picnics and sleigh
rides,

Mu. Petkin assented to all thesé praises;
said he was a man of remarkable intelli-
geace, a man of pleasing manners—uwhen
he chose to be!l

“He is a friend of yours—an intimate
one, I believe,” some one snid addressing
Mr. Pitkin.

“ Oh yes,” he assented, “we have been
like brothers from boyhood. I know him
well. He is a fine man, an estimabld
inan, an agreeable man, but for one thing
—though I have no trouble with him my«
self on thattscore—I know how to man-
age him.  You ecan never feel any froe.
dom in conversation with him on account
of one infirmity.”

‘“ What isit ?” from twoor three young
ludies, in surprise and curiosity.

“ Do tell I" from onc or two older ones,
which expression was not so much an
entreaty to relate as it might secm, taken
literally, but an exclamation of astonish«
ment. ’

“ Well,”? gaid Mr. Pitkin, with appars
ent reluctance, “the infirmity to which I
allude is one of temper. Ile is 8o iraseis
ble, so much under the influence of hig
temper, that intercourse with him is
rather a risky picce of business; at least,
with those with whom he is familiar.—
You have to handle him as carefully as
you would Joaded fire-arms—be as caun-
tious of canses of offence as you would of
sparks in a powder magazine, for he will
some times fire up unexpectedly, upom
the slightest opposition.

“ Dotell I the old ladies ejaculated
again ; some of the younger ones—¢ What
a pity !—I wouldn’t have thonght it.”

«“Tis true, 'tis pity—pity ’tis true,”
sighed Mr. Petkin—*Anger is madness
with my friend, for under its influence he
will say and do things which he would
not in a sober state of mind, and for
which he is sorry when the fit is off, no-
.ble and generous man that he is at heart;
but he has estranged bis best friends by
thisinfirmity, which grows out of a sirong
love of approbation. He cannot bear the
slightest shade of disapproval; ina word,
vanily is at the bottom of the matter—a
very harwless thing, generally, except
when it becomes so 1nordinate, as in his
case.”

¢ Mr. Petkin Says he is a truefriend of
[Taley,’” said Jane Ashly, after he had
: “l must say, his ideas of friend-
sbip full far below my standard.” :

* Yours,” said her cousin, James Alleny,
““is no doubt drawn from souie die-away
novel, where a friend wants to run into
all soi1ts of unnccessary scrapes, and per~
haps strangle himself to prove the undy-
ing fervor of his friendship”” - .

“No, my notions of friendship are
founded upon common principles of jus-
tice and the golden rule—¢ do to others,’
&e.”’

lict us try them by these. Ypu wilk
adwit that a friend should have some care
for the happiness, success in life, and
reputation of him for whom he professes
friendship.  If he does not further them
in these, he should at least throw no ob-
stucles in the way of his attaining them.
T'his best friend let his neighbors into the
seerct that Mr. lluley is o very passion.-
ate wan ; that he had, by not being able
to restrain his passions, estranged his best
fricnds.  This was news to them, and
lowered him in their estimation. Why
not have waited and let theu: find it out?
It would have seemed much more like
true friendship.

He also gave them a hint where to look
for fuibles and weaknesses, that might
possibly have escaped observation for a
long time; perhaps they might never
have been discovered.

A friend should conceal the weakness
of a friend, or at least not expose them.
What would you think of a friend who
should tell a burglar where to find an we-
wuarded door or window in a friend’s
house which he might enter, and take
his purse ! (I wont repeat the quotation
** Who steals my purse steals trash”) yet
probably had Mr. Haley been consulted
in the matter, and could he have had his
choice, he would much have preferred
‘that this very questionable friend of bis
should have told a thief where to find his
purse, rather than that he should instruct
strangers where to Jook for his foibles.

Having it blazoned abroad that he is
o passionate man, will make people treat
hiw with less forbearance, instead of mpre,
as might seem likely. There is some-
thing irritating, too, to a passionate per-
son, in the consciousness people betray
of knowing it. It uiakes it more diffionlt
for biw to preserve hig equanimity. Who
knows, but, coming here among strangers,
where no one knew his weaknesses and
this particular infirmity, he might have
cradicated them 7 It would have been
much easier to do so, than in a place
where he had always manifested them.

1t is not ouly true, that if people conld
sometimes hear what their {;est, friends
say of them behind their backs, they
would regard them as their worst ene-
mies, but that they often in reality be-
come so by want of thought with regard
to this matter. They. do uot intend in-
‘jury, but do not look upen this matter in
its true light, and caleulate rightly the
amount of injury they way inflict,

AN Iineny's CounteEsy,—When the Crusa- .
ders under King Richard, of England, de-
feated the Saracens, the Sultan secing his
troops fly, asked what was the number of the
Christians who were making alf this slaugh-
tor? He was, told that it was pnly, king Rich-.
ard and his men, and that they wereall afoot. ",

#Thén,” daid the Sultan, “God forbid that
such o noble fellow as King Richard should
march on foot, “and sent- him a noble char-

er. ‘ v
giTh’é’iﬁFbB‘eﬂgér" tOO!!'it,"lih’d“Sliid‘{iﬁ'" o
Sir, the Sultan sends you this charger, .
that yon may not-be on foottt—-- - .
“IThe ‘king was -as.cunni

¢ ing os his enemy, ~ -
and ordéred one of his sqiires to mount the
‘borse in order to try him. = The squire obey-"’
ed ; but the animal was-fiery, and he: -could -
not bold Lim in'; he set off at fu:l speedito
the Sultan's pavilion.. - The Siltan expacted,
"he had got King -Richard; and was not a

little mortified to discovelr his mistake.}’ .,
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 -péF=John,” 8aid o father to bison;ion '
the day he.was twenty-one, “you, have got &i:
fool for your,master now.":"*Yes,’ hn,, .

Ly
: , ! said.-
tind have bad thegs fwonty yeprs,”
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T nmbition tg by
overcomes even'a youth's
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