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AUTEMN SONG.

Is there no lesson in the year

i ’ s arermmars

‘§il),” arged the tempter, *he will never
know it. - Ang after all whit are ten dollars
to him. Hois worth a_ hundred thousand”’

-8till Edward was not satisfied. Whether
Mr. Hubbard ¢ould spare it or nqt, wus not
the question: Xt was rightfully his and must.
be given back to him.

‘'l go to “his house and give it to him

this very nighs,’ said Edward. ‘Otherwise
I might be temptec to keep it.” L
He determined to go to Mr.' Hubbard’s

hefore-he-w

Tunning her little easons out,

No type or shadow in our thoughts,
Whilst fading leaves are strewn about 1

Burely we have a sympathy—
Made true by al} our hearts haye known

With dying leaves and flowers blown.

. Are these not things that touch a spring—
.. .Where scenes, both sal and dear, are lain—
‘In fhemory’s immortal bower,
That makea the past come back again?

Do they ot mind us of the time
* When we must also leave the light—
When the last bloom upon our cheek

Shall turn into a deathly white ’!—_—j

When, from its watch:tower called, the soul,
Like a leaf falling from its bough,
Bhaking and twining to its goal,
Must draw its gaze, ond trembling; go?
—— P O——-

" WITHERED LEAVES.

BY E. H..GOULE.

-—

©One breath from Autumn’s chilly lips,
One touch from his cold, icy hand,

— __And Spring’s sweet beauty, Summer flowers '
Lie faded, withering o’er the Jand,
But, in these faded, withered leaves,
We may a twofold lesson read,

The end of all our hopes and aims,
In this poor life of pain ond need,

. 8till more, these have behind them left
The choicest sweet of their best daye,
The essence of their noontide pride,
To live and shine with richer rays.
Ak well for us, when death’s cold hand
Has laid us fow within the cust,
1f gencrous acts and noble deeds
8till live in hearts we've learned to trust.

T MISCELI.ANY.
EDWARD'S TEMPTATION.

—er—

It was six o’clock in the afternoon. At
this time the great ‘wholesale warehouse of
Messrs, Hubbard & Son was ‘'want to close,

““unless the pressure of business compelled
the partners to keep open until Jater.

The duty of closing usually devolved ap-
on Edward Jones, a boy of fourteen, who
had lately been engaged to perform a few
slight duties, for which he received the sum
of fity dollars annually. He was the ‘boy,
but it e behaved bimself a0 as to win the
approbation of his employers his chance of
promotion was good.

Yet there are some things that rendered
this small salary a hard trial to him—circum-
stances with ‘which his employers were uo-
acquained. His mother was a widow. [he
sudden death of Mr. Jones had thrown the
entire family upon their own resources, and
these were. indéed but slender. )

There was an older sister who assisted her
mother to sew, and this with Frank’s salary
" constituted the entire income of the family.
Yet by means of untiring industry, they had
continued thus far to live, using strict econ-
omy, of coursé. Yet they wanted none o

the absolute necessaries of life, *
Bat. Mary Jones—REdward’s sister—grew
gick. She had taken a severe cold which
. terminated in a faver. This not only cut off
the income arising from her own labor, but
also prevented her mother from accomplish-
ing as much as she would otherwise have
been able to do. - ]

On the morning of the day on which our
story commences, Mary had expreesed a loug.
ing for an orange. In her fever it weuld

» have been most grateful to her. g

It is hard indeed, when we are obliged to
deny those we Jove that whickl would be a
refreshment and benefit to them . :

* Mrs. Jones felt this, aud so did Edward.
+I only.wish I could buy you one, Mary,’
said Edward, just as he set out for the store.
«Next year I shall receive a larger salary, and
then we shan’t have to pinch so much.

‘Never mind, Edward,’ eaid Mary, smiling
faingly. ‘I ought not have asked tor it, know-
ing how hard you and mother find it to get
slong without me’

Don’t trouble yourself about that, Mary,’
said Mrs. Jones soothingly, though her heart
sank within Ler at the thought of her empty
larder. *Only get well, and/we shall get on
well enough afterwards”

1t was with the fneiory !
Edward went to the stove in} the morniog.

All sround him were box@s of rich gouds,
represeuting thousands of dbllats in mouey:

., *Oh,’ thought he, ‘if I'onfly bad the value
of ove of these boxes, hofy much good it
.would do poor Mary.’. .And Edward sigh-
- d T ER

8a. .

. " The long day wore away at last, aad Ed-

- ward was about to cloze the warehouse.

.. Bat gs be passed the desk of his ewploy-

“er 1iis ationtion wis'drawn to 8 bit of paper

l]ﬂgm&fﬂw floor.” S e o :
J,He;pieked it-up, and to ‘his great joy

-found 1t.to be s tew. dollaz bill. - . .

- " Xhe first dhiciigh

: g)ithat":ﬂaé,h?;. Eﬁ;ﬂ’lﬁ'}
- was; ‘how:miaeh jrood will shis do Mary. I
Sy Lo e ssage b waniy s s
ehall baté soma every: duy.  And ‘perhaps
sbe woald like & ehickes.” _ .0 "7 "
- Bipl'a’* moment later his conutenznce fell,
- “Sl{ v’ nine bosighed, ‘Itusimsbe Mr.
Hbbarla's:. “Thie is bis-desk, and e st

Tave dropped it”- - ;

Y
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this scepe that { ¥

sister might'weaken bis resolution, and this
must never' He ‘must preserve his integri-
ty at all hazards.

He kuew where Mr, Hubbard lived. It
was a large, fine Jooking house, on a fashion.
able street. He had passed it several times,
.and-wondered -whether a mon_must_not feel.
happy who was able to live in such style.

Without any unnecessary delay, therefore,
he went to the house, and ascending the
steps, rang the bell.

A man servant came to the door.

“Well?” said he, '

Is Mr. Hubbard at home?’

+Yes, but he has only just come in, and I
don’t thiok he can see you,” was the reply
|__¢I am.in his employ,’ said Edwarc quietly,

‘'ples had broaght them this greatrelief.
"~ And Mr Hubbard slept - none the worst

The Light Gone Out:
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that night thatat d slight pecaniafy sacrifice
he had done a kind action, confirmed s boy
in his initegrity, and gladdened a- struggling
family  If there were émployers as consid-
e’rat: as he, thers would be fewer dishonest
elerks. . TN
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FA FAWN.

CHASE 0

very young from. the woods, and nursed and
petied by a lady.in the village uatil it had
become as tame a8 possible. It was grace.
ful; as these little creatyres always ave, and
so gentle and playful that it became a great
favorite, following the.different members of

and welcoine everywhere.

One morning, after gambolling about as
usual antil weary, it threw itself dagan in the
sunshine, at the feet of one of itWfriends,
upon the steps of astore.- There came along
8 eountryman, who for several years had
been a hunter by pursuits, and who still
kept several dogs; one of the hourds came
with him to the village on this occasion.—
The dog, as it approached the spot where

‘and just come from the store I think he
will see me if you mention this to him.’
‘Very well, you can come in.’
Edward was left standing in the hall while
Mr. Hubbard was sought by the servant. -

Edward with a little surprise.

‘Well 2 he said inquiringly, *has anything
happened ?’ : S

‘No sir, said Edward, ‘but I picked up this
bill near your desk, and supposed you must
have dropped it. I thought I had better
bring it here direetly.’

—*You have dope well,’ said Mr. Hubbard,
‘and I will remember it.  Honesty is a_vety
valuable quality in a boy just commeuging a
business career. Hereafter I shall have per-
fect confidence in your honesty.

+ Kdward was gratified by this assurance,
yet as the door closed behind him, and he
walked out into the street, the thought of
his sister sick-at homé again intruded upon
him, apd he thought regretfully how much
good could have been done with ten dollars.
Not that he had regretted that he had been
honest. There was a satisfaction in doing
right, but I think my readers will understand
his feelings wiihout any explanation.

Mrs. Jones brought some toast fo her
daughter’s bedside, but Mary motioned it a-
way, ‘taking the trouble to make it mother,’
-she said, ‘but I don’t think I could possibly
eat it,

“Is there anything you could relish, Ma.
ry U

‘No,’ said she hesitatingly, nothing that
we can get.”

Mrs. Jones s
echoed. ,

It was with a heavy heart that Edward
started for the warehouse the next morning.
He had never before felt the craving for
wedlth which now took possession of him. -

He set about his duties as "usual  About
two hours after he had grrived at the ware-
house, Mr. Hubbard entered. He did not
at first appear to notice ldward, but in a-
bout-half an hour summoned him to the of-
fice, which was partitioned off from the re.
mainder of the spacivus rooms in which goods
were stored..

He smiled pleasantly as Edward cuteved
his presence. , '

*Tell me frapkly,” he said, *did you not feel
an impulse to keep the bill which you found
last pight ¥’

‘I hope you won’t be offeided with .me,
Mr. Habbard,” said Edward, *if I say that I
did. I T

“Tell me all about it,” said Mr. Hubbard,
with interest. ‘What was it that withheld
yor? I should have never known it

*I knew that,” said Edward

‘Then what withheld you from takiag it?

‘First I will tell you what tempted me,’
said Kdward. *My mother and sisters are
obliged to depend upon sewing for a living,
add we live very poorly at the best. But a
fortnight since Mary became sick, and since
then we have had a hard time. Mary’s ap-
petite is poor, and does not relish food, but
we arc uot able to get her anything better.
When I picked up that bill I couldn’t help
thinking how much [ might buy with it for
her” i

‘Aud yet you did ot take it

‘No, sir; it would have been wrong. And
I could not have looked you in the face after
it T

-Edward spoke in a tone of modest oonfi.
dence. .
Mr. Hubbard went to the desk aud wrote
a cheque. '

‘How much do I pay you now?’ he ask-

ed

ighed—a sigh which Edward

‘Fifty dollars a year,” said Edward.
‘*Henceforth your duties will be increased,
and [ will pay two hundred - Will that please
ou ? :
‘Two hundred dollars a year I’ cxclaimed
Edward his eyes sparkling with delight.
*Yes, and at the end of the year, that will
be increased, if, as I have no doubt, you con-
tinue to merit my confidence.” .
‘Oh, sir, how can I thaok you ?” said Ed-
ward, full of gratitude. - -
‘By preserving your-integrity. AsI pre-
sume you are in preseht need of money, I will
pay you one quarter io advance. Hereis a
cheque for fitty dollars which you can get
cashed at the bank. "And, by the way, you
‘way have the rest of the day to yourself. -
Edward flew to' the bank, and " with his
sudden riches hastened to the market, where
.he purchased a sipply of provisions such 'ds
he kuew would be welcome at hiome, and then
made hasté home g0 annouce tils”good * for-
tane. . - i - . \ \‘ B .v,_ .a'.n B ,
++, A weight seemed fo fall off the hearta of
mbthérand daughter.as they heard his hur.
riod story, and Mrs. Jones thanked God |, for

He came out in_a_moment, and_looked at |

animal saw him and darted to its feet. It
had lived more than half its life'among the
dogs of the village, and had apparently lost
all fear of them; but it seemed now to know
| instinctively that an—enem -
Io an instant a change eame over it ; 2nd the
gentleman who related the incident, and wha
was standing by at the moment, observed
that he had never ia his life seen a finer
sight-than the sudden arousing of instinet
1 that heautifil ereature.

In a second, its whole character and ap-
pearance seemed changed, all itd past habits

wake ; its nostrils dilated, its eyes flashing.
In another instant, before the spectators had
thought-of- the danger, before its friends
could secure it, the fawn leaped wildly
through the street, apd the hound in full
pursuit, The bystanders whre eager to save
1t; several persons instantly -followed on its
track, the friends who had long fed and fon-
dled it, calling the name it had hitherto
known, in vain. -

- The hunter endeavored to whistle back
his dog, but with no better success. In
half a minute the fawn had turoed the first
corner, dashed onward toward the lnke, and
shrown itgelf into the water. But as if for
a moment the startled creature believed it-
self safe in the cool bosom of the lake, it
was soon undeceived ; the hound followed it
in hot and enger chase, while a dozen village
dogs joined blindly in pursuit. '

Quite a erowd collected on the hank ; men,
women and children, anxious for the fate of
the little animal known to them all; some

terrupt the hound before “he reached his
prey; but she splashing of the oars, the voie-
es of the men and boys, and the barking of
the dogs, must have filled the besting heart
of the poor fawn with terror and anguish, as
thongh every creature on the spot where it
bad once been caressed and fondled, had
suddenly turned into a deadly foe.

It was soon seen that the little animal was
dirceting its course across a bay toward the
nearest borders of the forest, and immediate-
ly the owner of the hound crossed the bridge,
running at fuil speed in the same direction,
hoping to stop his dog as -he landed. On
the fawn swam. as it never swam before, its
delicate head scarcely scen above the water,
but leaving a disturbed track, which betray-
ed its course alike to anxions friends and
fierce cremies. As it approached the land,
the exciting interest became intense. The
hunter was already on the same line of shore,
calling loudly and angrily to his dog, but
the animal seemed to have quite forgotten
his master’s voice in the pitiless pursuit —
The fawn touched the land—in one leap it
had crossed the narrow piece of beach. and
in another instantjit woula reach the cover
of the woods. The hound followed, true to
the scent, pointing at the same spot on the
shore ; his master auxious to mect him, had
run at full speed, and was now coming up ot
the same critical moment  Would the dog
listen to his voice, or could the hunter reach
him-in time to seize and coitrol him? A
shout from the village bank proclained that
the fawn had passed out of sight into the
forest; at the same instant, the hound as he
touched the land, felt the huntet’s strong
arm clutching his neck. The worat was be-
lieved to be over; the fawn was leaping up
the mouatain side, and its enemy under re-
straint. The other dogs, sceiog their lead.
er cowed, were easily managed.” A number
of persons, men and boys, dispersed them-
selves through the wood, in search of the
little oreature, but without suceess ; they all
returned to the village, reporting that the
animal had not been seen by them. Some
persous thought that after 'its ‘fright had
passed over, it wonld return of its own ac-
'cord, ‘It had worn a pretty’ edllar with its

could be easily ‘knowa front'any other fawns'

that might-be straying-about’ the woods. -/

Before many hours had ' passed,: a huntet
preseutea himself to-the lady 'whose pet.the
little oreature had been, and showing' a'col-
lar with her name upon it, said he had been
out in the woods, 'and saw a fawn in the
distance ; the little animal, instead of bound-
ing away, as he expected, moved toward him ;
he took aim, fired, and shot it to the hears.
When he found the collar about its neek, he
was very sorry that he had killed it.. - And
80 the poY little thing died ; one' would have
‘thought that terrible clinse would have made

and remembered the kinduess only, aud came
‘to médt'as s friend the hunter who shot it.
‘It was'loog ‘moutued by its’ best’ friend.s—
‘Biss Cooper’s “ Riiral- Lloisrs” :

vewom Ty

i

bestowing upon her a son whose good princi-

.

o

. Whenisa bn,u;q not: a ;h'orsé T ',:Wh,en‘ it
18 tarned into a sjable Do

i awn had been brought in

 the family about,. caressed _by. the neighbors.

the fawn Iay, suddenly stopped; the little ]|

hand-—|

-were-forgotten-every—wild—impulse was a. |

threw themselves into boats, hoping to in-|"

owner's name, edgraved upon 'it, so that'it]

1t afraid of man; but no, it forgot the evil, }.

‘| thousand ‘made

= " derfal age!

A little child lay i the houss. Thete
were black and white foldings ‘st 'the door ;
and fowing robes of white upon the sleeper
in thé gréat parlof. . 1t Weilt last night wheki
the stars were out, wheti the mooii had sét,
and the winds were silent. There was o
struggle—the little hands i id it
pward on its heavenward journey, °

After all, there is nothing strange in siich
a going—nothing so sad in-the passing dew-
drop, in the melody of the voice now dumb
forever ; and we have often wondered what
there was for tears when the little' one was
borne away from.the arms of its mother.—
It seems to in¢ there ought fo be smiles in.

-gsead-of tears;-and-peace-instead-—of wailing.

We hited up the snow-white covering and
#aw smiles only apon the lip, and io trace of
suffering and sorrow feft The summiobis

came to it apd it went out in gladuess.

‘We saw the mother, amid tears, lay aside
the forgotten toys, and fold up the little
white robe, as if there was to be an etetnal
shadow and silence in the household, and we
marvelled why this should be = For we
thought of_ the sweet- face- wrinkled, when |
age eame ; the hair gray ; and the wan strug-
gling in after years for mastery in the world.

Then we thought of the new life; the
jears of joy gtowing brighter through end.
ess_cycles;—and—we‘-tbmrg!ﬂ“mgfm
tle child waiting in the better land for com-
ing friends. Think of this link binding
earth to heaven—held-in the hands of alit-
tle child ! .

Oh, it is better, far better thus to go a-
way in the first flush of life, than to be wreck.
ed on the great ocean of the world, or go
down in storm. We can be reconciled tcall
this; we can drop a tear upon the face of the
-sleepér-and_turn away without serrow.

Oue child in heaven—one angel from our
household in heaven; and we dry our tears,
and pass on in life, conscious that we and it
will clasp hands at the threshold of heaven.
We murmar o more, and follow the little
househald god to the grave, thinking only of
its new glory and its angel ro%e. ’

We will wiss the laugh and the sound ‘of
little feet; and we will miss it at the family
meetings, and we way sigh as it passes on
its journey to the sky, but it is not the sor-
row of one eternally dead to ws. Take up
the little coffin in your arms, lay it oo your
lap in the carriage, dress it with flowersand
lay it gently down in the grave. Drop no
tear, but seatter roses above it, and go home,
rejoicing and pot weeping—now that God
has taken it, and conscious that your datling
little child is waitiog for you up above the
stars. .

Think of it! a little child waiting, in heav-
en, for coming friends from home!

B ik ioa e B S

-Rejoice Evermore.
Oh, wonderful and marvellous is the way
in which God, day by day surrounds us—
His fallen creatures—with mercies and joys.
Oh, greviously sad and strangé that we should
be so little glad and grateful! that, unac-
knowledged and unthanked-for, we shonld
reccive blessing upon blessing,accepting them
as matters of course, perhaps never heeding
themw at all till we lament their loss.

I should like to take the sunflower for my
emblem, and to have strergth and zrace giv-
en me to turn my face towards the sunshine
with which our heavenly Father ever illumes
the lot of cach one of us. I would not- ask
freedom from care and 'trial, but pray that—
no matter how heavy and overwhelning my
trouble be—1 might always have faith tosee
that God’s tender mercies of joys and ' bless-
ings fur outweigh every earthly suffering.—
He, in His almighty wisdom, deems gaod for
me to bear.

Alas!it is upon the dark and shady paths
we are 80 apt to fix our attention. We will
persistingly turn our eyes to the very deep-
est, dreariest part of the wood of affliction,
and thien complain that we cau see no clear sky
no ray of sunchine! Let us look beyond, to
the smiling fields gleaming. in golden floods
of light and canopied by heaven’s braght blue
arch; or climb some hill till we stand ‘above
the gloom (our having passed through it will
make our after course appear brighter,) and
the very leaves and branches which from be-
low looked g0 sombre and dreary, from above
will show brilliant in sunshine. "

Oh, believe me, my readers, there is a sin-
by as well as a shady side to every lot iu life
Let it be our aim to trace it out, patiently
and prayerfully ; and where we cannot sce it
when we first gaze, let us have faith that it
ig-there—present though hidden.

And 80 let us go on our way rejoicing and
thankful, ever remembering that there is one
mercy for which the hymo of praise may at
all times ascend—one joy which always co.
dures—one unspeakable gift, the greatness
of which, in its hight and depth; no one of
us can fathom-~the promise of eternal life
purchased for us by the death and passion of
.our Lord and Savioar Jesus Christ, -

- Keep Busy.—Men who have a half dozen
‘irons’in the fire ate not the does to go crazy.
‘1t is the’inan of volustary of “compélled lei-
sure who mopes or pines, and thinks himselt.
‘into the mad house or the grave. “'Motion is
all Nature's law.  Action is maw’s salvation,
physical “and mental. ' And yet, nive out of
ten are wistfully looking forward to the.cov-
éted bour when they shall bave “Jeisire to
do nothing or ' something, only if “they feel,
like jt—the very siten that has lured to death.
inatiy a “successfal” man. | 'He obly i truly
wise-who lays' himself out. to"work " till life’s
hour, apd that is the man who will live the.
Jougest, and will live to most purpose. .

- T'wo céaturiés ago not, one i & hundied
ity a thousarid“was aliowed to fuu, &t large at
wight:— kifty—yeary igo “niot one" girk iv &
4. $aiting maid of her moth-
| improveignts: in 45 Wop

-
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‘Wore stocking, “Fifty years:ago. not a boy |-

Republican tell this story: T
““At one point on the Tennessee river there
is a‘plage that has become a terror to stedm.
boat imen, and iin. passing it they always:-nd
sonie place to désure themselves until :the
boat pdsses. At .this point an old.man; six-
ty odd years of ag#, bas made his headguas-
; ime, and the peculiar ‘orack
of his gun’ is familiar to the river: ien, and
sends a thrill of terror wherever it is-hearg.
He has a long, heavy barreled gun, original-
Iy a squirrel rifle, which has been bored out
three different times, until now the fargest
thumb can easily be turhed in" the muzzls,
and the aim of the old man is one 'of déadly
certainty. The murderous seatinel is always
_faithfully upon_his watch, sad his retfest has.
so far.bafiled all attempts to catch hi, from
the fact that he is surrounded with very
densé swainps aid déep ravines Well in-
fornied rivet inen estithate: that this old' man
has murdered in this way not less thah éixty
persons; and yet he performs his- murderous
work with as mnch earneiitness and vigor as
when he first coinmenced. o

Py :

- DREADFUL DEATH . OF A-YOUNG LADY.—
—~—The Keithsburg (1llinoig) Observer- says :
—On Thursday evening last, Miss Lydia El-
liott, a young lady, séventeon_ years of sge,
| lost her life by falling into a kettle of boiling
sorghum molasses, “at the residepce of Mr.
Alexander Yourk, about three miles enst of
the tawn. She was at play with some com-
pubifips at the time, and, carclessly running
against the kettle, fell into it.” Her burds
were severe upon one leg and one armi; but
probably not enough to bave killed her had
they been properly treated, as, after reseiv-
ing them, she walked to a meighbor’s, Mr.
Tyler's. But dfter arriving theré she was
pluced in a trough, and bucketful after buck-
etfulal erthrowo-on—her,-which produ._
ced convulsions. In these shelingered from
about seven in the evening unitil half-past
four in the morning, when desdth csme to her
relief. She was buried on Friday, in the
wedding dress .p which she would have been
married had she lived a tew days longer.

Forry YEARS.— Forty years seemed a long
and weary pilgrimageto tread. It now scems
biit a step.  And yet along the way are bro-
ken shrives where a thousand hopes have
washed into ashes; foot.prints sacred under
the drifting dust; green mounds whose grass
is fresh with the watering of tears; shadows
even, which we would wot forget. We will
garner the sunshiné of those yeats aid with
chastening steps and reasonable hopes, push
"on towards the evening whose sigoal lights
will be seen where the waters are still and the
storms never beat. :

It is a curious fact, that while some birds
refuse to sing when the eage is darkened,
others have softer and sweeter notes of song.
And so it is in buman existence. When the
sonl of one comes under the “shalow of a
great affliction,” it hss no longer the voice of
melody. The resources and the heait of joy
are gone. Bu another sits in shadow, and
gends up to God the purest tones of musie,
and loftiest strains of praise from a chasten.
ed spirit. 1t was thus with David whose harp-
iga are never so heavenly as when they rise
from the ‘““depths” of his sorrow.

The following are the dying words of some
of our country’s most eminent men :— .’
“I resign my soul to God—and my daugh.
ter t6 my country.”— Thomas Jefferson.
“It is ‘well.”-— Washington.
“Independence forever.”—ddams.
“lt ia the last of earth.”—dJ. Q. Adama.
I wish you to understand the true prin-
ciples of the Government.. I wish them
carried out. I ask nothing more,”— Harri-
son. .
- “] have endeavored to do my duty.”— Tay-
lor. : o :
“1 gtill live.”—Daniel Webster,

s

Two or TEEM —Dr. H is one of
those genial souls who can tell a good: story,
and who loves a good joke, even thongh it is
at his own expense, At one time he had
employed an Irishman to cut some wood ' at
his door; and it being a very cold day, he in-
vited him into the house to warm Ahim, and
to driok a glass of cider with himself (the
Doctor -never takes anything stronger.) Af-
-ter Pat had become sufficiently warmed, the
Dr. turoed him out a glass, which he' drank
off with great relish. *“Pat,” asked the Dr.,
still holding the pitcher in his hand “what
is better on a cold day like this than a good
glass ‘of cidet 7 * Two of them, to be sure!”
was the ready-reply. Perbaps it id hardly
necessary to add that Pat got his two. glass.
€8, C Ly .

Orb GruBER.—Oue of the most outspo-
ken of Methodist . ministers was. “Qld Gra-
ber.” Ounce, 't 8 camp-meeting, a rather
flashily dressed lady entered the altar-gate
while-the old man was preaching, and walk-
ed back and. forth. seemingly afraid to sit on
thé'tude benchos for fear of ;;Poiling her fi-
ea

-rel-in-which I-havé'previcusly pluced a-quan-—

réctioits how to ¢lire beel, so that it w B
watil:J uie; and Fet ot be too §Rl6FoF thetas
ble, W. B. Dyer,- Douglts county, lows,
wiites to “The' American -dgriciliurist’ *For.
evety dhe hundred pounsds ol bbef; useseven
ounds of asly; well r “on: izAllowsthe
gel to stand _in the:' salt for twenty:four
bouys; take. it from the.; vessel nad.pour.of
the drippings; then pack closely, and. éover
with brine wade as follows : ¥or every 100
pounds of beef, 4 ounces saltpeter, 4 ounges.
biéarbonate doda, 1 quatt of molasses,'

B. A. Lebuard, Defidsice eounty, Ohio,
gays : I allow thie Bebf t6 cool Fifficintly'sf-
ter killing; then cuv'it into’ Convenient Sized
pieces for use, and patk-it'lovsely into a bar-

-~

tity of weak brine. When the meat is albin, .
or the barrel full, see that-the bripe covers
it.. Let it staud two or three days, then
tako out the meat. throw away the .brine,
riose out the barrel and repack the mea
snugly. ' Make a quantity of brine sufficient - -
t6 cover the meat and strang eucugh to bear
up an égz. Add-2 Sunces—of -saltpetor-for—-
every 10U poands of meat, podr it on the
meat;-and it will keep until-hot- weathér.—

. A subscriber in Greene Co., Ill., writes:
To § gallons of rain water, 2dd two pounds
brown sugar, 1 quart of wolagses, 4 onndes
of saltpeter, aild enough of ¢oiimon salt fo
make Exing sufficiently. strong: to fleat an egg.
Rub the beef well with salt before placing it
in the barrel. Then pour over it the pre-
pared brine, and put on it a weight sufficient.
to keep the beef covered with the pickle.

Each of the abové contributors eays that
the method recommended has been tried by
him for severai years, and the result was ev-
ery waj satisfictory. Wheres considerable
quantity of beef is to be cured, it might be
well to:try all the above ways on 'different
parcels._ We should like to hear which pro-
duces the best article next May or Juae.

A Male “Topsy.”’

Here is a-very good aunecdote, reminding
ohe somewhat of Mrs. Stowe’s “Topsy.”
During the last winter a “contraband”

came into the Federal lines in North: Qaroli-
na, ahd was marched up to the officer of the
day, to give an acocunt of himself, whereup-
on the following colloquy ensued : ‘
#What's your name {”
#“My name's Sam.”
“Sam what ?”
“No sah ; not Sam Watt, T’se
“What's yout other hame ?”
#] hasn’t got no oder name, sah. I’se
Sam—dat’s ail.”
“Vhat's your master’s name 7’
#Y’se got no massa now; massa run’d a-
way—yah ! yah! [’se free nigger now.” .
“Well, whut’s your, father’s and mothér's
name I’ coL .
“I'se got. none, sah—aneber had noue,
D’se jist Sam—aio’t nobody else.” . k
“Haven't you any brothers and siaters 1
“No, sah ; neber had none. No brudder,
no sister, no fadder, no' mudder, no massa—
nothin’' but Sam. *-When you see Sam you
8ee ail dare is'of ua.”

jist Sam.”

-

A mon named Blake has been arrested at
Milan,Me., charged with having mardered
Mr. Parker, the Collector of Manchester, N.
H., about twenty years ago, and for which
orime the Wentworths of Saco, Me., ware
tried, but acquitted. The arrest was made -
in consequence of the death bed revelations
of a woman who recently died in Manches-
ter. Blake formerly lived in Maochester. ’

H

May is considered an unfortunate marry-
ing mopth. A young girl was asked not
long since, to unite herself to a lover who
-named May in his proposals. - The lady hint-
ed that May was unlucky. “Well make: it
June, then,” replied the swain. Casting
down het eyes, and with a blush, she rejoin-
ed, “Would not April do as well.” = -

b e e O PO e e

Last Sunday, little ike, three ycars and a
 half old, went to church . for the firat time.
is mother gave him a peuny to put in the
contribution box, which he did, and sat qui-
et for.a few moments, and jhen wanted to
kndw how soon the man was coming with the
candy. : L

I¢ is stated thatin Chester County, Pa,,
not loss than thirty mills are- now at work,
manufacturing sorghum eyrap. The. price
charged is 25 1o 30 cents per gallon.

- If 3 woman osn no.longer weep, she may
expect todieof dryrot. . g

A man is oftner- hated bj ;h;' maﬁy with-
out occasion, ‘thin loved by them without
it. = R
_#:Time has niade life too long for our hopes
but too brief for, our deeds. i
" 1p man;.the b"ad'gesoldtibns always rise up
sooner than’the good ones~the devil sooner
than the angel. =~ -~

-nery. - She bad -an “ogtrich feathor jn—her
head-dress, which was”a sore.
‘the old_man’s eyes, and stopping,in the
‘midst of a pathetic passage, he exclaimed :
““Brethron, open the gate, andlet that gobse
:ong.ﬁf Y NN CL e PRSIRE RN vt T L

At a plonghing initch, some Iaborers were
standing behind a-party;of ladies whose boc-
Héts and crinolive hindered thém 'from sees
‘sng whit‘was going forwird.” One'of them
complained that - he'could:pot sec tho-stesm
plough. “Of conuad’ ‘ior,;arewmd pﬁe.lof
his companjous, and. sdded, siguifcantly,
ko R ’m;oagh’,wﬁ*omn.’; o
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is" as ‘muoch’ to say.

shomination in{
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by: placivg ap. enipty: flowes; pot on |-
by, plas Mﬂﬂf or: ot

For the coffin we must pay whatev:er is de-
~mauded. It s the last building-grant of this
lite, the last chieat of the carpeater. :

What three vowe's apell cae of cb.e United
Statea?—[Q &. = . o i-
' Three may keep counsel if tfm be sﬁi..)
D you endorse a scoundrel when you make
yout wark upon his back 2 :

- \ AR -:.,\5., A
S Why s a thief on a garret-an bonest man?. ;- ;

%nse: be is-above doing & bad action.™

" Play of gainig i hd dovi a th .
. . O R

“ ' &-goodword is' s soom. suid % abad one.:
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