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THE LITTLE BOY THAT DIED.

g ==

Dr. Olalmers is'saidto be the anthor of the
beautiful poem, written onthe occasions of the
death of a young son whom he greatly loved :

T am all alone in my chan:ber now,
And the midnight hour is near;

And the fagot 's craclk, and the clock s dull tick,
Are the ouly sound I hear.

And over muy soul in. its solitade,
Bweet faclings of sadnoss glide,

For my beart and my eyes are full when 1 think,
OF the little boy that died.

I wenb one night to oy father ’s house —
Went home to the dear ones all —

Axnd softly [opencd the garden gate,
And softly the dvor of the Lall.

My mother came out o meet her son—
BShe kissed an and then she sighed,

And her head fell un my neck and sho wept
For the little boy that died.

1 alwall miss him when the flowers come,
In the garden whor he played;

% shall miss him more by the fire-side,
When the Howers have all decayed.

-3 shall seo his toys aud  his empty chair,
And the horze he used to ride;

And they will speak with a silent epeech
Of the little boy that died.

Ve ahall go hune to our Father ’s house—
To our Father’s house in tho skies,

Where the hope of our souls shall have no Ldight,
Our love-no broken {ies.

We shall roam on the banks of the river of peace,
And bathe in its blissful tide,

And ons of the joys of our Hezven shall'ba
The little Ty thai diad.

Rliscellancons.

"THE ROSEOF GRENOBLE.
A ROMANCE OF YESTERDAY.

{Translated from the French.)

CHAPTER I.

Grenoble is an elegant and flourishing city

The girls there havo their Mabille and giein-

es just outside the gate, and find num-

less beaux among the second lisutenants
on foot.

Casar Rivolet, at the epoch of the com-
mencement of this history, June 1848, had
but two chevorns on his arm  Ifis uniform
coat, howover, fitted him as finely as possible,
and a soft silky moustache gave the young
man a decidedly interesting air.

_ Une single sentence will show what bril-
liant expectations his regiment had formed of
him. i
¥ oral,” said ‘a soldier to him one day,

2 - shalrlpbe a sapper. Promise me that whgn
you are 3 captain I shall be your attendant.”

Casar smiled with an air of affectation,
which showed that he expested to be a Mar-
shal of France.

Why was not ambition the oaly passion of
the young man? Had this been the case he
would not have followed, one evening of 184%,
a basket of violets, which hung on the ane of
& young girl who was on her way home from

a ﬁdnetr'p in lh}:\ suburbs.

@ street which Ciwesar passed down was
almost deserted. The sun was setting and a
few women sat in front of their side doors gos-
sipping. The young girl with the basket
".rkaﬁ on with down-cast eyes. She did not
know her flowers had tempted Cassar Rivolet
—she did not even know, oppressed with the
burden of her violets and her revery, that she
was beautiful, and that Gorvarini, the poet of
the pencil, if he had seen her passmight have
asked himself if she were one of his own pro-
dmétion.-

. Ueesar kept his eyes fixed on the basket of
;}101:3- He drew nearer the young girl, un-
! ength nothing but the basket’separated

e a2 Mademuimlle," said he, ¢
‘are !!Ilgomt‘gst beautifal] | avere‘saw,:?ur Dl
**Monsicur, this evenin , at 't!:e t
my mother will sall you u:fmny as G:B;mme
&t one sou a boguete” oo
"“Onewou!” exclaimed Coosnr < isi
—— » ta t %
deed cheap, when we remomber hol:r“:‘l‘:
the haods that ﬂﬂlared thom s

! i
the perfame of which you have you;:if“init

led. I-[ prefor “’ﬁ" gaéidadly »
‘“1eannot sell them to you. My mother
bias y forbidden me to stop in the
street, or to sel! them to any one.”

“To sell them ¢ i

| She only remembered s single

| stay with Lil.

| a kind of profile was visible not far from the

word of all that
Caesar said—that word was love, and it
continued to ring in her ears. When she
reached her mother’s house, & poor hovel of
one room, with gray walls outside, and white
within, containing s bed, & eradle and three
chairs, and a framed engraving above theﬁm
place, she had not recovered from her agita-
tio

n. A
¢t What is the matter Rosa:™ said her mo-
ther, ** you look strangely.”
«« ] stumbled against a stone in the street,
and came near falling.” . -
. Rose, why did you b ?”
ad and white doll to which she applied
that nsme. ** When he goes to , €0 On
i
y-

with your work Perhaps to-day
more fortunate than I was ye
audieney will be large, and I shall probably
sell more. Shut the door and window and let '
no one else in. I will tap on the blind ”

The mother kissed Rose, who was rocking
Lili, and left,

" The woman was the widow of a workman.
Her husband had fallen fiom the tower of a
chureh about a year before, (just three months
before Lili's birth). To support her children,
whom she loved dearly; as a dying man loves
his life, she sold papers iu the morning, fruits
in the afternoon, and flowers at.night. Rose
never accompanied her, for some one had to

This was a pretext. The mother was pru-
dent, and uncasy on account of her daughter’s
beauty.

When she was alone, Rose shut the blinds,
and twok from beneath a heap of ‘withered
flowers a piege of broken glass. This was the
accomplice of her innocent coquetries. Her
mother’s was much larger and fastened to the
wall.

Rose appeoached the glass la 1+ which shed
its light assp.- ., "¢ as the mser yields his
gold, and Jooked a. | face in the fragment
of glass. For the twentieth time she looked
at the little dimple on her chin—its appear-
ance gave her as much delight as the discov-
ery of America did Columbus. Suddenly,
however, she looked anxiously around. She
fancied she heard a light tap on the window.
She replaced the gless, opened the door and
looked into the street. The sky was blue, and

house. The profile seemed to move towards

her; she became alarmed and shut the door.
It is strange,” said she. *¢ There cannot

be a sentinel here; besides the wan bhas no

|

|
|
|
|
I
i
{

my mother.”

| by.

| days after, whom we have already known.—

Sentinel; or nat, tho soldier, though with-
ont his gun, kept watch over the houseall

night, orat least till the mother tapped at the
blinds.

CHAPTER 1I.
** Yes, Rosa," said a young man, a few

‘“1 have kept my promise, and come to tell
you that I love you.”
“+ If you are serious, Monsieur, I will tell

** Precisely just what T wish ; but bysshd
y. Love me first, Rose. Do you love me,
Rose? Do you love me ?”

The young girl looked down, but made no

repl{.

This was about a fortnight after Crosar
Rivolét bad taken a bunch of violets from
Rose. Every day since then he had contrived
to meet her or her way from the gardener's.
He always sought to speak to her, bat she trip-
ped along with out giving Lim an opportunity.
Kvery evening, bowever, when her mother
was away, Rose used to open the blinds to see
if the sentinel was on his post.

e was always on duty.
bunch of violets, whi¢h he used to kiss, wit
out, however, saying a word Rosa used
shut the blindssilently, but then she always
took out the looking-glass immediately after-
wards. On sach pecasions she was always

le, aud a tear of remorse would steal into

er eye. She would then sit down by Lili's
cradle, with a dpooping brow, and heaving
breast, and relaxed limbs, for whole hours un-
til the return of her mother. :

One evening Roso heard the signal at the
blind much earlier than usual. She however
opened the door.

It was not her mother but Caesar.

** Do you love me, Rose 7” asked he tenderly; |
and as he spoke he passed one of his arms a-
round her waist.

Rose did not open her lips, so amazed was
she ; bat her blushes and her trouble replied
to the gquestion.

CHAPTER ITI.

“ Do Enu know the news, Roso?, gaid an
old neighbor to the young girl on the next
moruing, which was June 25, 1848, It
seetws that they're cutting each other’s throats
in Paris.  You do not hear me. What I say
is true. And the evidence is that the garrisoon
of tircenoble is gono to the capitol. [t went
last night.

s% ﬁ;m_c g saifgonoael Bngi: a tone of mmery 2

“* Are you a : ¥ Are af!

a little bloodshed 1 e
** Goune!" repeated she; ** gone! Oh, m
God! 8ay to my mother that she has n{:

hter.  Tell her to curse me. Adieul”

The regimeut to which Cpesar be
marched so rapidly, that in eight or nine days r
it wasat St. Maur, in the camp which was
then formed under the walls o¥ Paris, near
V:Bcennee. S

oe morning Casar came out of his tent
g@nug beeanse he had been unable to sleep.
¢ had strange dreams. He thought, amid
the thunder, that he heard, & woman, in atone

dgﬂ agony utter hi o tuinded
af thg _:fyr-s, and immedi-

| foels nature’s dictate and the _erﬁnﬁ‘
love gives. She mext boldly and

He showed hera |

sible way in the hape of obtaining ‘an ex-svhnu-

| of War, of him who waslieutenant in the cav-

% din,g

| EBENS?W'

148“ m“'n
Csesar saw the body of a young girl on the
sand. He ized Rose, and cxclaimed—

** This is strange "' .

It will be remembered that after Dr. gu»
grado had taken all the blood from his patients’
vein he was surprised to see them die.

** A man of our regiment killed her,” said
one of the soldiers. It was sbout miduight
and she would not answer the sentinel’s chal-
lenge. Hefired, and yousee what happened!”

t_” Py .

took place during the storm.”
._T-'.r ROAY ;-l i q. e

last almost dead with fatigue, she'
reached St. Maur. It was inthe midst of the

tempest, and the noise of the rain, the wind,

and the thunder, had prevented her from Lear-

ing the challenge. She had been shot as she

nmroached the sentiuvel to ask him the address

o

er lover.
Poor Rose I-—poor Cesar |—poor mother!

A FRENCH STORY

At a Court ball, some twentﬁm since, a
young officer of the French ca met and
was charmed by a beautiful English girl. He
obtanied an introddction, and d with her
as often as he could, wtiht.hout challenging the
remark of his Graee, the youn 's papa.
Our hero was handsome, miailnl::rmy. and
in every way a n to win the will of
the fair sex. e was of good y, and had
the aristocratic de affixed to his name, although
he could boast no patrimonial estate. ™
The young lady was of England’s privileged
' ly Tﬁis.

4.

class both moble and wealthl
however, our lover did notknow when first he
bowed before the charme of her beauty. Love

begets love, and women are gratefal ; and the
fair girl returned the young soldier’s devotion;,
They met often—how or where we canuot say ;
but Paris is large, and English s s are
convenient for young people. gas all
charmingly agreealle, | : for

theirs was flirts arious intention

““That was his order. -Pardieu! but it

ve and style lesson his rant age.
earries her inadmissible forty years
- numbered but thirty. The latter
 yéars of their lives are likely to be bap-

And'so ends a real life romange, that is
very like 6ue in a story book.

1 has
the refurn of hisson, who,
Jken ok tamderage, hadithe

:‘ » v . L WY
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the boy, and long qgomeh‘un up for
_It_aprnn, however. when he was cap-

, the Russian General, Prince Woronzoff,
sent him to St. Petersburgh, where the late
Em took a liking to the lsd, and bad him
educated io the Military Academy.

It happened last year that Schamyl, in some
sudden surprise, took several Russian ladies
prisoners, among whom was the Princess Tas-
sharawaddy, They were conducted to one of
Schamyl's mountain fastnesses, and coufined
there as prisoners of war, but treated with the
respeot and decorum due to their rank and
sex—The Governor General of Tiflis sent a
flag of truce to Schamyl to demand the release
of the ladies, offering a sum of
money and the liberty of several Circassion
ladies, who had been made prisoners by the

Russians. But Schamyl replied that if his
son were alive, and the {lusz.ma would restore
him, he release all the lady-captives.
The licholas sent for young Seawyl,

gave him his liberty, and fitted him out with
the needful equipments to undertake the lonz
journcy, Theexc e took place in the end
of Janu Young Schamyl, who, when at
St. Petersburgh, was not required to abjure
the moslem creed, bas profi by bis involun-
tary scjour at the Russian capital, and
sow retorned to his overjoyed futher anac
plished cavalier, with a comparasigely diyili
zed education. Tt is ssad thatd

&lll

which
ly de-
clares to her parents that she loves the young
officer with her whole heart, and Adm alone
will she marry, That if they will mot permit
her to judge of her own happiness, #he ean
wait until she isof age, when the clergyman
may warry them without parental leave.

My Lord and My Ludy are made conseious
that their fair and gentle daughter has a will ot
her own. and also a patient determination to
gratify that will. They come to parly, and
enter into negotiations with the young people

The lovers are to be seperated for two years
—it shall not be considered an engagement—
and the young lady shall receive the addresses
of other suitors.

On the other hand, the loversare to be pei-
witted to correspond, and if they remain ﬁv-
ers at the end of two years, they shall marry
with full consent and apsarobuion

The young lady consoles her anxious lover
with assurance that Jier love is unchanged, and
that the two years’ absence will ouly serve to
prove their affection for each other and endear
them to one another still more.

They part! The English return home.
I)uring :?:nonth they cgcbmm daily—
and such letters ! huﬁn , and how
ull of terms of endearment! How poor lan-
them !

: day our heroine listened in vain for
the an’s knock, so well known to every
Loundoner. Hecame not. The nextday pas-
sed, and the next—and no tidings; m!&m
many days passed, and brought disappointment
only, Weeks lengthed into mounths, and no
letter cheered the sick heart of the R:r i

The third month eame round, and ﬁ:u
became faint. Then My Lady condoled with
ber daughter, upbraided the young soldier,

tears. A first woaknes passed, Bowe

and urged the tance of Lord——asa sui-
tor for her hand. It was thus that a true
Eoglish Leart should resent an insult  Three

mounths pass. Meanwhile the unbappy dam-
sel writes letters and sends them in every pos-

tion of this long silence  None come: doubts
becomes convietion—=she is deserted. She
stifles the love in her heart, and pride comes to
strengthen her sel Having no lon-

ger = desire of her own, she yiells to that of
hermother. My Lady I will marry Lord—,
but since [ have so decided, lot us be married
quickly.

It was done. Fiﬁm?eirs pass by. Our
heroine i3 a widow! ve years more, and
My lady” liesill until death.

Sheé ealls her danghter to her bedside, and
confesses that she had detained the letters of
the young officer—that he bad been faithful
The proofs of it were by the huadred in such 2
desk. *‘My Lady” dies. Our hervine secks
these letters of the lover of her youthful days,
and finds heaps of his, and alsq those she had
written, in the vein hope of obtaining explan-
ation of Lis silence. P

Twenty years of ointment were for-

otten in reading the ardent expressions of af-
foction - and devotion. . which they: brosthed.
She was young again, and her beart had known
no care—it was again the spring-time of her
Tito. She taok  Hieso lettors with  hery aad
went to Paris.

She t information from the Minister

alry of 1834. The authorities replied that

| saluf ihat enrps.—Nicholos,

L0 walure,
vilized mauners
abg his country men.
{ : related to me by ome of
the Prussthi omicers of the Gth Cuirmsies:,

Ewmperor of Russia,) who were sent, in the
(enr 1842, toSt..Pe)berubnrgh as adeputation
from the regiment to congratulate the Czaron

his having been five-and-twent cars Colo-
v} i wi:w{nrivrd the

officers with marked distinction, took them
propria persona to maeet s different wmilita-
among others,

ry establishments, to the

hool of Cadets, where all the lads were
drawn up inalong hall—The Emperor, close-
ly followed by the Prussians, stopsed before
one of the youngest cadets, patted his checks
with both hauds, and then lifting ham up,
kissed him most affectionately. Theu tarning
to the Prussians, he said : **Gentlemen, you
will never guess who this lad is. He is the
son of my most bitter enemy, the Circassion
chieftain, Schamyl, who has thd him un-
der my eare for his education.”

- A Change of Mind.

A friend who read the aneedote of Lieut.
Governor Plunkett, recently given in our col-
umns, was reminded of an event In theearly
life of the late Hon. Jeremiah Mason, which
bears resemblance in some pointsto our story.
Mr. Mason was something of a giant in phys-
ical as well as mental proportions, and in youth
must have possessed a powerful frame. In a
sitting position he did net, however, appear a-
bove ordinary stature, not ounly from great
length ofml;i. but from a habit of stooping
which he had acquired. While iu the vigor
and strength of early manhood, Mr. Mason
happened one very cold day to be driving &-
long aroad in the country, looking rather iu-
significant to the casual obscrver; at least, to
an impudent tesmster who ed inan
opposite direction, occupying a pottion of |
the road with histeam, so that passing was a
difficult matter for another vebicle. they
neared each other, Mr. Mason courteously re-
quested the teamster to tarn out and give bim
room ; but the saucy varlet, with an impudent
look at the apparcutly small youth, perem
rily refused, and told him to turn out hinself.
Mr. Mason, who instantly perceived there was
but one vourse to pursue, quietly his
horse, laid down the reins over the dasher,
and slowl to roll down the robes, ut
the time drawing up his legs, and nally
rising from Ins soat. The teamster fuietly
watched these motions ; but as the legs obtain-
ed a foundation, and foot after foot of Mr. Ma-
son’s mammoth proportious came into yview, a
look of astonishment, like a circle in the water,

ever bis hitherto calm face, and wil:dn
deprecating gesture he presently exclaimed,
*That'll do, stranger—don’t rise any more—
I'll tarnout.” Mr. Masoun bad soon the track
to himself, and our bewildered teamster drove
off at a brisk . **Creation !” said he, as
he touched up the off leader with his whip, ‘1
wonder how high that critter would have goue
if I hadu’tetopped him "'—Boston al.

Law Smﬁ.;ﬂspohon,. in conversation
with Las Casas, at S5t. Helena, dwelt upon the
evils u’lﬂasﬁ'ﬂ law suits' which, he said,

wasan , asoeinl cancer. My
code, he said, had singularly diminished law-

remained muoh for the Legislature Lo accom-

Eotorabebeion St svery tdsyidual, Biliiors

. énds of ulogl :

An Unfortrnste Widow.
Sol Smith relates the following odd ececur-
rence during his peregrinations in Georgia:
Between Caleba Swawp and Line Creek, in
the ** Natien,” we saw aconsiderable crowd

gathered near a drinking house, most of them |

scated and sinoking. We to see what
was the matter. It was Sunday, and there
had been a quarter rage for a gallon of whis-
key. The first thing I noticed was the singn-
Tar position of one of the horses of
He was kneeling down.aad standin

4 ® grocery G 1
stone dead, having evidently run directly
against the building at full speed, causing the
house partially to fall. About five paces from
the horse lay the rider, quite senscless, with
a gash in his throat that might have let out &
thousand lives. AsT =aid, most of the crowd
were seated aod smoking.

** What is all this?" I inquired, ** what iz
the matter here 17

‘;;‘Malmer ¥’ after a while answered one, in
a drawling voice. giving a spit, and refil-
ling his mouth wgi:h agne\%'m'd mdw *+ Matter
enough ; there's been a quarter race.”

“* But how came this man killed 7 | asked.

“Well,” answered the chewing and spitting
gentleman, ** the man was considerably in l-
quor, I reckon, and he ran his hoss chuch a-
gainst the house, and that's the whole on it.”

““Has a doector been sent for?” inguired
one of our party.

I reckon there sin’t much use of dootors
here,” replied another of the erowd, ** burnt
brandy c.sldu’t save either of “em, man or
ml’l

.‘Hﬂs
quired L.

« No children that I knows on,” answe
a female, who was sitting on the ground a
short distance from the dead man, smoking
composedly.

‘“ e has a wife, then ¥ T remarked, ““what
will be her feslings when she learns the fatal
tappination of this most unfortunate race ¥

“2Xes " sighad the fomale, ** it was an un-
foviunate race. Poor man, he loss the whis-
ey

** Do you happen to know his wife? Has
she heen iuformed of the untimely death of
her hushand 7 were my next inquiries.

“* Do I know her? has she been informed of
Lis death 77 said the woman. *“* Well! I reck-
on you ain’t acquainted about these parts: I
am the unfortunate widdor.”

“You, maiam ! You the wife of this man
whe haes been so untimely cut off ¥ 1 exclaim-
ed, in astonishment.

“ Yes! and what ebout it ¥ zaid she 7 **nn-
timely cut off ! Histhroat's cut, that’s all, by

the man a wife and children ¥ in-

that “tarnal sharp end of a log; and as for its |

being untimely, I don't know but it's as well
now as any tiwe. 2l war'nt of no account,
no how I

She resumcd her smoking, and we resumed
our journey.

; Amusing Duels.

A work on “Duels and Duelling” has re-
cently been published in Boston, which con-
tams for wore amusement than one would ex-
peot to find in such & volume. The case of
Major Hillas and Fenton, in Ireland, in which
the former gentleman was shot,, is an illus-
tration. The Judge, in summing up the evi-
dence suid to the jury :—*“Gentlemen, it ism
business to lay down the law to you, and I wi
The law says the killing a manin a duel is
murder, and I am bound to tell you it is mur-
der ; therefore, in the discharge-of my duty,
I tell you so; but I tell you, at the same time,
a fairer duel than this T never heard ofin the
whole course of my life I”

Two Physicians, by the nnme of Mcad-and
Woodward, fought in England, and the latter
ulippiu&, his opponent exclaimed— " Take
your life.” To which the prostrate Galen re-
plied, <*Anything but your physic.”

“Qld Put,” one of the heroes of our revo-
lution, was very odd alsoin his ideas of the
code. He agreed to meet a British officer at
a specified ﬂlnm and hour, without seconds.
When the Briton repaired to the spot he was
groeted by a shot from *Old Pat,’ lying in perdu
about thirty rods off. While ‘Put’ was re-load
ing, the officer approached and asked, *“what
arc you sbout to do? Is this the conduct of
an American officer and a man of honor?”
*‘What am I about to do I, replied the Gener-
- & nestion to put t6 a man you
intend to’::eunrg&;l! I'm al@ut to kill you; I:d
if you don’t beat a retreat in less tiwe than it
takes old Heath to hang.a tory, you aren gone
dog ” The efficer fled,

The old Wolf-Hunter accepted another
challenge from a British officer. At the ap-
pointed time and spot the ofiger found  him
seated near a  barrel—apparently of gunpow-
der—smoking a pipe. He asked the Fng-
lishman tosit on the other side of the barrel,
and remarking that ‘‘there was an
chance for both, " set firc to the match he
officer retreated in a hurry, when Old Put
laughced st him, saging— you are just as
h.:ge a wan as I took you to_be ; this is noth-
ing but a barrel of onions to try you by ; but
you dan’t like the smell. "’

Discovxring ox A Lenser.—1TIn the days of
Nick Biddle and the U. 8. Bauk, & man was
seen going into Wall street with his ledger
under bis arjn.  Meeting a friend the follow-
ing cotiversation occurred :

“Goed morning-friend—which way now 7"’

+Good morning, good morning, sir—just

. . A - : i k a mowoens. ”
;ﬁ. Not that he could hope to et n | gow up to the e
ing; thisthey bave dome for ages; | “but what have ‘Wﬂ:f"" :
: : chha i A book, sir—m er—that's all.
“but mld a third party in -t . ,Wiu s s @ :
en stirr you going to-do with your- 39

“Going to get it i

the party.
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i * An Indisn Ceremony.

1 Among the many curious ceremonies char-

| acteristio of the California ndians, one of the
| most interesting aud imporing is said to be the
; “Feast of Gympsum " —which celebrates the
introduction of Loys to manhood.  Ou the oo-
: ceremony, due notice of the
| feast having been ; iven, and invitations
tented to boring fri villages, all the
youths who heve attained the requisite age
| are confined within the dwelling of gome chief,
& decootion of gymy

| bility for an’'entive night. The fen choir
| of the village then assemble sround ‘the tent,
devorated in their gayost dresses, and Sarropn-
' ded by abody guard of old men, of whom sots
|udir'ectorofﬁ.pmewling'. The young-
' er men and invited guests enter the ring, 3:.
vested of the . part of their ciothin g,
| profusely ornamented with feathers, and sov-
| ered with sltarnate strips of black . and white
| print. The director then makes s short
| spec and commences dancing. The entire
! ir bursts ont into asong by no means gn-
; musical, and all the men within the ring pro-
i ceed to follow the example of their dire " in
a series of steps which set st dofiance alf 'o{-._
| ventional rules for the poetry of motion. "At
| the elose of the song the old men puff  from
& their mouths a volume of wind towards heay-
| en, and with a loud howl the dancers retire to
recover breath.

Three nights are spent in this manner, with
| the acception that the first night the
| youths, who have pecovered from their stupor,

are allowed to participate in the dangng.
| On the first day after their recovery from the
{ effects of the medicine—which effects are said
| to resemble somewhat the delightful sensations
| produced by the haschish of the Arabs—they
| are presentad with wster and paint, and sfier

having performed their ablutions and painted

themselves, are led into the field and taught
| the miysteries of planting aad harvesting—al-
{ 80, how to construct the various kindas of lod-
| ges, and how to ensnare the different species
' of game used by them for food, Tl:eyl.r;!l-
| po daily lectured apon the ““arts” of war, theft
l'and deeeption his instruction econtintics
| for three days, during which time they'tre
I eondueted into u now and higher style of dance,
| On the third day they are reli-
| gion, the crestion of the earth, snd histo-
ry of the buman race, and are then dismissed

to the liberties of manhood.—Boston Jowrnad.

A Husband for « Day.
| X funny farce is sometimes” presented
! to the publie, called ** A Nobob foran Hour.”
' A melo-drama bas recently been enacted in 8t
Albans, Vermont, which may be denominated
| ** A Husband for a Day.” A few evenings
| since, as we are informed by & correspondent,
i adhd_\rﬁwhnsc husband halbeebxi in Californis
| adout five years, was agrecably surprised b
| the unexpected return of her he{lcr baif, anhi
| supposed.  He wore & heavy beard and mus-
| tache, and was familiar with many ineidonts
| of their carly life, and so fully established him-
Tself in the capacity of her husband that he
' passed an agreeable day in herompany, snd
| obtained possession of some §300 previously
| remitted for her use. The ha pair wero

recciving the con ions of theirned rs
_during the nextday, when lo and behold ! the
joy of the lady was suddenly changed to bit-
 terness by one who had recently retwrned from
| the gold region, and who proved te her sagis-
| faction that the would-be husband was nothing
| more or less than a good imitation of the genu-
‘ ine article—bearing the same form ﬂf. -
|

! easion of this

tures, and having been an intimate friend of
the true one. The martiali has been
arrested, and now awaits his examisaion for
(20 the indictment reads)‘’ asssult and Bat-
m!_y.”

Journeyman Printera.

From high to low, they are the same eure-
less, well informed, good-hearted men—know-
’ ing how to act better than they do—nothing

at times, yet everything if occasion requires
it, we have seen one and the same individeal
of the craft, a minister in Caroling, a boatman
on the western caual, a lawyer in Missouri, a
l sheriff in Ohio, a sailing master on board » pri-

vateer, an auctioneer in New York, & press-
man in a garret printing office ! .

Having nothing to loose, no ean
overwhelin them, and earing to gain pothing,
no tide of fortunate earries them upward from
the levil where they choose to stand, the hap-

iest dogs in all Christendom. . Phi
Ey practice, spendthrifs by inclination., ,
complain not when the stomach cries for. i
and they Lave noue 0 give—and next hour if
fortune favors the means they expend more for
unnecessary delicacies than would serve to
k:;;k) them on wholesome food for »  whole
week. .

Tue care Czar axp s Puysierax.—-Dr.
| Mandt. the phar;m who sttended the Czar
Nicholas in his , has published a giroum-
stantinl aceount of the closing soenes of the
monarch’s life.  “* Atten minutes three ™
says the doctor, “ he nsked me, I had
mentioned the name of his father confessor,
‘MustI then die? I answered, * Yes sive.’
thamubuleufhilfnumnd. not the least
qn“*ﬁ'ﬁnﬂ of P‘h‘h- "Bﬂ.’ =aid h’.
‘ean find the ‘thus to doom me to
death ; to toll me to my fice 7 “ First,” guid
I, by so deoing, T fulfil a promise made to y
ayearand a half ago; MJE
uuspakﬁt’ome,lﬁ!ﬁ ecme ; moreover,
{ thas fulfil a duty to the Emperor. Yowhave
several hours to live ; youareinfull posscadion
of your facultics, and can dircot . :
will—at least T bolieve. g0, D
t.:l‘g:' m:: tﬁi'i:hl;.vttln W aent to
- tm - .' o i —F. ._J_ o
| nud he sic
= g
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