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1 Squaro l insurtlon 76 cts.
$1.25.
] . ulor 1.50
For every additional insertion, 2bcts.

Advertisomouts containing more than ono 5quars,
81 por aguare for threo insertions.

Esatato Notices, S $2.00,
Auditors ¢¢ Lo
Profossional eards without paper, um 16.00

Morcantile advertisemonts pur unn
Lodal notlcos, }o ots prr 1ind.
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$0B PRINTING.—Our Job Printiug Offico ix the
cegest and most complutu gstablishmont in the
Qoun y. Four good Prosses, and a goneral varlety of
materlal suited for plainand Fancy work of every
kind, snables us to do Job Printing at the shortest
totlco, and ‘on the most reasonable terms. Persons
n want of Bills, Blanks, or anything in the Jobbing

will find it to theif interest to givo us a call.
- RE——

* oeal Ynformution,

U. S. GOVERNMENT.

Prosidont —ABRAIIANM LINCOLN,

Yice President—IlaNN1nat HamLIx,
Bocretary of State—Wat, i, Sewanp,
Beeretury of Interlor—=JINo. P. Usiter,
Sacratary of Treasury— Wi, P. FEsdENDEN,
Kecrotary of War—EDdwin M. BranToR,
fBocrotary of Navy—QipsoNy \WELLEs,

Dost Master Goneral—MoSTunMERY BLAIR,
Attornoy deneral—BEnwarp Batss,

Uhfof Justice of tho United 8 ates—Roaer B TANEY'

0.
STATE GOVERNME\'

lovornor—ANDpnzw G. Og i,
Secrotary of State—ELl SLIFER,
Burveyor General—Jangs . . BARR,
Auditor Gonoral—Isasc SLENKER,
Attorney Genoral—Wn. M. MEREDITH.
Adjutant Genoral—A L. RussELL,
Stato Treasurer—HeNRY D. Moore,
Ohief Justic of the SBuprome Court—Gx0. W.Woop
WARD.
0

COUNTY OFFICERS.

President Judge—Hon, James H. Graham,

Associate Judges—Hon. Michael Cocklin, Heo
Hugh 8tuart.

District Attorney—J. W. D. Gillelon.

Prothonot.ary—Samuul Shireman.

Clork and Recorder—Ephralm Cornman,

Register—Geo W. North.

Uigh Shorif—J, Thompsos Rippay.

Qounty Trnnuurer——ﬂenry.s. Ritter.,

Coronar—David Smith.

County Commisstoners—Michael Kast, John M.
Coy, Mltoholl McClellan,

Huporintendent of Poor Hg&u—l{enry Snydor.

Physician to Jall—Dr. W

- Physician to Poor House—Dr. W. W. Dale.

0
BOROUGH OFFICERS.

Chlof Burgoss— Androw B. Zieglor.

Assistaot Burgesn—l(obn-rt Allison.

Towh Council—East Ward—J. D. Rhineheart,
Joshua . Bixler, J. W. D. Gillelon, George Welzel
Wort Ward—Geo. L Murray, Thos Paxton, A. Cath
catt, Juo. B, Parker, Juo. D. Gorgas, President, o
Oouncll A. Catheart, Clerk, Jos. W. Ogllby.

High Constable Samuel 8ipe. Ward Constable,
Andraw Martio,

Axsorsor- -John Gutshall. Assistaot Assossors,dno.
Mell, Gao. 8. Bastem.

Auditor—Robert D. Camoron.

Tax Collector—Alfrod Rhincebeart. Ward Colloce
tors—Kast Ward, Chas. A. 8mith. West Ward, Tneo.
Cornman, Street Commissioner, Worley B, Matthaws,

Justices of the Pexco—A. L. Bponsler, David Smith
Abrua. Dehuff, Michaal Holcomb,

Lawmp Lightera—Chas. B, Mock, Jumes Spangler,

0
CHURCHES

First Prosbytorian Cburch, Northwost angle of Con-
tre Byuaro. Rev.Counwny P. Wing Pastor.—3erv ces
every Sunday Moruing at 11 o'clock, A. M., and 7
o'clock P. M,

Sucond Presbyterian Church, corner of South Han-
over aud Pomfret stroots. Rev. John C Hlisg, 'astor.
Servicus commaence at 11 o’ciock, A. M., aud 7 o'clock
P. M.

St. John's Church, (Prot. Episcopal) northeast angle
of Centre 8quare. Ruev.J C Clere, Ructor. Services
at 11 o'clock A. M., and 6 o'clock: P M,

Kaglish LuthPmu Church, Bedford, botween Main
nud Louther struots. Rov. Ja-ob l'ry, Pastor. Ser-
vices at 11 o'clock A. M., and 614 c'clock P. M.

German Reformed Church. Louthor, between Ilan
over and Pltt streets. Rev. S8awuel Philips, Pastor.
Services at 11 o'clock A. M., aud 6 o'clock P M,

Mothodist K. Church (first charge) corner of Main
and Pitt Streets. Rev. Thomas lI. Sherlock, Iastor.
Servicesat 11 o'clock A. M., and 7 o’clock P. M,

Mochodist 1. Church (second charge,) Rev. 8, L.
Bowman, Pastors ¢t ervicesin Bmory M K. Churchat 11
o'clock A M, and Slg 1ML

Chureh of tind soum West cornor ‘of West stroet
and Chapel Alley. Rev. B F Bedk, Pasto |

St P'atrick’s Catholle Chureh, Pomfrot near Eastst.
Raov Pastor. Rervices every other Sab
bath. at 10 o’clock. Vespers at 3 PoM.

German Lutheran Church, coruar of Powifret and
Bediord streets. RRev C. Firitze, rastor. Sorvices at
11 0'clnck P, M.
© R When changesg in the abave ars necessary the

.

line,

its

O
DICKINSON COLLEGE.

Rev. Herman M, Johnson, D. D., Presid ‘nt aud Pro-
fessor of Mural Reienco,

Wilikun C. Witsun, A. M., lwefessor of Naturl
Science and Curator o' the Mesoun. .

Rev. Willlnan L. Boswell, A M., Professor of the
Grook and German Lan guages. -

Samuel D. Hilhman, A. M., I'rofo sor of Mathemat-

fes,

John K. Stayman, A. M., Professor of the Latinand
Frouch Languages.

Iloun. James ti. Grabam, LT.. D, Professor of Law.

Rev. Henry C. Chl.sl.ou, A. B. Pnncipal of the
Grammar School.

Joha Hood, Asﬁishnt ln the Grammar School.

"0
BOARD OF SCHOOL DIRECTORS.

James damllton, President, H. Saxton, P Quigley,
E.Coruman, C. P. Humurlch R. C. \Vuodward, Jakon
W. Kby, 'L'ruuurar, John dphar, Messenger. Most on
the 1st Monday of each Month at 8 o'clock A. M., at
Eduacation Hall.

0

CORPORATIONS,

CyrusLe DrrosiT BaNK.—Prosident, R. M. Hendor-
son, W. M. Bectem Cush.d. . Hasslor and C. B. I’tzhler
Tellers, W. M. Pfuhler. Clork, Jno. Underwood Mes-
senger. Directors, R. M. lleudorson, Prosidout, R.C.
Woodward, 8kiles Woodburn, Moses urlckur, John
Zug, W. W, Dale, John D. Gorgas, Joseph J. Logan,
Juno. Btuart, jr.

Fiast Nariowar BaXg.—Prestdant, Samusl Hepburn
Cavhler. Jos. C. Hoffer, Taller, Abner 0. Brindie, Mes-
sengor, Josso Brown. Wm, Ker, John Dunlap, Hich'd
Woods, Joha C. Dunlap, lsaac Breoneman, John 8.
Sterrott, 8am’l. Hepburn, Digectors.

QUMBERLAND VALLEY RatLaoap Colipany.—President,
Frederick Watts: Socrotary and Treasurer, Kdward
M. Biddle: SBuperintendent, 0. N. Lull. Passenger
traips three times a day. Carlislo Accommouation,
Eastward, leaves Carlisle 565 A. M., arriving at Car-
1sle 5.20 P. M. Through trains Eastward,10.10 A, M.
and 2.42, P, M. Weltward at9.27, A. M, 'and 2.5 P

Cmusu Gas AnND ann CoMPaNY.—President, Lem-
uel Todd ; Tressurer, A. L. 8ponsler; Superintemdent
George \Hle Direotors, F. Watts, Wm. M. Bestem,
B. M, Blddle, Honry 8axton, It. 0. Woodward, John
B. Bratton, ¥ fiardner, and Jobn Campbell.

0.
SOCIETIES.

" Cumberiand Star Lodge No, 197, A. Y. M. moots at
Marion lall on tho lud and 4th Tuesdays of every
month. .

St.Jolm'a Lodge ‘No.260 A. Y. M. Moets 3d Thurs
day of sach month, gt Marlon Hall.

&! riiste Lodge No.'91 I. 0. of 0. F¥. Meets Monday
avenlng, at 'Irout's building.

0
FIRE COMPANIES,

The Unlon Fire Company was organized in 1789,—
House In Louther betwaeen Pittand Hanover.

The Cumboriand Fire Compary was instituted Fob,
18, 1809. Ifouse in Badford, betwoon Main and Pom

frd
Tha Good Wil Firo Company was luatituted in
Mareb, 1855, 3Jouss in Pomfret, near Hanover.
Thoe Emplre Hook and Ladder Company was tnstitu-
tod in lﬂbg House in Pitt, near Main.

"RATES OF POSTAGE.

Postage on all letmrs of one half ounce 'welght or
g cants pre

‘Postage on the ERALD within the County, freo.

Withlu the Stato 18 cents per annum. Tv any part

of tho United ‘ltaeus, 26 cents Postage on all tran

aleat papors, 2 cents per ounce. Advertisod lettors to

ba charged with cont of advertising.

5,000 YARDS
@Good Dark Calico Just Received
AT

GREENFIELD & SHEAFER'S,
East Main Strect, South Side.

2a Door, 2d Door, 2d Door.
- Good Dark l‘rluts, 1834
]lattor, 2

l' 22

Extra,
au or Extra, do,
teached Munllpu at 20, 25, 30, 35, and 40 conts.
Unbteachod, from 20 t0 40 conta.
Summer Pants stuffs, at last yonr's prices, having
urchased our stook of Buinmoer Pants stufls lust Fall
. o can and will soll thom from 10 to 16 conts a yard
phenpor than any houso iu town. Remoemher the place.
GREENFIELD & SHEAFER,
Opposite H. 8, lmtnr's.

AT THE PARIS MANTILLA EM=

\_ PORIUM, No. 920 Chestnul 8t., Philadelphia.
OPEN—-ParIs-Mu o -

MANTILLAS and CLOAXS,

Algo, 'S8PRING and SUMMER GARMENTS, of duy"
own b{unuﬁmtum, of tho Ll\test Stylpu and {’n ‘groat
vurle'.y. B

Ji W: PROCTOR & Co.,

The Paris Mantilla Emporium, -
ce 920 ‘CHESTNUT Siroct. :
" 'PHILADELPHIA.

Umted states b percent | 10-40 I.oan.
We gra prepared to furnish the 1040 |

‘United States Loap authorized by the not of
March 8d, 1864 either Rogistered o1 Coupon Bonds, as
_partios may prefw in denominations ‘of $69, 5100, $600,

10,000,
31,000, $5,000, and §104 nud'!mo, nondsis pn)nblu

The lm.eru; 1? utuie $50,
. aunnunally and'a other
will bear date Mnreh lst 1804 and
ke l!ont i of thie' Governmont af-|

ln coln. i

er 10 years' and puyuﬂl% 40 zenra from’ dnte xn coln_
r Au

yrl!h interest'at b percon w BEETEM, C“m".

‘ knlhng this TBeast,”. is his answer, and he

R e

som e &

THE SONG OF THE I’EOI’LE.

v you heard the glad shout that in borne on the
broezo;

Thal starts from the mountaius and uweﬂ'ata the
seas;

The volco of the mign that for Hborty stund H

Tho shout ofa saved aund purified land ?

In the hills of Now Hampshire ita chorusbogan §

To tho far kidorado $¢3 karmonles ran ;

The shores of two oceans its echoes prolong,

O'erall the broad continent tossing the song,

“To the Man of the People, the Mag of the Hour!
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[l"rom the Atlnntlc Montbly.]
The Heart of the War.
BY J. G. MOLLAND.

P

Poaco In tho clover-sconted atr,
And stars within the doms;
And underneath, in dim repose,
A plaln, Now England homo.
Within, a murmur of low tones
And sighs from hearts oppressed,
Merging in prayer, at last, that biings
Tho balm of sllent rest.

I've closed a hard day’s work, Marty,—
The cvening chores are done;

And you are weary with tho house,
Aud with the llg‘f; one.

And ha ls sleaplng sweetly now,
With all our pretty brood;

80 come and eit upon my knee,
And it will do me good.

Oh, Marty ! T must tell you all
The troable in my heart,

And you must do the best you can
To take and bear your part.

You'¥o hestr the shadow on my face,
You've felt it day and night;

Yor it has filled our little home,
And banished all its light.

I did not mean it should beso,
Aund yet T mighthave knowa

That hearts that live as close as ours
Oau never keop their own.

But we are fallen on evil times,
And, do whato’er I may, i

My heart grows sad about the war,
And sadder svery day.

I think about it when I work,
And when I try to rest,
And never more than when your head
1s pillowad on my breast |
For then I gee thb camp-fires blaze,
Aad sleeping men around,
Who turn thoir faces toward thelr homes,
And dream upon the ground.

I think about the dear, brave boys,
My mates in other years,

Who pinoe for home and those they love,
Till 1 am choked with tears.

With shouts and tears they march away
On glory's shining track, -

But, ah! how long, how long they stay!
How few of them come back!

One sleops beside the Tonnesses,
And one bexide the Jumds,

And one fought on a gallant ship
And perished In ita flames.

And soms, struck down by foll disease,
Aro breathing out their life ;

And others, malmed by cruel wounds,
Have loft ths deadly strife.

Ah, Marty! Marty! only think
Of all the boys have done

And sulfered in this weary warl
Brave heroes, every one |

Oh! ofteu, often in the night,
I hear their volces call

«Como on and ho'p us! Is it right
That we should bear it all 1”

And whon I kneol and try to pray,
My thoughts are never free.

But cling to those who t:ukl and fight
Aund die for you and me.

And when I pray for victory,
It seems almont a sin

To fold my handsand ask for what
I will not help to win. !

Oh! do vot cling to mo aod ery,
For it will brea’ my Leart
YT'm suro you'd rathor have me dle
Than not to boar my part.
You thiuk that some shounld stay at home
To care for those away ;
But still I'm helpless to decldo
If I should go or stay.

For, Marty, all the soldler¢ love,
And all are loved again ;
And 1 axtloved, and love, porhaps,
No more than other meon.
1 cannot teli—I do not know—
Which way my duty lles,
Or where tho Lord would bave mo bulld
My fire of sacrifica.

I feol—1 know—I am not mean;
And though I seom to boast,
I'm sure that [ would give my life
To thoss who need it most.
Perhaps the Spirit wiil reveal
That which 15 falr and right;
Bo, Marty, lot us humbly kneol
And pray t. heaven for light.

Peaceln the cloverscouted alr,
And stars within the dome;
And underneath, in dim repose,
A plain, New England home.
‘Within, a widow in her wecds,
¥rom whom all joy is flown,
Who kneels among hor sleeping babes,
And weops and prays alone!

HWiscellnnsons.

From Blackwood's Edinburg Magazine,

WITCH-HAMPTON HALL.

Five Scenes in the Life of its Last Lady.

m——

(CONTINUED.)

BCENE IV.
The weather without is wet and wild;
chill, though summer has hardly gone by.
A great fire blazes in the hearth of the Hall
drawing-room, and on either side sit Lady
Ana and her sistér, Sir Lionel's wife. They
are bothsilently watching a boy who, stretch-
ed on a leopard-skin rug full in the ruddy
blaze, is playing at being a wild beast, snarl-
ing, showing his pretty teeth, pretending to
be o tiger who has fixed upon and is worry-
ing the leopard. .
When Lady Ana's eyes quit the boy it is
to Jook towards the great window, outside
which the treos are rocking in the tempest,
black against a pale sky.
nel’s wifo turns from him, it is to bend over
a lovely little baby-girl slecping on her
knees. Sir Lionel's wife is more beautiful
as o matron even than she was asa girl.—
She is dark and lovely ; dark, with that sort
of inwardly-alight clear darkness that one
is tompted to call fairer than fair; lovely,
with & gentle, ummpassxoned unimpassion-
ablo loveliness, that is in some holily mys-
tical way redeemed from any suspicion of
insipidity.
Lady Ana does not look beautiful or love-
1y just now; in the firelight her face shows
haggard, slmost fierce ; she brings her black
eyes back from the window to fix them a-
gain on the boy. v
Preaently his mother softly chides him for
‘the roughness of his play, the loudness of
‘his ugly poieee, tellmg hxm he wlll wnke
ond frighten baby.. -~ -
 u8end bv,by pway, then—I must ﬁmsh

:goeson pln)png g3 before, Emmasighs, and
watches him with' a shght sadness, a gentle
fex\r and wondax‘ cluudmg her sweat. birow ;
 then she droops her oyes upoy the:face of her
bnhy-gul, and bends to touch thut thh her
hps, ;

h stunds'

Anw’s faco;, aho-called’ hxm to: ‘hers.

C.rlh]p Depqql Bnuk, Aprll ﬂbth, 1864, E~\l

When Sir Lio-"

Just then tho boyu ooked up mto his sunt

nt her knoes, she pt‘zssea her horids upon his.
| shoulders, ‘and, looked into ~his faco. - ’Etect*

the gazing cye§; his lips, too thin for a
child’s mouth, are at first still curled as they
were while he imitated a tiger’s snarl; but
after a while they began to quiver; hecould
bear that Jook no longer. Suddenly his
proud, unchildlike face flushed crimson, and
his eyes filled; he broke away from those
detaining hands, rushed towards his mother,
hid himself behind her chair.

“ Your boy is afraid of me, Emma," said
Ladv Ana, with asmile that was no less
than ugly, but which Emma did not see, for
just then the boy burst into a howl of angry
distress, which he tried to stifle with his
mother's gown. The baby woke, began to
cry; nurse appesred, and would bave car-
ried off both the children, but that young
Lionel refused to go: He presently left off
crying, and threw himself upon his rug—not
to play again, but to watch his aunt Ana's
face, which scemed to have for him some
fascination full of fear.

#Can’t you make him obey you, Emma?
gend him pway,” Lady Ana said by and by,
shading hér eyes with her hand as she spoke,
but from under it still watching the boy.
“Go to the nursery, Lionel, and play
there. When papa comes home you shall
come down again.” The mother spolke soft-
1y and caressingly. The child paid noheed.
“Do as Jou are told—go directly,” Anacom-
manded. The boy coloured rebelliously, but
got up and went.

« Finma, you will never make that child
obedient; you speak to him as if you were
afraid of him. That is not the way to rule
a boy like that,” Lady Anasaid, when the
door had closed, :

«J know,” sighed Sir Lionel's wife—I am
afraid of him—afraid of making him naugh-
ty, for then be is quite unmanageable. T do
not understand him. I eannot get at the
good in him. 1 do not manage him well : I
try so hard too—I am so afraid of not being
a good mother to him. He is a noble-look-
ing boy, but heis strangely incomprehen-
sible. Ana,” she udntiuued, in hor low,
calm, monotonous, sweet voice, *“‘do you see

”

any likeness in my boy toany one you have
ever known? There is a something that has
puzzled me for years in his fuce—it has just
now come to me who it is that he at times

Itis very strange! Do you

Pt

reminds me of.
see any likeness in him to
“ You can hardly expect 1me to have found
out in one day what it has taken you years
to discover,” interrupted Lady Ana, and her
clear voice was so sharp that it started her
sister.  +The boy is like his father, it seems
to me.” }

s Like his father? Dear Ana, how can
Surely, Ans, you have for-
with his grand open

vou think so?
gotten my . Lionel,
brow,- his tawny locks, his fearless eyes of
He is so little like that I
ain always sorry now that we ealled him
Lioncl—little Harry
futher.  Surely, dear sister, you have forgot-
ten my Lionel”

“T havenot forgotten your Lionel, Frama,
and still I think young Lionel is like his fin-
ther.”

“Buat, Ana, where can you find any re-
semblunce ? 1 cannot coneeive how
I do find it—both father andmother.”

“ You see no likeness, then, to any other
perzon?”

+1 hold to what I have said:
like his father—there is some ressmblance to

his mother; beyond this I seenothing to re-

mind me of any one.”

¢« As to the likencss to the first, thank God

that you can think so—as to the likeness to

me, Lionel often says ho is more like you.—

I trust that this is a mere fancy of mine; I

shall not mention it to Lionel—it might pain

him, for he nlways had a bad opinion of the

man I am thinking of. How long since all

that seems. Perhaps you have almost:for-

gotten what a splendid rider he was! Lionel

says our boy is a born horseman. You nev.

er ride now, Ana, do you? T used to think

you could not live without it. What furi-

ous gallops you would have on the down up

there! I remember so well how I used tosit
here and shudder, and fancy all kinds of hor-
rors, when it grew dark and youdid not come
home. That happened so often the last few
weeks I was at home here, before my mar-
riage, you scemed so wild and restless—it
grieved me very much. I knew what it
meant, darling Ana: it was your way of hid-
ing from me what pain it was to lose me.—
Wasn't it, love?”

“In part.”

“ And in part something clse that 1 think

I know, too. What a wild, negected, lonely
life wo had when we were young! Till
Lionel came back to England there was no
one to control us or care for us,—no one with
more suthority than dear old nurse. It was
very strunge. Since I have been married,
Lionel has told me what, perhaps, you knew
all aloug—how our futher deserted us nobody
knows why, though some people said he was
mad with jealousy, and believed that our dead
mother had wronged him—how he went
away and died suddenly, beforo he had made
any provision for us beyond asking Lionel’s
father not to lose sight of us altogother—and
Lionel’s father died, and our mother had ‘no
relations alive, and so we grew up with only
fuithful old nurse to look aftor us: it was
very strange, and oh, how thankful I often
facl that wo came to no harm! If I had not
been so young and ignorant, and so used to
look up to you, I should have been more
frightened for you about that man. Asit
it was, it was Lionel who taught me to fear
for you; he always said that you wera.the
more in danger, having so little fonr—that
the timidity which instinctively shrank from

bright sea-grey.

is much more like his

ho is much

this you had not.”
gister. She bent over her and said—
of that past,
that he-is still alive.
still.”

very pale.
Forgive me, darling

1 do not unrlorsttmd

did he leave you, dearest? How was it 7

was not go. I never loved hlm."
orccf. now and gnzod into the fira; and assh
uaw agmn Lho lmat scone playod between her

a8 dar(; hie stauds therc, gazing back m!o

‘. .

‘-.r \

and that man, her®eyes flashed fiercely. “He
grovetled at my feet,”” she said, *‘and I—I
struck hin! That was how we parted. Em-
ma, you have raised the devil, speaking of
those evil times. He is at my feet again:
again I raise my hand : my whip isin it, and
I leave my mark—yes, I leave my mark,”’
 Ana, sister Ans,”’ Emma had now wound
her sister in hor arms.  # Calm yourself, my
poor darling. Let love drive out the last
remnants of that old hate. You are no lon-
ger alone and defenceless. You can never
more be driven to such self-defence. It is
terrible to think you should ever have known
such need; but that can never be again.—
You must forgive, my darling. "We mustall
forgive, as we hope to be forgiven!"

« As wo hope to be forgiven!’’ murmured
Lady Ana, and leant her cheek upon her sis-
ter’s hair. So they stood, wound in cach
other’s arms. Presently Lady Ana said, in
a strange, low voice—

“Would it grieve you much to lose that
boy ? You have the others, Harry and little
Ana, and the lovely baby-girl. Surely you
do not lovethat hendstrong, unloving boy
as you do the otherd?” .

«If I do not, may God forgive me 1" said
Emma, fervently. “But do not call him
headstrong and unloving—he is not always
as you haveseen him to-day. Indeed, heis
very good and generous sometimes. Oh,
Ana, why do you say I do not love him as I
do the others ? I trust I do—oh! I trust I
do—my first-born, whom Tloved so much
when he was a baby, that I nearly died of
fear that I should lose him. Surely, Ana,
you have not forgoftcn that. And God
spared him, and youthink Ido not lovehim?
Oh, Ana, what havel done—what have you
seen—that you should think so?”
“Nothing.”

“Something there niust have bees—some-
thing that I have done, or neglected to do.
Tell e what, darling Ana; pray ‘ell me!”
Just then there was a noise of wieels, a
barking of dogs. Thesisters started apnrt—
Lady Ana to ring for lightsand to orde the
tea to be served, Sir Lionel's wife to hasen
to the Hall to meet her hugband.

The gi‘ent drawing-room was lighted m,
und the crimson drapery drawn before the
window, when Sir Lionel entered it, Emma

1 and love life then remember me.”’

hanging fondly on his arm. In the middle
of the room his hostess met him. The light
of a shuded lamp fell on the glorious crown-
ed head and onthe fair oval cheek: she wel-
comed him with a sweet bright smile, andas
she stuod before him thus, she was most soft-
ly béautiful.  He looked into her face with
a penetrating glance as he thanked her for
her welcome, calling her “my own dear
sister.” She met the glance with fearless
gladness, and he stooped and kissed her.
Then they both remembered what had pass-
ed on the night when they had lastmetthere
—that night on which Ludy Ana had made
But Sir Lionel
thought more of their ounly meeting since,

her passionate confession.

their meeting at hiy house, und sn{id—-
“ We have not fnet since that sad night
when you came like an angel of light and
merey into my sad household, and, under
God's blessing, saved me my dear ones.”’—
she turned from him suddenly: he said no
more about the past.
“When may we hope to see your hus-
band 7" he asked, by-and-bye.
# Oh, very soon ; perhaps to-morrow," she
answered, radiantly. ¢ Life is very weary
when he is away. I grow wicked when he
is away,”’ she added, with a look at Emma.
Kissing her sister, as she lingered in her
room, before they parted for the night, Lady
Ana said—
“You have often told me that you longed
fur the timo to come when I would know and
love your husband. The timeis come; I dare
love your husband now, Emma dear: now
that 1 so utterly, so absolutely, love my own.
For the years to come we will be much toge-
thcr——ut least I trust it may be so, sweet
one.’
“Was it true then, Ana? Oh, Ana, was
it true what I sometimes feared 7"’ murmured
Sir Lionel's wife.
«It was. Tloved your Licnel even as you
loved him. T do not mind your knowing
thisnow. Iam not ashamed of having loved
himn ; though T am sorry—1I would rather my
husband had had all my love always:”  Over
these words the gentle Lady Emma pondered
when she was alone.  She blessed her sister
in her heart, aud praised her as most noble,
generous, and devoted—could hardly grieve
over her pust pain, knowing her so happy
now. '
# 80 happy!”’ Then came a momentary
doubt of the completeness of this happiness—
a painful recolloction of fierco looks, wild
words, such us was difficult to reconcile with
love and happiness.  Sir Lionel's, wife deter-
mined that never again would she trouble the
peace of her sister's present happiness by
raising that spectre of the past—the remem-
brance of wrong and insult, and of revenge-
ful passion and hate.
«A little while, andshe will forgetit all,”
she murmured ; *she has notloved long yet.
A little while, and she will forget how to
hate.” ¢

Lady Ana, alone in hor own chamber,
that sume night writes alove-letter most pas-
sionately tender to her husband. Then she
roads and re-reads his-last lettor, kisses it

many times, luys it in her bosom, sits hold-
ing it there, pressing it there, gazing into
the fire.
and overfill her oycs and run unheeded down
her cheeks.

How very fair she looke-—how tender,

Tears of love and happiness fiil

dangor was n woman’s bost armour, and that

Lody Anithad risen and come close-to hor

¢ Ag you love me, never talk to me again
As to that man, I'hate himso, -
Emma, thut sometimes I hato to live, fearing
Sometimes T hate all
the world, foaridg that somewhere he is in it

Emmo shrank away a little and turned
# Hush, hush, husli, my poor sis-
tor; you who love so much cannot hate.—
; Tdid not know you had
oyer rcul\v oarod for him—1 did not know—"
Whut wrong did Kadp
you? Did ho make you love him; pnd then’

4 You ‘Wrong me too much,,Emmu. It
She stood”

sweet, and 'young, Whilo the happy untroub-
led lgve-dream lusts! But there comes a
gradual change—trouble and foar steal over
the fage. «“Qh, my love, my lovo, my love!”
ghe cried; *woo is me that you ever loved

I nm your own.

e

R

me! If, afow months ago, Ihad known
what is such love-ns youl's-—xf a fowmonths
ago, 1 had loved ypu o5 Ilove youxow, I
had never, nevcr never let you call thething
Howdared 1?7 How dared’
1t If1 had known one-half your goodnesa,
Thad not dared ! T thought T'could. grow:
good and fair in love; but how can I, heing
false to you. who nro so true? For yoars I
have horne my hellish secret, aid not kiiown
how it fivisoned -all my Jife.” For years I
have borne it for my own. suke, and now 1
.mhust bear on. andon for ever-—-for “yours,
There is no way'in which I .do not’ wrong |
you—keapingsilent, I, wrong you, and, with \ough, k'When I camo R him, o' was
all my life, lie .to you spenklng, I ahonld ! stamding upon tho hill
kill you. - - Therefs no- way in which I do not-

‘She wrung her hands together—the letter
dropped from her bosom. “Yes,” she said,
«even the sehseless paper knows that what
his hand hag rested on my bosom is not
worthy to hold.”

“When ypu have learned to value honor

It was alr!‘iqstu.s if these words were spoken
in her ev.r‘ the looked slowly round, chill
after chill Hinning through her blood.

Yes, yohr time is come,’’ shesaid. “You
can strike mé now through one I love, and T
shall fecl itjAhrough one that makes honor
dear and lifgsweet. But, oh God, merciful
God, you Will hot suffer it! For his gake—
my busbands, who is in truth your servant,
pure and urdefiled—you will not suffer tho
triumph of the wicked.”

She thmwiherself on her knées and broke
into most pmslonnto,q;ntronty for any punish-
ment that slp could besr alone.

©Did yoy call me, my lady?" asked the
sed from Ther sleep by her mis-
tress’s sobs jnd cries. She came in just as

old nurse,

Lady Ana g}se from her knees.
¢ No, r

you, and B
be cold sol,
year, it is dendful for me to be alone.’’
u To-nig,&?”—oh ay! To-night,
seven )Lnﬁhgo young master was born!—
They keepl his birth- day just one week too
late, as we now my pretty.”’
# Nurse "what do the gervants aay about
him?”
¢ Not mich good—they eall him an evil-
natured chid, and I've heard them say how
that they en’t tinderstand that such a child
should belag to their master and nistress.
But maybehe’s only a bit high-spirited and
hanghty—w harm in him.
noble boy 4 look at !
“eTt wasan evil gift T gave my sister—an
evil gift! ad, oh! I fear it will bring her
sorrow andtrouble, nurse.

Anyway he'sa

But, nurse, sure-
ly he will gow good; surely thev will make
him good.’

¢ Porhayf they may, mylamb. Don't yon
fret for tlit. Touble must come into all
lives; if tey have trouble with this bor,
mayhap sme other trouble 'ull be spared
them.  Agways, you did it for the best, and
out of noght but love and kindness.”
“But itwas wicked nurse! Oh, nurse!
ifeou hd let me die before that hoy - was
bon ! Tis terrible to live a life like mine,
harting 41 I love and all who love me.”
“ Mt muster, my lady ; not your husband.
My Prefy: - Aren’t you the joy and light of
his life Y No barm dono while he does not
know."
“All Am done nurse. He has a fulse
and “"'C"k&.‘vil'(s. and welet him think he
has a puro a0 trge one! And who can tell
nurse, how 30y he may have to know#"
“IUs s e Jikely he need ever know,
the girljdng o d, poor thing.
young H{' ter anvghe never out of my ~11;ht
alt‘r»llvﬂ"“nu intoy Trust me to guard

yguv fQ‘ <R3, my hmb! The old woman
who vl Lady Bmma being dead too,
aud ghes % to me, just before she died,
that sWAQ never breathed 2 word to any
living reabire.  Not that she suspected oth-
er thatthatyou had bribed that girl! to gno
up herbaby that you might pass it off” for
the dat clu]d and 50 save your sister.”’
“ Bﬂ.he man himself, nurse ! Oh, nurse!
he'll ither forget nor yet forgive. Ilis
words\Vhen you have learnt to value hon-
our afto love life, remember me,” will not
outoﬂv head to-night.  Oh, nurse! ifonly
youh let me die; or, nurse, if you had
been fe!  Dear murse, you did it for the
best, now.”
*I1, my lady ; and I take it not kind
that ykeep easting in my face now how I
lied fdou, holding my very soul cheap for
you! nese words, keeping in your head as
you saj ey do, is a sign, maybe, that he's
soon tol, I've heard of such death signe.
Sinee y{so0 sct on truth, my lady, I have
somethilon my mind I had sooner tell.—
Anywoy’s safer that you should l\now,
perhaps.!
“Abotim 7" asked Lady Ana, at once
turning %e and sick.
‘ x\bOUAm Two eveniugs ago, just at
dusk, BO@lmg made me tuke a fancy
(knowingit the mother was coming here,
perhaps) % and see how the place looked
where I poady Emma's baby, It was in
the thick 6n wood, you mind, my pretty.
1 couldn’t'd the place at first, for the
moss-stune Y the mark on it is choked over
with-ghoe deleaves that have fallen and
fallen these yenrs that it is since we set it
there. Wi was stirring sbout among
the leaves, ma tree that looked like the
tree, I thoud heard a rustling neur me;
so down I safl pretended I had been luok-
ing far beeckts. I cracked some, and
made n shoWeaiing “the kernels, all the
while listenihut not looking round. 1
heard nothinpre, and by-and-by I got up
and moved 8, but, after a bit, I doubied
back, and th{saw 2 man groping about
where I hads|d the leaves, digging among
them with hijids.”

¢ Ah, hea” shuddered Lady Ana—
“It was——Jfe is here—near me—oh
God !
Ilush, Bihush, my pretty! Hear
the rest.  Th nothing much to fright
ye. I tried, afied, und poered and peered,
but I couldnlake out his face, it was
growing o d but to-night I went a
prowling abouba sume hour—1I met him,
and I mocked Yfinely! I mocked him
finely ! chuek}g 1d nurse. I moclked
him ilndv—mﬂ 1 think you're dead.”

# Quick, ndrs ck, quick, let me hear
all, at ppee—ifh iy el noar—me,”

Lady Avin gnapcd then she fell back in
her chair and fmx .

Bitterly cludmg&f now for the mo-

who nursed

mentary anger and i 4hnt had made her

rough and untender he bluntness of her
old" sonses th“t ‘Gd ok hor what her

dm-lmg tnust”suffer—=) Iavished all hor
cares upon her mibtr “ by-and-by re-
stoﬂ!ﬂ lier : ther shol her to her bed—
she would lllWB her 1 ‘%n there,” while
she sat by her mﬁmshif ory.

St T mock_ed hi ¥, 88 you shall |
Bear. Ho didn’tknow nig, hohad um}er
geen me ; or if he had, ¢ 4 womun 8. }iko
onough t6 another in A ¥ man's fancy;
hit T lsnew his handsor b-face ‘well on-

ho' the big pine
grows-from thereie coWlyieo"the great

Be; but since you are here, stay
with me. “fee, put this great shawl round
taf with me a little—you will not
To-night, of all hights in the

just

seo if there were any mark: thero. -

the curtains to look upon the night

bones!
¢« As luck would have it, or a mercifu
Providonce .
¢ Alas, nurse! not for me.”
«Put it as you will, only you were no
there—not in the room, my lady.

night.

AW,

hed a boy.and agirlclimbing about him—his
lady had the baby on her lap, and right in
the midst, standing on the rug, was young

chuckled the old woman.
¢ Oh, nurse, go on,” groaned her auditor.
«Is he near me still "
#“ No, no, not he. But listen. Cries I
close into his ear, ‘A fine sight, sir ‘ain’t it?”

devil are you, you old hag ?"
#8ays I—It wouldn't hurt you to keep a
civiller tongue. I'm & poor old nurse-body
for the village above there, with the breath
well nigh blown out of me, and hill to climb
this wild night.’ For reason of the wind, 1
still shricked right into his ear. .
“ Answers he, quite civil—:\ fine sight,
ng you sny—and who may those people be?
And who does this grand place belong to ?—
TI'm a strunger travelling this way by chanee.
Could I see the house, do you think, old
mother ¥—not to night, of course, butif I
come aguain to-morrow.’ (All the while I
knew by the look of him that he wouldn’t
dare come again in daylight.)
“Says 1—‘No, surely!
manners of you to ask it?
the fumily is here ?”
“ Then he—+ Aud who are “the fumily
¢ Then I-—*Arent you a looking at them?
There's the master aud there's the young
master (just striking his sister), and there’s
the sister and another boy to be the heir if
the elder should dic; and there's the lady,
mistress, and the last baby on her knees.”

and where's the
Can’t you sce as

g

* Then he—*Of course 1 can sce all thal as
well as you, you old fool!" (enly the com-
pliment spoken ns he thought I shoulnd't
heur ); *but what is the nune of the fellow
you call the master '
¢« Then I—Tdon't call any fellow master;
hut the master; is called Sir Lionel.  Mis
other name is Wintenhouse, or somcthing
like that.”
*Then he—1low comes he to be the mas.
tar ?

I mean, has the house been his long
“Thon T Alout seven year, I'm think-
It wome to him threugh his wife, I've
But I don't
I haven’t lived my lifein

ing.
heard, and was in her fumily.
knoweverything.
these parts.’
“Then he- —and T fancied he turned whiter
—Is Sir Linnel’s wife the only
member of the fumily then ? I meant, head-
ded, as if I didn't know the sense of his big
words, ‘are all the rest dead ?’

¢+ Then 1—'So it seems.’

“Then he—+Hadn't Sir Lionel's wife any
brother or sister

* Then I—* I've heard tell that there was
a sister. But I'm not guing to let out alt 1
know of a good family to any stranger I
meet. That's not what we poor old nurse-
bodies call honor.”

“t Then he-—slipping a bit of gold into my
hand—*There was a sister you say—she is
dead then 7’

# Then T—* If all's true they tell, it's no
pity, poor sinner!’

*¢Then he—* Youknow morc thananather,
I fancy. You nursed her in hor—in her last
illness, perhaps?' (Hedidn'tspeak steady.)
“Then I—-* Last illness! poor soul! It
was a short and sharp one—no time for nur-
sing, and no need.’

*“Then he, quite ficreo and griping my
arm—'* Tell me all you know, old woman!—
how and when she died, and if she killed her
child?’

«Then I, as fierce as he—* Who said she
had a child? you spy, you impostor, you!
You are the villuin, are you? Youarc the
wreteh of a murderer come back to see the
graves of your victims!'

¢ Then ho—*1, old idiot?
1'll insure your silenco.

surviving

Take care, or
Where are those
graves you speuak of?—not in the church-’
yard !’

+ Then I—¢ There's more bodies than lie
in churchyard, as there’s more murderers
than como to the gallows !’

‘Then ho, passionute]ly—¢She wuas not
murdered !’ )

“Then I—'You know that well enough;
knowing that if sho had been it would have
been you as done it, and none other ! Sweet
lamb! there wasn't another, man or devil,
would have dong it !’

“Then he, in a rage—""Woman, speak!
What did become of her and the child ? ?

“Then 1, making believe to be very cun-
ning—* Look at young master there. He's
just the age, and he's no lamb like his bro-
ther and sister.’

* Then he, quite pleasant-like, and without
looking where I pointed-—¢I sec you are no
fool, I know you now, old friend; no hope
of throwing me off the scent like that. Last
night I had the pleasure of watching you #8
you searched for something in the wood.—
‘What you did not find I did—a little grave,
a baby’s. But where docs ske lie—the mo-
ther?’

«Then I—¢Not thém s dies s natural
death.’ '
«'Then he, as if talking to himdelf—<Dead,
that beautiful wild creature!- Déad, ‘ind by
ber own hand! I could “be BOITY if—-if it
wéré not for this.’ Ho ‘touched his forehead
with a finger; but: it was too dark for mo to

s Then; 1 “Who said she:killed herself ?
You vxllnm, you! won't-you even.leave her |,
momory alone, but you must bltwkemthat?’
With' tlns T‘noved away, knowing he w nld
follow mo. 1 was in mortal terror thit you
‘would come down, and they nothnvmg drop-'
-ped the curtain ! - * ‘ ;
:'t¢ Thon he,~<I not’ stoppmg or ngmg hi

v ong ;'ou. Lt '»’

» drv.wmr.‘-wom-, 5’-‘ Lid ,d Just drawn

a chance to' spéak txll thq houue was: hndden

“And did T not fcel his nearness, and
creep and shudder to the morrow of my

You were
just gone up to your chamber. The children
were all once down to bid Sir Lionel good-
I looked over that fiend's shoulder,
creeping up the back of the hillock—I got
behind him, and stood nigher the top than he.
Now fear he would hear me—for the wind
made the noise of wind and the sea together
Bhnekmg in the treo about our heads—so I
looked over his shoulder, and saw what he
They were nll there, as I said, and the
firelight shining full” on them. Sir Lionel

master—and you not there!—as luck or
Providence would have it, you not there,”

¢« Sayshe, turning upon me at once fierce
and frightened, it seemed to me, *Who the

from us by the trees, and we stood at that
gate where you thought he'd have been kill-
ed the last night you saw him, when his
horse ran away—ns for sure he must have
been if the gate hadn’t been set open for Sir
Lionel’s carriage. You remember how you
made me go down ‘with you to look before
you'd go to bed that night ?
‘“Yes, yes, nurse.- Goon."
““Then he, as we stood by that gate—
¢ 'l‘hnnk you for your last words, old woman;
her menpry—something may be made of
that.’
**He leant upon the gate, hindering me
from passing through, and seecmed to think.
I watched him. Ah, if he'd stood by the
brink of the river with that evil face, and X
as nigh him as I'stood then, ill it would have
fared with him if he hadn’t been able to
swim. Old woman as I am, I'd have found
strength to push him in!"”

1

t

dy Ana.
your evil thoughts is mine; have pity.”’

¢ Listen! hear what he said next, with a
sneer—* 8ir Lionel was fond of his wife’s sis-
ter—is fond of his wife~ the family honor
will be dear to him. He shall pay for it
though she’s dead.’

“Yillain as he is, that word dead seemed
to hurt him—*Dead,’ says he again, ‘dead
—and that blow ?—it was only a girl’s blow.
Pshaw! I would forgive her, if I could af-
ford it; but I cannot.’ -

“Then I~ <It's likely Sir Lionel will be-
lieve any story yon may trump up against a
dend girt! a girl heand his wife almost wor-
ship, not knowing.*
© Then he—¢It's not likely.
proof.’

“Then T—+And thore's noone body in
the world but me can give it you.’ -

Pl

unless T have

* Then he (scowling at me elose under my
bonnet(—<And you—you wait to know how
much I am going to offer you™ '
I'm
but "poor, and T'm old and past work, and
vet love life like another.  But I've my focl-
ings, ton, like rnother: and it’s not for a lit-
tle I'd disturh that dead girl's rest.
¢Then ie—: For the present I'll disap-
puint you. Just now I'm pressed for time'
(frere he glaneed round him as he had done
often before).  ¢If ut some future period I
want you, how shall I ask after you? what
name do you go by ?’
“Then I—+In the village up there they
know me as Mother Grildes. 1'llserve vou
as you serve me, my fine gcntli:mu!l.yx
¢ Then hg—+Old hag ! T understand you.'
Then he muttered again—¢ Dead ! dead | —
Well, I'd rather let her dust rest in such
peace and hunor as it may—1 will, it I'm not
driven toextremes!' With a ‘good-evening,
old mother,” he moved away.  But he came
back und said —« 1f you breathe a word any-
where about having scen me, I'll not forget
voeu the next dark night we

tThen I—f Maybe ay, maybe nay.

meet !
+ My lamb, yorrve not much to fear from
him while he believes yvou're dead  The
devil i~ not 81l black, they say.”
- ‘“But, nurse, you forget. One question
asked in either of the villages will show him
how you have deccived him -and then his
rage."”
» Wouldn t he hiave gitestioned first rather
than lust, iff he'd meant to question at all?
He hid a hunted, harried look. IHe'll not
stup to question for fear his turn should come
to answer. Ife’s not much altered, and he
was too well known in these parts. He'll
not show by daylight. There was old Tam-
ling, the blacksmith, at Witch-hampton, and
Ned Bury, the carrier, up at Chine-dandon,
both swore years ago, to serve him out, if
ever they had the chance, and ke knows it.
He’ll pot stay anywhere in these parts, or
show in them by daylight. He wholly be-
lieves you're dead, and ’ull be off far enough
by this. He’s one as mnakes any place he's
known in too hot to hold him again in a
hurry.”

“ Nurse, dear nurse, no more of him. It
makes my very soul sick. But, nurse, 1 am
sorry that I ever struck him ; I could almost
—but, no, no, no.”

**To kecp silence, on and on, furever—is
that not the only punishment I can now bear
alone? Is it not heavy, heavy—will it not
grow cver heavier 2"

So grouned Lady Ana when old nurse,
believing that at Iast her mistress slept, had
gone back to her own hed,.and left her
alone.

-
Poverty's Favse Pripe-~-.¥ religious
contemporary says, very justly: ¢ The idea
of *respectable employment’ is the rock upon
which thousands split and shipwreck them-
selves and all who depend on them. All
employments are respectuble that bring hon-
est gain,  Thelaborer, who is willing to turn
his hands to anything, is as respectable as
the clerk or dupper store-tender.  Indeed the
man whe is ready to work whenever work
offers, whatever it may be, rather than lie
idle and beg, is a far more respectable man
than one who tutns up his nose at hard labor,
wearies his friends with bis complaints be-
cause he can got nothing respectable to do,
pockets their benefactions without thankful-
ness,.and goes on from day to doy a useless,
lazy grumbler.”

P&~ Wise men and sensible women, when
it is possible, wear woolleu clothing, not only
for underelothes, but for their outer garments.
Light flunnels are most conducive to health
of any articles which gentlemen use for sum-
mer wear. Thin linen clothing worn in warm
weather is conducive of pulmonary consump- |
tiom, and many a lady, if she only knew it,
could gttribute the cause of her illness to thin,
light dress and the exposure of her arms and
bosom. Lord Nelson would not go to sca
once becauss hxs men had been provided with
flannel, shirts. six. mches too short. e hnd
]ongox""t:\/ncs2 supstltuted and the result was,
that ywhile the rest of the fleet was decimina-
ted by_gu;kpws, he did not lose & man.

' &5 Farmers who make the most rapid.
improvement in husbandry; are likoly 1o he
those who read most on the subject of itheir |
vocution. For the inun: who reads. little, rio

‘matter what his vocation is, will be likely to

think litile, and act thh referoncerto tradi-
tion received froin forsner gcncrl\txonﬂ, or
‘else in imitation of what is.going ‘on nbuut
him. There is always hope.of anan who.
lovo\s rcuding, study und reflection. -

g@“'ﬂmh must . have boen a veory tough
oostor that’ crowcd, at'ber bemg bm]ed, t\yo
hours, and then, being put in'a pot with pom
tatoca, Iuoked them all: out. e

. o - o
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« Hush, hush, hush, nurse !" broke in La-'
“ Have pity on me: the sin of all

) proata 15,

To whom was thu labor, be granted the power!
Our voleo Is for Lincoln, the true and tho tried;
Lot sore-hoads and Copperheads hoth stand aside!
“The way of the'sore-head transgressor is hard—
Mad, hungty aund desperato corporal’s guard ;
With their penniloss Crwesus, and stay-at-homo Mars,

Who lost all tholr 1ight wien they gavo up their
Btars.

«“QOrthe Copperhead faction wo won‘t sy a word;
A subject so dead should bs care! ully stlrrod,

(Per tho used-up cabal wa'll forgivingly troad;
Aud leavo the dead t.aitors to bury their dead.

“Huerah, then, for Lincoln, tho fearloss and true!
Wo'll stiek by the captaln that sticks by his erew,
He'll not fail ina calm, who tho tompest hus brdved;
And Ltucoln shall rale o’cr the Jand ho has saved.

THE OLDEST IRON SHIP.

We find this statement in the ‘London
Engineer :—

“The Richard Cobden, said to be the old-
est iron ship afloat, has entered the Bruns-
wick graving dock, for the purpose of hav-
ing her bottom cleaned and painted. Sheis
now twenty years old, and has made twenty
successful voyages to the East Indies; not-
withstanding some rough usage, she has
never made a drop of water, and her plates .
are apparently as sound as ever. On one
occasion she took an entire cargo of iron
from London to the East; while on her first
voyage she ran aground and flattened her
bottom to the extent of three inches on one
side of the keel. She commands the high-
est freights in Bombay, and her owmners are
80 satisfled with her seaworthiness ghat they
do not effect any insurance upon her. The
cost of her repairs hitherto has been werely
vominal. Messrs. Dulby & Co., the prinei-
palownersof the Coalbrookdele Iron Works,
gave the order for her construction twenty-
one years ago, to Messrs. J. Hodgson & Co.,
of Liverpool, for the purpose of testing the
capabilities of iron as a shipbuilding mate-
rial.  The result is evident, and while the
Richard Cobden is still as serviceable as ev-
er, there are now no less than 76,000 tons of
iron shipping in Liverpool alone.”

k.
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Mrusic ot HoME.— No family car afford
to do without music. It is a luxury and an
economy ; an alleviator of sorrow, and au
spring of ¢njoyment; a protection against,
vice, and an incitement to virtue. When
rightly used, its effects, physical, intcllectual
and moral, are good, very good, and only
good.

Malke home attractive;
means of doing this. Cultivate kindly feel-
ing, love. MMusic will help in this work.—
I eepout angry feeling. “Music hath charms
to soothe the savage breast. Be economical.
Plensure, recreation, all must have, and no
pleasure costs less in proportion to its worth
than home music. Make your sons and
daughters accomplished. What accomplish-
ment is more valuable than music? Fit all
your daughters to support themselves in the
future, if need be. There has been no timo
in many years when any young lady having
suticient knowledge to teach music could not
pleasantly earn a respectable support in that
way. < But,” some may say, “I have no
ear for music, nor have any of my family."
Probably not one of you ever tried it faith-
fully. Perhaps your sons had no nantural
“teur’ for reading, or your daughter no na-
tural handy for writing; and certainly un-
less they have learned these things, they
would neverhave been accomplished in them.
Music does, indeed, come more natural to
most people than many other accomplish-
ments that are next to universal ; yet it dous
not come to all without much time spent in
careful cultivation.

The one best means of introducing music
to a family, and ensuring its cultivation, is
to procure & good musical instrument. It
no one of your daughters or sons can play at
all, yet if they have a good instrument at
hand some of them will learn. In almost
every family this will be the case, Buy an
instrument und try the experiment; if it

music affords a

"succeeds only to a very small extent, the cost,

will be repaid many fold.

A Fu REMARES BY JosH Briuxaes: I
have offen bin tole that the best is tu take a
bull by the horns, but I think in many in-
stances I should prefer the tail hold.

I never kud see ennyﬂgood in naming
wooden gods mail and femail.

Tha tell me fomails are so scarce in the
far west, that a grate menny marred wim-
min are already engaged to thare second and
third husbands.

Josh says:

That John Brown has halted his march &
fu days for refreshments.

That most men would ruther say a smart
thing than dew a good onec.

That bnckspdmg is a big thin,g eshpeshsila
on ice.

That there is two things in this life for
which we are never fully prepared, and that
is twins.

That yu kant judge a man by his roliggun
enny more than yu kan judge his shurt by
tha size ov the kollar and ristbands.

That the devil is al\vn)s prepared tew see
kompany.

That it iz treating a man like n dog to cut
bim oph short in hiz narrative.

That “ignorance is bliss,” ignorance of
sawin wood for instance.

That menny will fale to be saved simply
bekauze they haint got ennything tu saive.
That the virtues of woman are alllicrown
but her frailtics have been teut her.

That dry pastor are the best for flocks—
flocks ov sheep.

That men of genius are like cagles tlnhv
on what tha kill, while mon ov talents are
like crows tha liv on what has ben killed
for them, .

That somé people'are fond ov bragging
ov ancestors and their grate decent, when
in fack their grate decont iz just what's the
matter with them. -

That & woman kant keep a secrot. nor lot
anybody else keep one.

That ¢a little larmng isa dnngerous thmg
This iz as true as it is common; the htﬂcv
the more dungersomo '

That it iz better tew fail i in n.noble ena '
terprize than tew suckseod in a mean one,
That & grate menny’ folks hnve been odx~
cated oph from . thejr foot; ’

That luvin's woman’s Hliatto isa good
depl like n bird in o cnge, open the door und
the bird will fly out and’ never w.rmts tcw
.came back again. |,

. That Sekerlm-y Chase is evxdenuy fmlmg,

the time 6f his Tagt, boat being. 10~40«
‘N. B. —-Ile iy failed)

g5~ The oxports from New York Tast
week, oxclusive of spécie, worg -$8,286,012.°
The figures for the provious week were eqnal- .
Ay aslarge, thus mnkmg over sxxteon amils
liogs for the fortnight. Imports, «in.the
meantime, gre gmall, and/tha lntter promiqu
to continie so fof, sombe. time £ “come.: ‘At
this riatewe shall” soon: have gold .comlngy
back from Europe. ~ Excharige is alréady at, .
8 pomb that vén eh shupinents of: coin un«.




