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THE PROUDEST LADY

BY T. WESTWOCD.

e —

%e queen 18 proud on her throne,

Ard proud are her maids so fine;

¢ the proudest lady that ever was known
Iy & little lady of miue.

.4 bt she flouts me, she flouts me,

| sparns, and scoras, and scouts me;

1 drop on my

) B

1843

oar th
L

» same she doubis me.

Sl ¢

She is twonty by the ralendar—

A lily's almost as tall;
But ot this little lady’s by far
The proudest lady of all.
1t's hee aport and pleasure to flunt me,
To spurn, and 20T, and scont me;
Rut al! I've a notion it’s not but play,

That, sar what she will, and feign what she
INavy,

She can't well do withont me.

When she rides om her nag away,
By park, and road, and river,

Iz s little hat so jaunty and gar,
Ol then she's prouder than ever!

And ol what faces, what faces!

What petulant, pert grimaces!

Yhy, the very pen)

Ay

prances and winks,
i tosses his head, and plainly thinks

He may ape her airs and graces.

Tnt ot times, like a pleasant tune,
\ swoeter mood o'eriakes her;

0 then she’s sunny as skies in June,
\nd all her pride forsakes her.

it she dances round me so fairly!

04 her Jaugh rings out so rarely!

845 coaxes and nestles, and looks and pries,

[z my puzzled face with: her twe bright eyes,

And says, “I lova you dearly!™

Ukt the queen is prﬂlld on her throne,
And proud are her maid so fine;
But the proudest lady that ever was known
Is this little lady of mine.
Good lack! how she teases aud flouts me,
And
Bus

spurns, and scorns, and scouts me;
al! 1've a potion its nougit but play,
That, say what she will; and feign what shu
may,

Rhe can’t well do without me.

L& l.ord Nelson, w
rhipped on board his ship, asceuded to the
‘eck pn\cipitately, read rapidly, and in agi-
ated voice, the rules of the serviee, and then
eried. “ Boatswain, do your duty;
pardon I”  Lord Nelson would then
arcund at his officers —all keeping silence, he
would say, **What ! not one of you gentle-
men, not one of you has pity upon thal map,
or upon my sufferings! Untie the man—my
brave fellow, on the day of battle. remem-
ber mel” It was yery rarely that the sailer
thue rescued by his admiral did not distin-
guish bimself at a later period.
wan was going to be whipped. He was a ma-
ize. A beauntiful young girl sprang through
worowd of soldiers; she fell on her knees
“re Nelson, and seized bis havd. ‘‘Par-
‘i, your hovor,” said she, +*pardan, he will
urer be guilty sgain!” - Your face,”, said
% sdmiral, ‘‘answers for his future good
wdnet, Untie that man; he who has such
besufiful ereature as this for a friend can-
1t be a bad man,” This mariue became a
“tUiconnt.

Len forced

”
A

— The tongue of & humiming bird is very
wricus. It has two tubes slongside of each
other, like the two tubes of a double barrel-
ied gun. At the tip of the fongue the tubes
wea little separated, and their ends are
wiaped like spoons. The honey is spooned
Up, 85 we say: and then it is drawn into into
e wouth through the lon
“tgae. But the bird uses
;’n“’l’ way. It catches insects with
ives on these ns well as on hopey. It
®alches them in this way; the two spoons
Brasp the ipsect like a pair of tongs, and the
tonzue bending, puts it into the bird's mouth.

E‘f tongae, then, of the humming bird, is
Wt merely ope instrument, but it eontains
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admiral | propriety, knew a little
Jook | she knew a good deal more a
| ing

One day a | and unprotected,

|

l allow him three y

. pounced on his

|

tubes of the l

its tongue an- | jpess or profession.
it, for it | Church was closed ag

(

|

only relation, and Lad .tﬂ c
the world alone and unaiged.

| until she had worked, and hard too
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Gelect ’i‘qlc.

From ths London Family Hen;a.

THE

ow the very moment he entered the metrop-
olis. Being duly loeated at a coffee-house,
bis first step was to make a tour of this won-
der of the world, London; the second, to vis-
it some old college friends, wno having selec-
ted professions, were laboriously pursuing

SECRET OF SUCCESS.

_The shadows of life surround us on all
sides, and the sweet sunshine of our existence
only scrves to render them more distinet.
Indeed life may be compared to a long aven-

t the option of the : -
! | ue of trees, in the centre of which 18 a broad

strip of glorisus light, and on each side
gloomy masses of. darknces, that seem strug-
gling to meet and devour that delicious track
of brilliancy.

Ro it is with man; on each side of Lim are

2 po | shadows; but he may avoid them if he chooses,
3 00 | or ma

ke as much use of them as the wemy

12 do | traveller does when be shelters himsell in
$5 00 | their repose from the too scorching rays of
9 00! the sun.

Darkness has its uses as well as
light; it is the earth's couch, and is as neces-

sary to its healthy existence as light, for uni- |

versal nature ismade up of friendly extremes.

Not so, however, reasoned a young man,
as he stood by the side of a sun-dial erected
in one of those old chuarchyards so common
in the rural districts of Eogland, and which
we all love for the quaintness of their sacred

He was evidently about
dressed in mouruing, for ke had just lost his
arve his way in
He was con-
templating the suo-dial, aud as Lo SOW
shadow move, his rcflectlons were ratbcr
a sombre character.

“We are vut shadows after all,” bhe mut-
tered half aloud. **We creep on like this
shadow and then vanish ia the deeper dark-
pess of night. Not so this shadow; round
and round it goes for ages, marking the brief

ot will be a brief

twenty-itwo, and (

—

|

the |

of |

them; his last, to see what he could do for
himself. He had a high opinion of his own
powers, _nnd felt confideut that he could fill
any position either in law, divinity, politics
or literature. He had recourse to the pa-
pers—every young man siwmilarly situated
does the same—and day after day did he care-
fully peruse those advertising columus which
are 8o eloquent au index o the splendor,bus-
iness, wants and miseries of the metropolis of
the world.

At the end of the month Le found nothing
that would have suited him. He then ad-
vertised his own wants, with, at the end of a
month, no better result. He began to be
alarmed, and took to authorship, that tempt-
ing refuge for the friendless and embarrassed
who fancy they have talent It is one of the
leading peculiarities of a large class of the
young men of the present day, that if they
Lave received a tolerable education,they rush
| to the conclusion that they are geniuses —
Some aspire to the stage —others to the pross
—others to the high art of writing books,
aud astonishing the world with new ides. A
few succeed, but they are very few, and their
success is purchased by severe privations and
the most humiliating mortifications. The
rest, after a faint strugzle,, fall back on 1

in more humble and profitable capacitics.
Fravk Webster, who really bad ability,
helonged to this sspiring class; but he had

no gepius. He possessed the mac
;in;.;:ght, but not the tact, sclid judgment, !

-

and Beenness Of perception necessary to give
it adequate motive powcr. He thereiore was-
ted his time and abilities by not kunowing, or
carnestly striving to koow what to do with
them, to say nothing of any power to keep

shadow, a stalking gloom, traversing through
a few years, and then be swallowed up in the ;
hideous night of the grave.” '

“Say oot 8o, Frank!” excluimed a gent}e]
voice. a8 a hand lizht as the touch of a feather |
was laid on bis shouider. e started, and a i
he |
recognized the speakor.

“Say not so, Frauok,” repeated the maiden,
for such she was, *‘this shadow teaches us
our duty, and far from reminding us of our
doom, it tells us how slowly but surely time
travels, and that while we are here we should
pot be despondent. See! there is sunshine
behind and sunshine beforel—so lovk upon
the shadow as a monitor, a frieud. snd take
a lesson from its unvarying industry.”

‘“You have grown quite a phbilosopher,” ]
the young man ssid, sadly, as he fondly ca-
ressed the delicate hand that was without any
coyness placed within his; “‘but always were
placid and bopeful. I« #litry; but oh! Lucy,
it is hard to part with those we love. Years
may clapse before we mect again, and then —
t}.th "

«-Never, Frank Wehster,” replied the mai-

|

on doing when he had made the grand dis-
covery. liis continuous querelous complaint |
was, ‘I am only a shadow, usclessly travel-
ling round the dial of misfortune.” However,
he did write a book, full of Greek and Latis,
and, in his own opinion, a very learned com-
position. By the advice of an acquaintanse
be forwarded it to an emineut publisher, aud
in due course waited upon that gentleman.
©8yr,” said the latter, *‘your book is very
good book in its way, but it won't take The
public don’t want such books. They would
rather kuow something about California, or
Australia, or Borneo, or even Kamschatka,
than ancient Rome or Greece, Good morn-

to write to me. I will send
letter, and post it myself ”

Little did she know that at that moment
Fraok was approaching the village, way-wora
haggard, huogry, and almost shoeless.

In the morning, as was usual with her,
Lucy looked out of the window for the post-
man, and as the window commanded a view

him lbng sweet

—_— e ———— —
-

without disgracing her, or wounding ber feel
ings by his woeful appearance,

Some days afterwards, Frank said to Lucy,
«“When I contrast what I have done with
what you have done, how bumilisted T feel!
You tried to do what you could do, and have
succeeded. I tried to do whatI could not
do, and have failed, and deservedly so; for

of the churchyard, she observed a meanly-
clad person leaning on the sun-dial, appa-
rently deeply absorbed. Sarprised at such
an occurrence, for the villagers were by no
means addicted to such contemplation, she
rezarded Lim with great attention.

“‘Some povr highway pilgrim,” she tho

|

aght
“if he comes this way I will give him hal?—a-
crown for Frank’s sake, for it was there we
parted. But 1 had better send it.” And
forthwith calling her maid of all-work (for
Lucy Dixon now kept a scrvant) she de-
spatched her with the coin.

Frank Webster—for as the reades may
have guessed it was he—was [leauing on the
pillar in a sad reverie.

“My words were prophetic,’ he =aid to
himself; “‘my destiny is but s destiny; it be-
pan and is ended; aud there is an end of it.
Shadows begin at nothing and end at noth-
ing Three times three hundred and sixty-
five suns has this dial recorded, and yet there
is the shadow still—silent, sombre—slowly

|

ess |
| ambitious pretensions, and geek a livelibood

hinery of | girl addressed him, saying,

|

i tle

ing, sir.”

““Three weary months wasted,” Frank
siched. as he threw his manuseript ioto the
fire.

But younth is ever hopefual especially when
it bas a fow pounds in its pocket, So Frank
continued to write cheerful letters to Luey,
and in return received the most affectionate
ones; but to her repeated inquiry ‘‘whether
he had settled down,” he always returned an
evasive aCswer.

'1

den, earpestly. *‘Lney Ilizon’s heart was
not given away lightly or to one undeserving,
and she will not refuse her hand when the
proper ocecasion arrives, unless upon such
provocation as a Christian girl ought not to
overlook. Iavethe same faith in me, Fraunk,
as I bave in you. [ trust you.”

«‘Dear, dear Luey,” returned the youog
man, earnestly. “*May hcaven shower every
blessing on your head! I do trust you—I
will.”

Leaving them to their sweet though mourn-
ful conference—for they were about to part

His sceond literary cffort was a novel,
which met the same fate as his learned com-
position. Then ke betook himeself to less pre-
tentions sources, and failed in them all. Ce-
casicnally he carned a few pounds, which in-
spired him with hope for a time; but at the
end of a couplo of years he was almost pen-
niless. In despair he aceepted an offer to be
amanuensis to a blind author, but the latter
suddenly dying, in a short time, he was
thrown on the world homeless, tattered and |
destitute. e was seeu no more by any ©
his metropolitan acquaintances

]

|

for an indefinite period—and what is sadder
to young hearts than the parting of lovers—
we will say something about their previous
history.

Both were orphans, and each had been
brought up by a relatiou.

l.l‘L‘lC

¥

for a country girl in Lumble life,
pately for her it happened to ha
prantical one She could write E

and foriu-
ve bLeen =
pglish with
of arithmetic, but
bout hLousckeep-
She was what is called a famous mana-
g(!f, a
and delicacy that few uoticed she was working
She
was a bee, without its buzzing or sting. Her
aunt dying, she found herself the possessor
of a few pounds and a little furniture.
what was she to do?

Frank Webster had been educated in a dif-
ferent manner altogether, as it was only nat-
ural he should have been. His uncle, being
childless, doated upon him, and being a thri-
ving, although a small farmer, placed him in
a neighboring grammar-school, where he re-
ceived ® classical education, and the good old
man even denied bimself some indulgences to
cars’ study at one of the
upiversities. So that when Frank Webster
bad passed his twenty-first year he was a good
scholar, knew Greek and Latin, was well up
in mathematics, and had even taken to Kant
and the German school of philosophy” His
unele was proud of him; but the former hap-
pening to cie suddenly, a bost of next-of-kin
property, and Frank turned
his back on the home of his childhood with
just one bundred pounds sterling in his pock-
et. What was he to do? He knew no bus-
Harving no friends, the
ainst him; and as to the
law, bis pecuniary means forbade him to look
to that as @ resource. What was he to do?
London suggested ttself to his mind; and, af-
ter a short deliberation. to London he resol-
ved to go and try his fertuve, as hundreds of
thousands had done before him. Anund Lucy,

*veral ipstruments together—two pumps, ] his dearly betrothed, what was she to do with

'Wo spoons and & pair of tongs.

— A vocalist says he could sing “Way

d.“:“ .?‘; old Tar River,"” if he could only get

L ]
i
1.
!

her scanty purse? We shall see.
To town Frank Webster came,
sctiled aims, no defined purpose. Is trus-
ted to chance and bis own abilities. Poor
fallow ! Lo was swathed wp in bis own shad-

with no

|

. Lucy Dixon l:yl
== | an aunt, Frank Webster by an uncle. y
o see men | had received what is called a good education

nd performed her work with such tact!

Alone |

So much for the man who came to London |
without a profession or an aim, and not pos-
sessed of any experience or natural gift for
his selected calling; for authorship not only L
requires a preparatory special training. buta
large share of that commodity, which, if not
precisely talent, is a blending of ability with
unabashed confidence. But Frank was only
one among thousands who enter the metrop-
olis with bright hopes end high aspirations,
with the certainty of having
{ and blighted.

Success in any
life requires cap

acity for it,and a pliant ad

will force its way anywhere; but mediocrity

| fallen wan, “‘aud tiue to me.

17
| al the nearest depot.
[ black indeedl”

{ from lis eyes, an

f|and pereccive
| graced by some choice articles of femivine at-

|

{ would despis

| ask for a blessing on
| his existence.”
| out of the churchyard, and took the road that
' led away from Lucy's abode.

|

them scorched |
department of | The strauger’s
ap- | emotion, and F

must be trained to follow some peculiar cal- |

' ling, and that alove. Like the shadow on
| the sun-dial, it must go its allotted round.
| And what of Lucy all this while?
poor lonely girl had no very ambitious vis-
ious of the future. She was a practieal little
body; and instcad of saying what she was to
do, or what she should like to do, she asked
herself, **What can L do?”
| this wisdom to all young persons.
_of the secrets of success in life.
«*What can I do?”’ she thought.
| teach children and I can sew—well,
E bet-er can I do than this 7—1 can do it,
| T will.”
i| So, smoothing her rich auburn hair,
' aaraying herself in her neatest attire,
‘ waited upon the rector's wife, and to her joy
was promised every assistance.
| J]ady went round among the
| less thap a month Luey bad twenty chubb{-
| faced little children for scholars, and the
promise of more.
., and having diligeutly studied the
higher branches of the ait,
have orders from ladies in the neighborhood,
who admired Ler for her industry and pro-

priety of conduct.

|

and

|

|

years more was so flourishing,
obliged to have assistants, and transfer her
school to a young woman, who, like herself,
had been left to make her own way in the
world.

«How rich T am getting!” she innocently
exclaimed one summer evening. “What 8
nice surprise for Frank ! 1 wonder be don't
' write. 1 bope he is not ill; but he would

have been sure to let me know if he was.—
| Perhaps he is #o busy that he has mot time

|

!
|

[

The |

1

'1
|
|
1
|

We commend | the road.
It is ouwe | strength.

I can | appro
what ' the wit

and | for medical assista

she |

The good | Luey, was all the time
villagers, and in | nurse.

She also took in plain nee- |
soon began to |
In the course of a year | an

Ler business inereased, and at the end of two |
that she was |

moving as ever. 8o with myself, 1 have
gone the round of the years, and bave come
back only to gazeca the symbol of my own 1
fate. Roll on, shadow ! —time and tide to
thee are as pothing. Thy dumb authority
::lmls where it began, aud begins where it en-
Ed."
While he was thus morbidly meditatiog. a
r, ‘“Please, sir,

missus sent you this,” and she pregented bim
half-a-crown.
s Alms ! he cried, as the red blood man-
d his forehead, ‘‘take it away !”
His look frightened the girl; so, throwiong
down the coin, she scampered away.

«*Apd has it come to this ?” he groaned,
¢tand on this spot, too, sacred to the memory
of my happiest days ! Oh, Lucy, dear Lucy,
may you never know the misery that has fal-
len on me!”

[le was about to hasten away when the
girl returned, gaying her mistress did npot
mean to affront the gentleman.

++Who is your mistress ?"" he asked.

«‘Miss Dixon, sir,” replied the girl.

c«Miss who 7" shouted Frank Webster.

«*Miss Dixon, the milliner,” eaid the girl

«Luey Dizon 1" exclaimed Frank, inter-
rogatively.

+.Missus & name is Luey,
girl.

“‘Not married! not married!” exclaimed the
And whatam
ond, about to enlist

sir,” replied the

A wandering vagab

my eyes are opened now.”

**Hope for the better,” said Lucy, sweetly.
“You have passed through a severe ordeal.
but the expericnce you have gathered will be
of priceless value t you bereafter.”

“Ah, Luey dear, that sun-dial teaches &
great Jesson. I grumbled at the slow, monot-
onous travelling of the shadow, without think-
ing if it went round quicker it would show
{bat there waa confusion aud disorder in the
world. The lesson has not been profitless.
I now fcel that & man should be content with
the station he is fitted to fill, and never be
tempted from it by avy object entirely uosuited
to Lis babits.”

«My dear Franok,” sai
“‘you became morbid on th
ows. You interpreted their meaning wrong-
ly; for we all of us have a shadow, avd if we
ouly would admit it, pethaps it is ome of onr
best friends

When Fravk was restored to convalescence,
the good rector, oue of his earliest friends,
procured him the situation of usher in a neigh-
boring school. It was just the employment
that suited bim, and he rapidly rose to the
highest class as a teacher. Tn due time, he
married the wise and good Lucy Dixon, and
the bepevolent rector and Lis lady lived long
encugh to sce him head master of the wvery

rammar schosl in whick he had been educa-
ted, which was ore of the most richly endowed )
and flourishing in England,

So much for people doing what they can do, !
angd contiuuing to do it, and for thoses who |
iy to An what they cannot do, and, of course,
fail, and are cr_\usoci_uon:ly severely punisbed
for their temerity. g

@ Lucy, archly
e subject of shad-

-~
J

o ——
Dliver Geldsmith. |

While Goldsmith was writing the Deserted |
Village and She Stoops to Conquer, he was |
employed on works of adifferent kind—works
from which be derived but little reputation
but much profit. He compiled for the use
of schools a History of Rome, by which he
made £200, a History of England, by which
he made £300, a History of Greece, for which
he received £250, a Natural History, for
which the booksellers covenanted to pay him
800 guineas. These works he produced with-
out any elaborate research, by merely select-
ing, abridging and translating into his own
¢icar, pure acd flowing language what he
found in books well known to the world, but
too bulky or too dry for boys and girls. He
committed some strange blunders; for he knew

My sbadow is now

He could no longer restrain himself, so
leaning on the sun-dial, the hot tears gushed
d he sobhed nlond.

The girl stood petrifed; but in a few sece-
onds Erank, mastering bis emoticn by a great |
effort, picked up the halt-crown, and pressing 1
it passionalely to his lips, turned to the ser- |
vant, and said, “*Tell Lucy—I mean tell your |

; wistress—that T will wear this next my heart, |
| in remembrance of her goodness,

till my dy- \
ing bour. Is Miss Dixon well?”

+-Yes, sir,” was the reply.

«*And happy?” he asked.

“Yes, sir, she’s got a nice ghop
girl; *‘yonder it is.”

Fraok looked in the

)’ said the

direction indiecated,
a a nest little shop-window,

tire.

I would net sce her for the world. She
me,” he muttered. *Tell her,”
said he to the girl, *‘that the siranger will
her head every hour of
d so saying, he walked

-~
“

An

The girl’s incoberent account, coupled with
what she had titnessed in the churchyard,
threw Lucy into a state of violent agitation.
knowledge of her, his extreme

«:It must be Frank!

the road with the speed of a fawn.
She soon overtook the wanderer,
glance at his face, although pale and emacia-
ted, was sufficient.
«-Frank, dear Frank!”
laid her haud on his arm.
¢Lugy!” he gasped, an
The shock

she cried, os she

d fell genseless on

laborers
ipsensible form of
bered but once handsome Frank Web-
ster to the nearest inn, where he was speedily
put to bed, and Lucy despatched messengers
nee.
Frank lay hovering between
Luey, the gentle, hopeful
Lis tender and loving
How great was her joy when he was
pronounced out of danger/ She bowed down
Ler bead, and as tears glistened in her eyes,
ber lips moved, but only one knew the lan-
guage they breathed.
When Frank was sufficiently recovered,
| he related his adventures.
don, he procured employment as copyist in
attorney’s office. In that situation he fail-
ed; for he was continually making blunders.
He then became a strolling player, and, be-
ing the worst actor in the company, only re-
ceived a kind of bread and water salary. On
the breaking up of the company, he resol
to list a8 a soldier;
sire to visit his native place, and once more
behold his beloved Lucy, seized him, and he
travelled two hundred miles on foot for that
po The state of his apparel induced
| bim to abandon the lattor object, and he
| merely intended to pass through the villago

Loudly calling for assistavce, some
ached and carried the

For weeks poor
life and death.

|

i
1
l
|
!

D rank’s loag silence. raised an | fully closed.
tability to circumstances as they rise. Genius | extraordinary suspicion in her mind.

| P

| respects greatly

had exhausted his-1

A fter he left Lon- |

ved |
but an unconquerable de- |

\
nothing with accuracy. Thas in his History
of England ke tells that Nascby is in York- |
ghire; nor did he correct the mistake when |
the book was reprinted. He was very nearly |
hoaxed into putting into the History o :
an account of a battle between Alexander the
Great and Mootezuma. In his Animated
Nature, he relates with faith and with perfect
gravity, all the most atsurd lies which he
could find in books of travel about gigantic
Patagounians, moukeys that preach sermoans,
nightingales that repcat long conversations.
«If he can tell a borse from acow.” said
Jolingon, *‘that is the extent of his knowledge
of zoolegy. llow littde G oldamith was qual-
ified to writ> about the physical sciences, is
suiticicntly proved by two anecdotes. He cn
one occasion denied that the sun is larger in
the northern thao in the southern signs. It
«as in vaio to cite the suthority of Mauper-
tine. M aupe:tius!" he eried, ‘I understand
these matters better than Maupertius.” On
apother occasion be, in defiance of the evi-
denee of his own senses, maintained obstinate
ly, and even augrily, that he chewed his din-
per by moviog his upper jaw.— Macaulay.

[1i-Breepixe —There is no greater breach
of good manners, or rather, no better evi-
dence of ill-breeding, than that of interrupt-
ing another in conversation while speaking,
or commeneing a remark before another has
No well bred person ever does

= lai i | it, or continues a conversation long with one
she exclaimed, and | (14t does.

hurriedly putting on her bonnet, she ran down | .opversation 0

a i former wit
and one | [y is a criterion which never fails to

The latter will find an interestiog

show the
true breeding of the person. A well bred
erson will not interrupt one
his inferior. If with those
with whom you are but slightly acquainted,
mark them strictly in this respect, and you
will assuredly not be deceived. However in-
| telligent, fuent, easy, even graceful a person
| may appear for a short time, you will find
\ him or her socn prove uninteresting, insipid
| and coarse.
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— To cure corns, soak the foot in warm
| water for a quarter of an hour every night;
| after cach soaking rub the corn patiently with
the finger, using%‘mlf a doxen drops of sweet
oil; wear around the toe during the day two
thicknesses of buckskin, with a hole in it to
receive the corn. Continue this treatment
until the corn falls out; and by wearing mod-
crately loose shoes it will be months, and
even years, before the corn returns, when the
came treatmert will be efficientina few days.
' Paring corns is always dangerous, besides
\ making them take deeper root.

| Sold!'—A popular actor of Philade!phia
| went to Cape May a few days since. He zo-
| cidentaliy left his watch on the dressing table.
A friend going to the Cape took it down.
conjunction with a few others he got up 2
| complimentary presentatiou.
speech was made, and the reply was grate-
fully eloquent A feast followed, after which
on going to his room, he opened the case,
which enclosed the watch, and found it to ba
the one he had loft at home!
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| say at his master's return, “*Sir, here are all

flep waived, or declined by the {
kout even suspecting the canse.— |

who is in all |
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the Anger Hole.

The North Carclina Argus tells the fol-
lowing capital story, for which it is indebted
to the stump s of a Virginia member of
Con ~ "We bave read uothiog that bms
called our cschinpatory muscles more vie-
lently into play for a long while:

*“Tne proprictor of & tap-yard sdjacent 10
a certain town in Virginia, concluded to baild
a stand, or & sort of store, om omo of the
wain streets for the purpose of vending bis
Jeather, buying raw hides, and the like. Afl-
ter completing bis bulding, he began to
cousider what sort of a sign it was best to put
up for the purpose of attracting attention to
his new establishment; sad for days and weeks
he was sorely puzzled on this subject Sev-
eral devices were adopted and on farther cou-
sideration rejected. At last a Py ides
struck him, He bored an auger-hole Lgmugh
the door-post. and stuck a calf's tuil into it,
with the bushy end flaunting out. After a
while he noticed a grave locking personsgs
standing near the door with his spectacles,
gaziug iutently ou the sign. And there he
continued to stand gazing snd gazing, until
the curiosity ef the farmer was greatly ex-
He stepped out and addressed

Tho Cif's Tol sad

individual:

“‘Good mormng.” said ke.

“‘Morning,” said the other, without mo
his eyes from the sign.

You want to buy leather?” said the swore-
keeper.

“‘No."

‘‘Dou you wist Lo sell hries?™

“NO."

*Are you & furmer?’

0 |x° L1

“ &re you & merchant?™

““No.”

“tAre you s lawyer?

|."\_0'.'

“*Are you a doctor?”’

“No.”

«“What are you, then?

“I'm s philosopher. I've been stacding
here for an hour, trying to ses if I could as-
certain how that calf got throngh the sugzer
hole. I can’t make it out, to save my tife "

ving
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— A Grapnd Offer.—Cerrie A. Cinrke
thus writes to tha Louisville Journal:
I bring thee a heart,—a stainless heardy
As fresh and as purs as the mountain s2ow,
Still echoing back, with a clearer strafn,
The song that yon tanght it long ago-
'Tis an humble toing.
The gift 1 bring;
My all, my fortaue and my store,
Yetl bring it to thee, I can Lricg no morc,
What more could ber lover ask? A stain-
less heart, a fortune and a store, pos=ibiy &
dry goods store. Hold ou to that gall

— A Home Thrust from Flavel —*Two
things a master commits to his servart’scare,”
saith one, ‘‘the child and the child’s clothes '
It will be & poor excuse for the servant 1o

| {e child’s clothes, neat and clean, bul the
| ehild is lost:” Much so with the account
that many will give to God of their sculs and
bodies at the great dsy. Lord, here is my
body. I was very grateful for it. I neg-
lccted nothing that belonged to its content
and welfare; but for my soul, thatis lost snd
| cast away forever. I took little care snd
| thougkt about it

— A verdant youth, went ts church, co

Sunday night, in Boston. Coming out, s
"

| young Jady—meourning dress— Grecian face
__black eyes, &e.,—dropped ber bandker-

chief, which verdant returped. She thaunk-
ed him, and said that the sermoun bad afficcted
ber eyes so that sbe did not kuow what she
was about. They then took a sentimental
walk. and be left her at the door of a fash-
:onable residemce. Next morning verdant
found himselt minus Lis pocket book and
twenty-seven dollars. Says the sermon and
adventure will do him good.

Nor Very Poscrvar.—A  Kisderhook
shoemaker once promised to have a pair of
| boots finished onza specified day, tor ex-Pres-
| ident YVau Buren, but failed to have them
| done when called for. Meanwhile the ex-
| President started for Burope, and was away
Upon his return be called
| for his boots, and was told they were finished
vereith the exception of treeing out.”

| for three years.

| — Pretty Good.—At ike fourth of July
celebration. at Lexington, Ky, the following
tomst was read, sud received with hearty ap-
plause:

Hoops anl Tight Pants—The unqualified
represcntatives of financial extremes May
the charms of the ladies be as boundless as
| their skirts; and may the gents never get as
tight as their breeches.

— ] wish to procure the Biograply of
Pollock.” gaid a student to the bookscller at
the corner of Water street, Boston.—**Wo
have it not, sir,” was the reply.—*‘Can you
inform me where I ean obtain it —+1 can-
pot, sir; but T dare say you will find it in the
«Course of Time.””

|
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| — ‘Thanks!’ caid an old bachclor, ‘no wmore
| women iu heaven—They can’t got in—their
| boops are so broad they will have to go to the

| broad road—can’t get through the varrow
i satc.'

— A scientific friend of ours has discover-
‘ ed the canse of the potato blight some ycare

ago. He ascribes it to the rot-tator-y move-
. ment of the earth.

|

— There is voly ono bad wife in the world
and every crusty husband thinks that she bas
‘[ﬂlen to his lot.

i — The girls use p*;;rdev en their facs an
{ men da in the muske: pan—te make them go off.




