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1 TAVE N0 MOTHER ROW.

1 hear the soft wind sighing
Through every bush and trée, .

Where now dear.mother’s lying
Away fiom fove and me. )

“Tears from mine eyes are starting,

" And gorrow shades my brow;

0,weary was our parting—
1 have no mother now!

1 see the pale moon shining—
On mother's white head-stone =

'The roge-bush round it twining
Is here—like me—alone :

And just like me, ate weeping
"These dew drops from the bough;

"Long time has she been sleeping—
1 have no mother now !

My heart is very lonely,
. Lifeis drear and sad;
*P'was her dear presence only
That made my spirit glad,
From morning until evening,
Care rest upon my brow; -
She’s gone from earth to heaven—

{ whom he still loved in heaven, where after.

- { olation.

tle ones whom be had blest while on earth.

death’ good;phi,ldren would go to be shining
angels in the sky. . e
. ‘Margery went home like oge ,in a "happy
dream. She soarcely heard the! scolding
words that Mrs, James poured out like/s tor-
rent. She should not always have to' be
soolded and beaten, She ghould not always
be tired sod lonely. There was some oue
who would love her, if she only could reach
him; there was a beautiful home if she only-
knew the way there. . e
Bhe kept the sweet thoughts in her little sad
heart; dreamed of them when she slept, and
took comfort in them as she went upon her
ertands day by day, or tended the-fretial-child-
whose mother had so little pity for her des-

One moroing when the busy dame seemed
to be in an unwonted mood, more gentle than
ghe remember to have seen her, Margery took
courage and ventured to ask information on
the subject that had occupied . so many of
her thoughts. )

;‘If you pleass ma’am how far i it to beav-
en 1”2 i

The astopished womar dropped her iron,
putting in’ danger thereby lher good man’s
Sunday linen. T —-

“What put
know?”’ - _ .

Poor frightened Margery, for once her
-anxiety-to_hear something of the blisstul
home she was determined to seek, gave her

that into your head I'd like to

- '} courage.
other nowt- T honrd-the minister—talk_abont God in
Hosic, heaven, and I thought if it wasn’t too far

{ love to trace where music dwells,
Ini village chimes, in evening bells;
In gentle words, in kindly wiles
In loving hearts and tender smiles,
I gracoful forms, in gentle egeén;
Where love iz warm and never Jies;
In forest wild, in gentle glen, .
Far from the haunt of busy wen,
-~ In shady grove by lake-and wood,
" Where heartless forms have neverstood,
. 'There’s music in the gentle breezo
That fans the lofiy cedar trees;’
There’s music in the rucky hall,
There’s music in the waterfall;
There on a summmer’s day,
When ali around is bright and gay; -
There’s music in a winding stream,
There’s music in a happy dream:
There’s music wafied to the shore;
On summer eve from boatman’s oar;
There’s music in the Sabbath bell
That sounds from distant woodland dell;
“"There’s music in the voice of those .
Who some kind tale of love disclose—
‘Who bid our cares and sorrows cease,
And gemtly murmur words of peace.

DESPONDBNCY.

Earth! let me lean my fevered brows
Upon thy cool and quiet breast;

1’'m weary batling with ill;
Oh ! let me leave the strife, and rest,

.

~

" I cannot tell what evil stars
Shed baleful influence at my birth,
I only know that I would rest;
! Oh! take me to thy bosom, earth.

Yes, let me sleep that blessed sleep,
. Most blessed, that there’s no awakings;
No pulse vo chill again to pain,
. Or heart find darker doom than breaking.

MISCELIL.ANY.
MARGERY,

The bells of the village church bad been
ringing sweet and clear, and the sound was
borpe on the summer air miles away, make-
ing solemn music,  which was very pleasent
to a little lonely heart,

Oa the stonesteps of the farm-house,watch-
ing the shadows, or locking now and then
with & wishful glance toward the bright sky,
sat Margery. ) .

Margery ‘who! *That was all, she had no

other name,’ she said, when strangers ques-
tioned her.

Farmer James had found her one wintry
night on a snow-drift by the roadside.” She
was warmly rapped and sheltered from the
storm. Several changes ot clothing a’ sum

" of money, a paper on which was written
“Margery,” wete in a basket near. She had
been kept by the farmer’s%rife,. who hoped
some “day to be rewarded, and who at
first built many air-castles, which had for
their foundation the coming ot Margery's
rich friends. She was spre they were rich
she said, for the child's -clothing was fine
and soft, and the lace upon the little dresses
was worn more than her best Sunday gown.
But s years passed and tliese -unknowa:
persons gave no sigu, she grew weary of her
charge, and by degrées indifference gave way
to asteal unkindness, C
Poor little Margery, what had - she done,
and why was she so ualike the happy eobil-
. dren whom she sometimes met? . She- often
wondered, 28 she did that Sanday afterncon,
‘sitting in the suoshing, how many miles off
heaven way, and whether shé could walk thete'
if ghe tried? “I wish I koew,” she aaid.
4T wish I knew which road to take, and had
somebody to go with me, for I am so tired of
liviag heré?”” . o
Little children who, with felden hands, say
your, “Now I lay me dowa. to gleep,” who
are Iaid to rest by loving  hands;; with your.
mothers’ goodnight kisses on your lips—lit-
tle- happy- cbildrea—how blest are, you-who
read woaderiogly of this o!;fhi, whosefife. was;

go nnlike your own! S

* Margery had been tsken “once ‘by ‘a “kind
meighbor with her childre; to the ¥illage Sun..
dsy-scheol. There she for. the -firit,
time of & beamtifal plica-called - heaven, the

howme of Ged and his gels. The good

| and I could find the way I’d like to get there.”
“—wWell; T unever;”—aaid- Mis._James, and

_| foolishaess againl” '

| faded out of her yearning.heart.

"} wet with tears, or have looked around on the

;od's sight, as those whose graves were wet

1 bencé &g itis now.

-the-State to see the women and girls in the-

-| up to_the old man,

frightening young Peter, it was snakes tor

. Recently, iear the city of Reading, Betks
county, Pa., there lived a cosy, old farmer
named Sweighoffer—of German descent an

accent tob as his speech will jndicate. Ol

Sweighofier had onee served as a member of
thé Legislatute, and was no fool; as he com-
mandeg a volunteer corps of rastic malitia,
bhe could hardly be supposed to incline to
cowardice, His boy Peter waa his only son,
a strappling lad of seventeen, aud upon youn

Peter and old Peter devolved the principle
cares and toils of the old gertleman’s farm,
now and then assisted by the old lady and
her two danghters—for it is very common in

field—and -upon extra occasions by some
kands, - Well, one warm day, in haying time,
old Pete aud youug Pete were hard as it in
the meadow, when the old man drops his
goythe and bawled out.

“Qh, mine Gott, Peter !”

“What's de matter, fader I”’ auswered the
sou, straightening up, and looking towards
his sire. . '

“0Oh, mine Gott!’ again eries the old
man.

“Dunder,” echoes young Peler, harrying
““Fader, what’s de mat-
ter 1 - )

“Oh, mine Gott ! Peter, de schaake bite
mine leg.” . , :

If anything in particular was capable of

be once crippled himself for life by tramping

on a orooked stick, which broke his ankle, |-

turning fiercely upon ‘the child; “Do you
thiok its a place for the like of you? because
if you do you're mistaken, I, can tell you.—
Try to get there indeed! I think you may

“\-try?— Now just do-you-go -and shell them [

peas, and don’t let me hear you talk such

Sa the child weat out onice moare inta the
shadow that had su long: been like a pall on
her heart, and the zreat hope that had been
as a sunny gleam for a little while, suddenly

But the longing wasstill there. Margery
had never been taught a prayer; she did not
know that God could read her every thought
aud wish; that his eye of love waa always
watching over her; it she had, she would nat
havo fallen asleep so often, with her cheek

meadows, and up into] the sky as then with
such a buogry feeling for love and kinduess.

She was alone, as she had often been on
Sabbath days; no mother’s loving fingers
fashioned dainty robes? for Margery; “she
ought to be thankful” Mrs. James told her,
to have such decent clothes, it waan’t every
one who would give them to her—bat for
ker part, she coulda’t abide ragsl”

The decant olothes, however, made so poor
a show that she did not choose to exhibit the
child who wore them, to gossiping neighbors,

Bo the little girl staid quietly at home, a-
lone, ns I said before, éxcept that ¢ Watch,”
the house dog, moved lazily after her when
she walked about, and sometimes rubbed his
cold nose against her hand, and wagged his
tail, as much aa to say, “Don’t fret, there is
oune friend for you!” :

And the ‘great Friend above all others,
whom Margery did not know, looked down
upon the lonely child, and saw how desolate
ber young life was. So it was thatbut'g
fow more Sabbaths found her in the accus-
temed place aupon the door steps, or in the
meadow, or looking out at night, from her
little window, at the shining stars.

There came a time, when a dreadful fever
took from many homes, one and another, who
were gadly missed, and its fata! toueh was
laid on Margery, for whom no one cared on
earth, but who was just as precious in

ith mapy tears,

The bright spirits whom we cannot ses,
though they are often near, watched over
Margery. A neighbor who had buried her
own little daughter was sitting by the ohild
at the last, and thinking she asked for water
took it to her: “Isn’t it beautiful, beautifal?’”
said the little one, “I shall get to beaven af-
tor all, they’ve come to show me the way!
‘Isn’t it beautiful ?’-and with a smile‘on her
lips, and & light in her eyes that made her
fuce gloriously fair, the soul of little Mar-
gery was borne ap to the Beautiful Land,
and the songs of the angels welcomed her,
where she could never be'sad nor loneiy any
more, !

PREVALENT MISTAKES.— We desire to call
the attention of our readers to the following
prevalent mistakes: =

" Ivis & mistake to suppose that the subserip-
tion price of a newspaper is clear gain to the
publisher, ‘

I¢ is 2 mistake to suppose that he gets
white paper formothing. . .

It is a mistake to suppose it is printed |
without cost. L

1t is a mistake to suppoge that he canlive
bodily by faitki. o '

"It is a mistake to suppose that it is an easy
_thiog to please everybody.

It is'a mistake to suppose that a }mper is
not worth buying which contains only what
we koow aod believe already.
. It is a mistake to suppose that money due
for a paper would beas good to us a year

"It is a great_mistake to believe that wg
would not be thankful for, what is due us
‘and for new subscribers. o °

. 'A gentlemen'in Boston' was complaining
iredently that he had' s suvstroke. On .in-
Iquiry it was ascertained that ‘he blamed his
wife for it; as it was in the shape of a ‘pair

of twin boys.

. The editor of a paper in Iodians wasts to
kuow «if Western ‘whiskey was ever seen

coming thmngl/q the rye. s

AN

 neas, gal

. Did you ever? v

-more of the whalebone about him thap

and go horrified )
to have fallen through himself,
__ At the word snake, young Peter fell back
again a3 nimbly as a wire dancer.and bawled.
in tura.

“Where is de schnake 7’ ,

Aup my trowsis, Peter—Oh { mine Gott!”
“Oh ! mine Qott,” echoed. Peter juuior,|
#kill him, fader.” '

“No-a, no-a, he kill-mo—Ps'er;—come-
quiok.” ’ :

But Peter the younger’s ecowardice ovér-
came his filial love, while his fears gave
strength to his legs, and he started like s
scared locomotive, to call the old burley
Dutchman, who was in a distant part of the
field, to give his father a lift with the snake.
OM Jake, the-farmer's assistant, came bung-
ling along as soon as he heard the news, and

assing by the fence whereupon Peter and
is boy had hung up their *lingey-wolsey”
vests, harried to the old man, who still man-
aged to keep on his pins, althongh he was
quaking ans fluttering like an aspen leaf in
a June gale of wind, .

*Oh, mive Gott, Come quick, Yacob!

“Vat you got eh ¥ schuake.” |

“Yaw, yaw. COome, come Yacob ! he bites
me all to pieses—here, Aup mine leg.” Old
Jake was not particularly geusitive to fear,
bat few people, old or young, are dead to a-
larm when a **pizen’” reptile is making a levy.
Gathering up-a stiff, dry stalk of stalwart,
weed, old Jake told the boss to stand ready,
and he would at least stun the spake by a
rap or two, if he did not kil! him stone dead;
and the old man Peter less loth to have his
leg broken than to be bitten to death by the
viper, deasignated the spot to strike, and Jake
let him have it. .

The first blow broke ‘theegyeed, and also
kno:ked-old Peter off his pegs on a hay-
coek. :

#QOh I” rosred Peter, #you have broken my
leg, and the tam schoake’s got away.”

“Vere? vore! cried Old Jake, moving
briskly and scanning very narrowly the earth
he stood upon, :

» “Put on your vhest den, here it is,’ said
the old crout-eater, gathering up his boss and
trying to get the garment upon biy humpy
back, The moment old Peter made the ef-
fort, he grew lived in the face—his hair
stood on end ‘!like quills wpon a frightful
porcupine,” as Mrs, -Partingtoh observes; he
shivered, he shook, his teeth chattered, and
his knees knocked a sfaccatlo accompani-
ment. ‘ '

+0), Yacob, carry me home I Pm g0 dead
as nits !’

Vat? ish der noder sobnake in your trow-
gis 2” .

“No, a—look | I’'m all swelt aup !— Mine
vhest wont go on my back. Oh, Got!”

“Tuander and blixen !” -cried old Jake, as
he took the same conclusion, and with might
and main he lugged and carried the boss some
guarter of a mile to the honse. .

Young Peter had shinned it for home at
the earliest stage of the dire proceedings,
and so alarmea the girls that they were in
high strikes when they saw the approach of
poor old dad and his assistant, .

Old Peter was carried in, and begin to die
ag nataral as life, when in came the old lady,
in a great bustle, and wanted to know what.
was going on. Old Patg, in the last gasp of
agony and weakness pointed to his leg. Ihe
old lady rapped upon his pantaloons, and out
fell o thistie-top, and at the same time con-

r;-thathe-liked | Piggi

We-have found the following good thing.
It appears that. Thackeray’s Magadgive, .in
London, paid Teunyson, the Poet Laureate
of England, sixteen hundred dollara for a
poem, and. the following two stanzas.are just
one-l;lalf of it, or eight hundred dollars
worth :— ’ .

‘What aoes little birdie say

In ker nest at peep of day ?

Let me fly, says little birdie—
Mother, let me fly away.

Birdie, rest a little loriger, -

Till thy tiny wings are stronger;
8o she rests a little longer,
Then she flies away.

* ‘What doea little baby eay,
—1In her bed at peep of day?
Baby says, like little birdie,
Let me rise and haste away.
Baby, sleep a little longer, .
Until your little fegs grows stronger;
And after waiting, like the birdie;
Baby, 10, shall fly away. o
Isn’t that grand ? Tsn’t it the quintes-
sence of poetry? Here's sixtéen lines of our
own, says an exchange, same stjle, same
measure, and embodying abount as much sen-
timent, for which w3 will willingly take a
quarfer;— oL

What does little froggio say,
In his pond at peep of day?
-~ Let me swim, says little froggio—
Ballfrog, let me swim away.
Froggie, wait a little longer,.
Till your legs are stronger;
~~80_he mounts upon a.chunk,
And then into the pund kér.o-ch-u-n-k._

" What does little piggie say,
In his ety at peep of day ?
z peep | .

| osity to-learn something-more about him and

'+ When' M. Lincola: was i’ New York sity
Jn 1860, some months before.bis nomination
for the Presidency, he manifested mpch in-
terest 1n thie varioas réformatory institutions

several of which lie' examined.” He ¥isited

o the Five Points House of Industry. - He
weut alone and ubsided, apd what happen-
ed on the octasion is deseribed by the Super
intendent of the School in thig wise. -

fOi.e”Suu‘da;y 1 saw a tall, remarkable look-
ing'man entet the room' and take a deat d-
mong us: * He listened with’ fized attention
to our exercises, and his countenace expres-
ged such genuine interest that.X approached
him aod suggested that he might be willing
to say something to the children. He ac-
cepted the invitation with evident pleasuie ;

which at once fascinated every little heaver
and hushed the room in silence.

musical with intense feeling. The little fa-
ces would droop intosad conviction as he ut-
tered sentences of warning, would brighten
into sunshine as he spoke cheerful .words of
promise. Dace or twicé he attempted to
close his remarks, but then the imperstive
shout of “*Go on! O, do go on,” would impel

among others the Babbath School ‘attaghed | .

and coming forward. began a eimple address, |’

, he 1 His lan- |-
guage was strikingly beautiful, 4nd his tones |-

. ‘Well, sir,’.said the City Judge to a pris-
oner charged with gtealiug, ‘it appears to me
that I%e seett you betore.  Your figure-head
looks very familliar: - Have yom beca here
.beforeg’ d -‘m s e T P . .

Yes, sir,”
" *How many times I’

'Not gver a dozen ©* ‘
"¢Ah! yoi old roguc, T thought so,—
Weren’t you betore me once for stealing -a
shawl 7/ . “
4Yes, sir.’ .
‘And & watch?’ - -
‘] yemember.comething.about it.” -
‘And o breastpin 2., . .

- 41 shouldn’t be burprised,”
tAnd a ease of boots " .

‘I do recollect th_ag time I i

*And some pieces of dry goods, if Iamnof -
mistaken ?’ ey ‘

Well, you-han’t I’

And an 6)d génflemea’s wallet ?’

‘That's 8o, your Honor.’

" “And on one ocoasion a barrel of cider.?’
‘Ounly one.’ , ' )
A;xd about a year ago, & horse and . wa-

on !’

*Quite likely.’ .

‘And here you dre, up for stealing old

e el

[

him to resume. As I looked upon the ganut
and sickly frame of the stranger and marked
his powerful head and determined features,
now touched into softness by the impression
of the moment. I felt an jrresistable curi-

while he was quietly leaving thé room I beg-
ged to know his pame. He courteously re-

Let me go and foot to-day.
Piggie, wait a little longer,
Till your snout grows hard and stronger;
If you suck a little longer,

Piggie then may root away.

__ A Word for our Soldiers.
There is abundant food for thought -and

-{-the- pledge *in-his own-way!” which he did

plied, %It is Abraham Lincoln, from Illi-
nM

“The Cure of a Diunkard.

wag induced by Rev. John Abbott to sign

in these words: *I pledge myself to drink no
intoxicating drinks for one year.” Few be-

banding acd return of the great armies that
have won the victories of the past four years.
All the world wonders,’ at the readiness with
which the loyal millions laid down the ham-

wer and the spade, the yard stick and the’

pen, and rallied in armed defence of their
threatened nationality. It was a grand sight.
Bat it will be no less grand, no less subject
for wonder, to see the gallant armies of the
Repablic return to their homes, resume their
former .occupations, and conduct a campaign
in the interests of Peace, as gallant and as
honorable as their late campaign in the in-
terests of war. Upon Government and Peo-
ple alike those men have the first claim.—
They have saved the Republic, and God for-
bid that the Republic should forget them,

when their heroio virtues are no longer need- |

ed in the field. For four long and eventiul
years they have endured all, and risked all
for the good of our common country, and it
would be meanness worthy only of savages,

the nation fuiled to mapifest the tenderest
interest for-them,

We dre not of those who look upon war as
a great demoralizer, unfitting the soldier. for
the quiet pursuits of Peace. On the contra-
ry we believe that the stern discipline of war
has turned many a worthless follow into a
good citizen. Who does not knowa of some
wild trifling, good for nothing, going off into
the army, proving himself a good soldier,
winning promotion, and coming back a dig-
nified and steady man? But the material of
our armies hus+never been of a worthless
character. The best men of the land have
stood in the ranks, And so high is the stan-
dard of the personal character in some cases,
that to have been in the army is a presump-
tion of merit. Those who were men at home,
were men in the army, and they come back
men, all the better for the sharp discipline
of war, : .

And now how are we to discharge our du-
ty toward the roturped veterans? First, by
perferting them for all offices which they are
ficted to fili: Sccond, by giving them steady
and honorable employment on our farms, in
our work shops, on the Railroads, wherever
they cbouse to apply for work. The Gov-
ernment has already signified its intention to
discriminate in favor of soldiers in the selec-
tion of officers and employees. This is right.
Let us carry the same principle into the or-
dindry pursuits of common life.

Saturday Evening.

- How many a kiss has been given—how.

many a caress—how many a look of hate—
how many a kind word—how many a prom-
ise bas been broken—how many a hearst has
been wrecked~—how many a soul lost—how
many a loved one lowered to the narrow
chamber—how many a babe has gone forth
from earth to heaven—how many a little
orib or oradle stands silent now, which last
Saturday night beld the rarest of the treas-
ures of the heart! A week is a. history, A
week makes events of sorsow or of gladaess
which_peoplgnever heed. _Go_haewe, you

siderable of a seratch was visible,

“Call dis & schoake? Boh! says the old
woman, ‘ .
. “Oh, but I'm pizened to death, Molly.~—
8ce 'm all pizen, mine veit won’t come over
mine body at all, : -
. “Haw! haw! haw! roared the old woman.

“Vﬁh a fool. You bhave got Peter’s vhest

" “Kosh!” roars old Pete, shaking off death’s
ice fetters at one surge, and jumping up.~—
“Yagob, what an old fol "you. must be, to
say [ wag gchnake bit.. Go ’bout your busi-
s, Pete, bring me some beer.

ScANDALOUS.~A lettér in the Chattan-
ooga Rebel says that the ladies in portions of
Tennessée have beeu' stripped of everything.

Why was Jonsh in the fish's belly like a

beart-erring wanderer. Go home to the
cheer that awaits you, wrong waifs ob earth’s
billows. Go home to your family, man of
businesa. Go home to those yon love, man
of toil, and give one night to the joys and
comforts fast flying by. Leave your books
with complex. figures—leave everything—
your dirty shop—your business store. Rest
with those you Jove; for Gud alone knows
what next Saturday night may briog them.

Forget the world of care and battles, with | 4.,

which life furrowed the wreek. Draw close
around the family hearth. Saturday pight
has awaited your.coming ‘with sadness, in
tears and silence.. Go home- to .those. you
love, and as you bask in the loved presence,
and meet to return the embrace of your heart
pets, etrive to be a better man, and ‘to bless
dod for giving His weary obildren so dears
stepping-stone in the riyoer to the Eternal, as
Saturday night. : . C

fashionable young lady? Beoause b%

good for him.

\\‘,Sﬁmky to the last—~female rebels.

the year he again appeared at a temperance
meeting without baving onoe touched a drop,,
“Are you not goigg to sign again?” asked
-Mr.-Abbott. *“Yes,” replied .he, “if I can
do it my own way,” and zccordingly he wrote,
“I sign this pledge for nine hundred and
ninety-niue yedrs, and if I live to that time
I intend to take a life lense!” A few days
after he called upon the tavern keeper, who
welcomed him back to bis o!d hut. *“Oh, land
Yord,” said he as if in pain, “I have such a
lump on my side.” That’s because you have
stopped drinking,” said the landlord, “You
won't live loog if you keep on.” “Will drink
take the lump away?” “Yes and if you don’t
drink you'll soon have a lump on thp other
side, Come, let’s drink together.” and he
poured out two glasses of whisky.
1 wont drink,” said the former inebriate, “es-
peoially if keeping the pledge will bring a-
nother lump for it iso’t very hard to bear,”
and with this he drewout the. Jump, a roll
of greenbacks, from his side pocket, and walk
ed off, leaving the landlord to his reflections:

—so@mo—

The Rebel Leaders.

No fair man cae doubt that the rebel lead-
ers, and particalarly Davis and Lee, are re-
sponsible for the starvation and cruel expos-
ure of Union prisoners, resulting in thousands
of deaths. The crnime in this connection,
that they stand guilty of before the civilized
world, is murder—murder in. its worst and
most barbarous aspect,

Henry 8. Foote who was a member of the
rehel Congress, has written a letter, in which
he shows the rebel leaders to have been the.
authors of the horrible miseries endured by
our brve meu in Southern prisons. He
proves that the Commissary General of “tho
Confederacy proposed the starving of Union
prisoners, that the rebel Secretary of war
approved and endorsed it, that the rebel
House of Represeatatives tried to prevent an
investigation of 'it. And as Davis and Lee
were at the head of the military department,
of course this starvation policy could not be
carried on without their approval. We sub.
wit to a candid world whether men who have
thus taken the lives of thousands of innocent
and helpless prisoners should not suffer the
death penalty, unless capital punishment be
forever abolished? ‘

P

SCARCE ARTICLES.—A parson who prac-
tices all he professes; :

A beauty who never feels proud when she
dreases; ‘

A lawyer whose honesty pleads for his cli-
cat; .

A braggart whose courhage is always defi-
ant; | .
A sensible dandy, an actual friend;

Philosophy publishing, money to lend.’

A skillful physician regardless of self;

A stausnch politician forgetful ot pelf;

A sour ola bachelor neatly arrayed; :

And last though not rarest, a cheerful old
maid. .

" FaiaureNep AT Suabows.—A fellow
went (o a parish priest, and told him, with 3
long face, that he had seen a ghost. ’

“When aud where "

“I was passing by the church, and up a-
gainst the wall of it, did [ behold the spec-
tre.” ‘ v

“In what shape did it appear?” asked the
priest. o
“It appeared in the shape of a great

»o TR S UCA
“Go home and hold your tongue abont it,”
and have- been frightened at your oun shud-

ow.”

¢

We can tell provision deslers'how to keep-
bams the, yest ronud. . Charge threo. times
as wuch as they arg yorth. .

It is impossible to look at the sleepers .in

A man long noted for intemperance habits |

“T gness |.

said the parson; “you are 8 very timid man, |y

Juok,this fime.” Upon my conscience !—
What excase have you ? '
‘A very good one, your Honor.”~ "~
- ‘What oie? Neoessity 2’
‘Not exactly. '
‘Then what 7"
- ‘Your-own-advice T T
‘My adviee? How dare you? Bold fel.
low! You've been here s0 many times' you’ve

_got familiar, and grown-sauoy-” —

‘I say I acted upon your advice, and I
stick so it.” ) .

*To steal ¥' Tell me when 1 advised you to
stea).’

‘Every time I’ve besn-drought before you,
the evidence was not snfficient, and you dis-
chaiged me, and suid: ‘Go about your busi-

Teved he could kecp it, but near the end—of [ 2esstand I did. My business is stealing ; I

only followed your orders’

‘Well, sir, now said the astonished Judge, .
the eviderde is not sufficient this time, eith.
er, and you are discharged, you lucky rogue.
But take care you-don’t stick to business so
close, hereafter, or you may find you'vé over-

worked youréelf, and I shall have to sead
you to a hospital” . ° .

/

Pragctical Joking.

“A few days since,” writes an ettorney,
“ag I was sitting with brotker C— in his of-
fice ia Court Square, a client came in and
said 3 ‘ .

“Squire D— W-—, the stabler, shaved me
dreadfully, yesterday; and I want to come up -
with him” - .

“State your case,” says C—. )

Client—*I asked him how much he'd
charge me for a horse to go to Delham —
He gaid ope dollar and a half. I paid bim
one doHar and a haif, and he said he wanted
another dollar and a balf for coming back,
and he made me pay it.”

C— gave him some legal advice, which
the olient acted upon immediately as follows:

+ He went to the stabler and staid :

“How much will you charge me fora
horse and bugzy to go to Salem

Stabler replied—*five dollars.”

“Haraness him up.”

Client went to Salem, came back by rail-
road, went to stabler,jisaying— .

Here ig your money,” payieg him five
dollars. :

W“Wher.e ois my .borse and wagon?” says -

“He is at Salem,” says client, “1 only
hired him to go to Salem.” '

A cute Yankee, in Kansas, sells liquor in
a gun-barrel instead of a glass, that ho may
avoid the law, and make it appear beyond -
disputé that he is selling liquor by the bar- .
rel.  Of course tke cute Yankee’s gustomer
aeu liable to go off half cocked. :

Love can do much, but scorn or
caa do more, )
Like with little looks well and Ilasts long.
Let us enjoy the present, we shall havo
trouble enough afterwards. .
Lot your letter stay for the post, not the
post for your letter. :
.. Little sticks kindle the fire, but great ones
put it out.
Little dogs
catch it.

disdain

Bithe hare, but great ones

.. A Cueaw ConscieNce.—~How bravely a
man can walk the earth, bear the heaviest
burdens, perform the geverest duties, and
look ali men-zquare in the tace, if ke only
bears in his brenst a olear conscience, void of
offense toward God and man. Therc is- no
spring, no’spur, po inspiration like this.—
To feel that we have omitted - po task, and
left no obligations uafilled, this fills the
heart with satisfaction, and the soul with
strength. : R

Uszrus Hint.—A tablespoonful of pow-
dered alum will purify. a hogahead of foul

water. Try it.

‘At a negro ball the following - notice was
posted on the,door-stép:—Tickets, fifty cants.
No gentleman admitted unless he'comes him. -
self’ ‘ e '

. Itzi"s.;) g;;gsisign to }.iave 8 inun to enter
our offics with a friendly greeting, “here’

$2.00"for my paper.
L R T S e

1 Y

“1. i A druokards nose is said to be o ‘light

Touse, waraing us of the.little

water that
passes underneath.” . C e

- ‘Divisions. ard‘Sntan-’s:powder&plota to.blow
‘up religion. , :

h 5

a church without being reminded that Sun-
day is o doy of reste, -0

St

] .';‘fm reward o}‘ the pious is-eternal




