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BEHIND THE FOOTLIGHTS.

“Willyou please have this part dead-
perfect at rehearsal to-morrow, miss ?”

The speaker was the call-boy cf the
only Ihiat re in a Western town.

The girl to whem he handed the part
was tall and slight of physique. Her
features were pale as marble, but tnu-
acendently lovely—one might almost
risk tie expression, “lovelv as an an-
gel*s”

The deep-telling eyes scanned the
MS. of the part, and a look of dismay
lit their depths.

•M crcy !’ she murmured; ‘it ia im-
possible. Rehearsal ia called at ten,
sharp. Mother liea in a raging fever,
tvLien threatens her brain, and here are
twenty lengths at leas?. It is a hard
life!’ and a weary sigh followed, as the
young girl took up her small satchel
and drew her threadbare shawl around
her fragile figure. ‘Good night, Den-
ny,’ she said, in return to the saluta-
tion of the old door keeper, as shequit-
led the theatre.

‘Re careful, dear,’ he replied; ‘he’s
there again,’ and he jerked his thumb
over Lis shoulder with a warning ges-
ture.

A shade crossed her features and her
mouth worked determinedly as hereves
flashed, and a slight flush tinged her
white checks. The warning evidently
disturbed tier. Young as she was, hers
had bein the fate of many on the stage! [
Shu lad admirers w hom she scorned;
but, having no brother, she was unpro-
tected save by that mother who now
lay at the point of death.

The night was cold, and Bessie Dar-
ling (her stage name, the real one be- j
ing withheld,) was scantily clad. As
she reached the street, she looked up
at the stars, which glittered in theskv, j
like polished steel. She shivered and
hastened on. The slight snow upon i
the pavement creaked erisplv beneath
her tread. At the corner a young man
interrupted her, and raised his hat. 1

•Good evening,’ he said, removing
bis cigar; ‘may I not have the pleasure
of seeing you home ?’

Hhe made no reply but strove to pass
him.

‘Don’t be foolish,’ he said, offering'
his nrm; 'you know I would not harm i
you.’

‘Your aid is not needed,’ she replied,
‘and your company is unpleasant. Let
roe pass. My mother is very ill, per-
haps dying at this very moment.’

‘AH the more reason why you should
bsvo help,’ he returned. ‘Allowme to
offer any service in invpower.’ He drew
a roll of greenbacks from his pocket and
held them toward her.

*1 do not require your money. I
would not accept it to save my moth-
er’s life, much ns I love her. Let me
pass or I shall call for aid.’

He sneered.
*lt is late,’ he said; ‘the streets arc i

deserted: you are alone, and none will,
hear your appeal.’

D, yes they will!’ It was the call-
boy ot the theatre who st>oke.

The young man turned to the new
comer. He was a singular personage—-
dwarfed in stature, with a head much
too large for the diminutive body.

‘Whom Lave I the honor to address:’
inquired the young blood, sconifullv. ;

‘That is neither hero nor there,’ was
the reply. ‘Hut if Miss Darling willal-1
low roe, I willset' that she is no longer
detained by an unpleasant meddler.*

‘Ho! ho!’ laughed the other; ‘a
Quasimodo to protect his Esmerraida.'

Ibe dwarf bit his lips, aud turned
pale as death.

‘Look out that vou do not meet the
fate of the recreant priest.’

‘We are not iu Fans,’ retorted the,
blood, ‘and there are no towers of Notre
Dame at band.*

‘WillMiss leading accept my escort
home? 1 will protect her frl.tu this
sneaking bullv.’

The young man. pallid with rage, re-
turned :

Til thrash you within an inchof vour,
life for this insolence, you crooked back
cur! Take that!*

He launched a heavy blow at the
manikin’s head, but the little fellow
darted nimbly aside.

*1 am no match for yon al fisticuffs,’
he hissed, ‘but I have not played the
Sprite for nothing.’ ,

The nest instant be started forward,
and planting his bead full in the stom-
ach of his antagonist, hurled him over
the embankment where they stood.—
The blood was unablo to save himself.
Down, down be fell, and striking head
foremost on the bank of the river, lav
insensible.

‘My God ! you have killed him/whis-
! permr Bessie.

‘Not much lost, mitt. But the devil
aids such at be. He it worth a tcore
of dead men jet. But let at hasten or
he may recover, and be would make it
as hot as hade* for me.’

Half an hour later Beatia nt watch-
ing her delirious mother. At the re-
moved and replaced the icy cloths upon
the bursting forebead she ever and anon
applied bertelf to learning the part abe
must 1*perfect in on the morrow. Not
a wink of sleep was hen that night, and
when she appeared at rehearsal the red
eyes and feverish cheeks told of that
studious vigil by her mother’s bed.

That night Bessie Darling took the
town by alorm.

The play was ended.
The curtain rang down on a heart

that littlereckoned the floral offerings
or the loud applause that called her be-
fore the green scene; for, as she return-
ed to the prompter's box, news reached
Bessie that her mother was dead.

The n action was terrible. The poor
girl was stricken down herself,nnd when
the mother was buried by the kindly
members of the company, the daughter
was nearly a fit subject to occupy the
same resting place.

Time jassed, and slowly the young
girl recovered. Each day during the
interval the invalid found" a fresh bou-
quet upon the table by her bed. At
first she refused to look at them, think-
ing they were but new im)>ortuuitieß
from him whem she so utterly detested.
Hut this was nut the case, as she short-
ly found. The timely lesson, to the
young liltertine bad proved favorable to
her and useful to him. He never trou-
bled Bessie again. Therefore the flow-
ers were not from him.

‘Who could it be ?* she asked the
nurse; hut she professed ignorance, aud
stated that the bouquets were left ou
the doorstep early every morning.

Finally Bessie was able to attend to
duty once more. What pleasure it was
|to meet the kindly greetings of her
friends, as she appeared at the first re-
hearaal. Each member of the company
strove to outdo the other in little at-
tentions. One brought her a seat near
the wings; another drew her shawl
closer around her shoulders, fearing
she would catch cold. Poor Jacket),
the dwarfed call boy, insisted on bring-
ing her a littlewarm wine (his panacea
for trouble.) The manager greeted her
and told her that her fortune was as-
sured; he was about to produce a new
sensational drama inwhich she was to'act
as the heroine. In fact, her cup of jov
seemed full to the brim. (No relation
to Jacken’s panacea, for that had been
disposed of with many thanks,at which
the poor follow’s face turned red to the
top of his ears.)

The day for the rehearsal of the new
play arrived. In the last scene a tel-
ling effect was to be pro-1 need, where
the heroine was thrown from a preci-
pice by the villain of the piece. In fal-
ling she lodges in a pine tree, while he.
losing his balance, topples from the cliff
and is slain.

‘l'll try that tree ‘myself first. Miss
Bessie.’ suggested the rail boy, ‘to see
that it is secure. Mr. Julies, will you
go through the business with me?’

I ‘Certainlt; although I don’t think
that you make a charming substitute

, f>r the heroine,’ laughed the heavy man.
So u;> the scaffolding they went. The

struggle ensued. The orchestra gate
! the chord, and with a heavy lunge the
dwarf fell iu the abyss.

, A shriek ensued from the ladies, and
| the strong nieu sickened. The villain
paused in horror, for the tree had bro-

-1 ken and poor Jacket! fell through the
trap with a harsh thud.

Friends hastened to his aid, and he
was borne to the stage stunned and

I bleeding. Tho doctor of the theatre,
j who was present, shook his head.

‘His spine is broken,’ he said; ‘hu-
I man aid cannot save him.*

*O, don't say so 1’ moaned Bessie,
who was wiping the ldo*d from a deep
wound in the |oor boy’s head.

The closed eyes opened and a happy
light lit their vision.

‘lt’s all over. Miss Bessie,’ he mur-
mured, ‘and I don’t know but what I
am glad of if’

‘Poor boy, poor boy.'she said, smooth-
ing back bos curling hair.

* ‘Mother used to do that, and her
touch was no gentler than yours. O, I
am no glad !*

Bessie’s tears rattled down on the up-
turned face.

‘Don't cry,’ be said; ‘it’s better as it
is. You never ••mild hare loved ne as I

I loved you. and I am not more suacclcst
i now than 1 shmiM have beeu Lad Hived.

( Would you kiss me once—once for the
flowers I left you when 1 feared that
you. too, must die 1’

Bessie pressed a kiss on the lips of
the dviugboy, and with that last beni-

.*n the wandering spirit sought its
God.

THE SMOKER REFORMED.

CIiRIS I.

“One cigar adsy !” said Jodgsßoom-
pointer. “One cigar a day !’* repeated
John Jenkins, as with trepidation he
dropped bis half-consumed cigar under
his work bench.

“One cigar a dav is three cents a
day,” remarked Judge Boom pointer,
gravely; “and do you know, sir, vkt
one cigar a day, or three eents a day,
amounts to in the course offouryears?”

John Jenkins, in bis boyhood, had at-
tended the village school, and possessed
considerable arithmetical ability. Ta-
king up a shingle which lay has
work bench, ami producing a pesos of
chalk, wishwdnsfete *1sawaosamqpflfla
he made an exhaustive calculation/-

“Exactly forty-three dollarsaad eigh-
ty cents.” be replied, wiping the per-
spiration from bis heated brow, while
bit face flushed with honest enthusi-
asm.

“Well, sir, ifyou saved three cents a
day, instead of wasting it, you would
now be tbe possessor of a new suit of
clothes, an Illustrated Family Bibla, a

i pew in tbe church, a complete set of
j Patent Office Reports, a hymn-book,

J and a paid subscription to Arthur*$

Horn e Magazine, which could be pur-
chased fur exactly forty-three dollars
and eighty cents; and," added the
Judge, with increasing sternness, “if
you calculate leap year, which you seem i

ito have strangely omitted, you have
three cents more, sir; three eettt* more 1 1AVbat would that buy you, sir ?“

1 “Acigar,” suggested John Jenkins;,
but, coloring again deeply, he hid his j
face.

‘No, sir/ said tbe Judge, withasweet
smile of benevolent stealing over his
stem features; ‘properly invested, it
would buy you that which passeth ail!
price. Dropj>ed into the missionary
box, who c&u tell what heathen, now
idly and joyously wantoning in naked-
ness and sin, might be brought to a
sense of his miserable condition, and
made through that three cents, to fuel
the torments of tbe wicked ?’

With these words the Judge retired,
leaving John Jenkins buried in profound
thought. ‘Three cents a day/ he mut-
tered. ‘ln forty years I might be worth
four hundred and thirty-eight dollars
and ten cents—and then 1 might mar-
ry Mary. Ah, Mary!’ The young car-
penter sighed, and, drawing a twen-
ty-five cent dagnenroty|e from bis vest
|>ocket, gazed long and fervidly upon
tbe features of a young girl in book
muslin and a coral necklace. Then,
with a resolute expression, he carefully
locked the door of his workshop and
departed.

Alas his good resolutions were too 1
late. We trifle with the tide of fortune j
which too often nips us in the bud and 1
casts the dark shadow of misfortune
over the bright lexicon of youth ! That
night the ha If-consumed fragment of
John Jeukin’s cigar set fire to his work-
shop and burned it up, together with
all his tools and materials. There was
no insurance.

CHATTER 11.
THE DOWNWARD PATH.

‘Then you still persist ih marrying
John Jenkins ?’ queried Judge Boom-
pointer. as he playfully, with paternal
familiarity, lifted the golden curls of
the village belle, Mary Jones.

‘Ido,’ replied the fair voung girl, in
a low voice, that resembled rock candy

in its saccharine firmness—‘l do. He
has has promised to reform. Since he
lost all his nropertv by fire— ’

‘The result of bis pernicious habit,
though he illogically persists in charg-
ing it to me,’ interrupted the Judge.

•Since then,’ continued the young
girl, ‘he has endeavored to break’ him-
self of the habit. He tells me that he
has substituted the stalks of the Indian
ratan, the outer part of a leguminous
plant called the smoking l>eau, and the
fragmentary and uncousnmed remain*
der of cigars which occur at rare and
uncertain intervals along the road,
which, as he informs roe. though defi-
cient iu quality add strength, are com-

{varatively inexpensive,’ and blusbingat
icr own eloquence, the young girl hid

her curls on the Judge’s arm.
‘Poor thing !’ muttered Judge Boom-

pointer. ‘Dare I tell her ail ? Yet 1
must.’

‘1 shall cling to him,* continued the
young girl, rising with her theme, as
the young vine clings to some boarv
ruin. Nay, nay. chide mo not. Judge
Boom|>oiuter. 1 will marry John Jen-
kins !’

The Judge was evidently affected.—
Seating himself at the table, he wrote a
few lines hurriedly upou a piece of pa-
per, which he closed and placed in the
fingers of the destined bride of John
Jenkins.

‘Marv Jones,’ said the Judge, with
impressive earnestness, ‘take this trifle
as a wedding gift from one who respects
your fidelity and truthfulness. At the
altar let it be a reminder of roe.’ And
covering his face hastily with a hand-
kerchief. the stern and iron-willed man
left the room.

As the door closed, Mary unfolded
the paper. It was an order on the cor*
ner grocery for three yards of flannel,
a paper of needles, four pounds of soap,
one pound of starch, and two boxes of
matches !

‘Noble and thoughtful nan !’ was all
Marv Jones could exclaim, as she hid
her face in her hands and burst in a
flood of tear*.
•••••••
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‘What! more bread!’ said Julia Je.
kins, graft/. ‘Toa’rs always asking
for money for bread. D—nation I Do
yon want to ruin me by your extras*,
ganoe ?’ and as ho ottered these words
he drew from his pocket a bottle of
whisky, a pipe aad a paper I tobacco.
Emptying the first at a draught, he
threw the empty bottle at the. head of
his eldest boy, a youth of tvelse sum-
mers. The missile struck the child full

• in the temple, aud stretched him a life.
: less corpse. Mrs. Jenkins, whom the
jreader will scarcely recognise as the
j once gay and beautiful Mary Jones,
raised the dead body of her son in her
arms, and carefully placing the unfor-
tunate youth beside the pump in the
Lack yard, returned with saddened step
to the house. At another time, and iu

j brighter days, she might have wept at
jthe occurrence. She was past tears

i now.

I ‘Father, your conduct is reprehonsi-
jble said little Harrisou Jenkins, the
youngest boy. ‘Where do you expect
to go wheu you die !*

‘Ah!’ said John Jenkins fiercely,
‘this comes of giving children a liberal
education; this is the result of Sabbath !
schools. Down, viper!*

A tumbler thrown from the same pa-
rental fist hud out the youthful Hsrri- ! ¦
sou cold. The four other children had

|iu the meantime gathered around the
, table with anxious expectancy. With
a chuckle, the now changed and brutal

j John Jenkins produced four pipes, and, 1
tilling them with tobacco, banded one
to each of his offspring and bade them
smoke. ‘lt’sbetter than bread !* laughed !
the wretch, hoarse!/.

Mar/ Jenkinsi though of a patient
nature, felt it her dot/ now to speak. '
‘Ihave borue much John Jenkins,’ she
said. ‘But I prefer that the children ;
should not smoke. It is an unclean '

I habit, and soils theirclothes. laskthis
' as a special favor !*

j John Jenkins hesitated—the pangs j
of remorse began to seize him.¦ ‘Promise me this, John,’ urged Mary |

' upon her knees.
i *1 pritoise!’ reluctantly answered : *
' John.

3 1
‘And you will put the money in a

savings bank ?*
*1 will,’ repeated her husband; and !

I'll give up smoking, too.*
'’Tis well, John Jeukiua !’ said Judge 1

Boom pointer, apj>earing suddenly from
behind the door, where be had been

i concealed during this interview. *No-
bly said, my man. Cheer up ! 1 will
see the children decently buried.’ The
husband and wife fell into each other’s
arms. And Judge Boompointer, gaz-
ing upon the affecting S|ectaele, burst
into tears.

From that day John Jenkins was an
altered man.

Busts Haste.

Billing's Good Resolutions.—
1 That i won’t Lorry or lend espeshilv

| lend.
[ That i won’t advise anybody until i
know what kind of advise they arc anx-
ious tew follow.

That i won’t wear any more tite boots
if i have to go barefoot to do it.

That 1 won’t swop dogs with no man
unless ican swop two for oue.

That poverty may be a blessing, but
if it iz, it iz a Messing in disguise.

That the world owes me a living—per-
vided i earn it.

That no man shall beat me in polite-
ness not as long as politeness kontinuos

’ to be az cheap az it is now.
That ifa man kails me a phool i won’t

ask him to prove it.
That i will lead a moral life even if i

go loaesumeand lose a good deal of fun
, by it.

That if a man tells me a mule won’t
| kik. i will believe what he says without

; trying it.
That the beet time to repent ofa blun-

der is just before the blunder is made.
That when i hear a man bragging on

bis anoesters i won’t envy him, but will !
pity the anrestera.

The above will do for 1876.
¦ - i ¦¦ - - 'I

i ft*3*Reverdv Johnson was elected to
the Maryland Legislature fifty-five years )
ago—ten years before Byron died and ¦
when Poe wss only eleven years old. i

A bill has just been Introduced in
the British PsHiameot to make Queen
Victoria “Empress of India.”

• A revivalist asked an African if he
had found the Lord. “Golly,”said
Sambo, “am the Lord loet !**

111 •

It is a thin excuse for a vouog lady
to lie abed until nine o’clock in the
moruiog because this is sleep year, |

One of the late zephyrs in Min-
i uesota is reported to have blown two
sheep into the top of a tree a mile away
from their grazing place. The rest of

, the flock had presence of mind enough
to hold on to thegrasa with their teeth.

—— ¦" ' •• - ¦—

Some persons pronounce the dis-
graced Secretary's name Belk-nap. This
is wrong; the correct pronunciation is
Bel-knap,

Thr holy days bare com*.
Thr saddest the jmr;

Its most to© >b for whiskey,
j And a lit vie tc® cool fur

Igkv Make twains duel.

Twain contributes tbe folio*.
iiW Hood's Annual :

> is that it is s
PjPfW Ik has n anal on the snd of it,

hp* I claim nothing on that, as it is
in to curry favor with

WSmtJhtA reported a cooplo of
Jmmjm JPlMmia City (Nevada)
iApl|MntiM they promoted me toIlasted jut a

JJat I mdn *n

W awhmtoor whOe 1
*yyp*Nfl6l*m¦ a

tkpM Kqcm*

{ltjhowever; thtt history concerns enlv
the former. It was tbe old “flush
tints’*of tbs silvor excitement, when
the population was wonderfully wild
and mixed; every body went armed to
the teeth, and all slights and insults
hod to be atoned for with the beet ar-
title of blood your system could fur-1
nisb. In the course of my editing 1 1
made trouble with a Mr. Lord, the ed- i
itor of a rival paper. He flew up about j
some little trifle or other that I said !
about him—l do not remember now
what it was. 1 suppose 1 called him
a thief or a body-snatcher, or au idiot,
or something like that; I was obliged
to make tbe paper readable, and I
couldn’t fail in my duty to a whole
community of subscribers merely to
save the exaggerated sensitiveness of an !
individual. Mr. Lord was offended
and replied vigorously iu his paper.— j
Vigorously means a great deal when it 1
refers to a personal editorial in a lion- j
tier newspaper. Duel was all the fash-
ion among the upper classes iu that

, country, and a very few gentlemen
would throw away the opportunity of 1
fighting one. To kill one man iu aduel 1
caused a man to be even more looked
up to than to kill two men in the ordi-!

I nary way. Well, out there ifyou abuse 1a man and that mau did not like it, f
; you bad to call him out and kill him,

otherwise yon would be disgraced. So 1
I challenged Mr. Ijord, and I did hope I
he would not accept; but 1 knew per- ,
feetly well that he did uot want to*
tight, and so I challenged him in the
most violent and implacable manner.— j
And then I sat down and snuffed and i
snuffed tillthe answer came. All the

j boys—the editors were iu the office
j “helping” me in tbe dismal business,
and telling about duels and discussing
tbe code with a lot of aged ruffians,

. who had experience iu such matters,
and altogether there was a loving in-

: terest taken in the matter that made
me unspeakably uncomfortable. Tbe

: answer came—Mr. Lord declined. Our
I boys were furious, and so was 1 ou
; thu surface.

I sent liim another challenge, anoth-
er, and the more ho did not want to
fight the more blood thirstier I became.
But at last the man’s tone began to
change. He ap|<eared to be waking
up. It was becoming apparent that
he was going to fight me after all. I
ought to have known how it would be
—he was a man who could noser be
depended upon. Our boya weie jubi-
laut. 1 waa not, though 1 tried bard
to be.

It was now time to go ont and prac-
tice. It was the custom there to fight
duels with na t v six-sbooters at fifteen
paces—load and empty till the game
for the funeral was secure.

We went to a littleravine just *out
of towu and borrowed a l>arn door for a
target —borrowed it from a gentleman
who was absent—and we stood this
door up, and stood a rail on end against
the middle of it to represent Lord; and
put a squash on top of the rail to rep-
resent his head. He was a very tall,
lean creature, the poorest sort of mate-
rial for a duel; notbiug but a line shot
could fetch bun, and even then he might
split your bullet. Exaggeration aside,
the rail was of course, a little too thin
to represent the bod? accurately, but
the squash was all right. If there was
any intellectual difference between the
squash and bis head it was in favor of
the squash.

Well, I practiced and practiced at
the bam door and could not bit it; and
1 pract iced at the rail and could not
hit that; and I tried for the squash and
could not hit that. I would have l>ecu
entirely disheartened but that occa-
sionally I crippled one of the boys and
that gave me hope.

At last we Wean to bear pistol shots
near by m the uext ravine. We knew
what that meant! The other party
was out practicing too. Then I was in
the last degree distressed, for of course
they would hear our shots and tbeu
send over the ridge, and the spies
would find my barn door without wound
or mark, and that would simply be an
end to me; for of course the other man
would immediately become as blood*
thirst v as I was.

Just at this moment a little bird no
: larger than a sparrow flew bv and lit
ion a bush about lk paces awar, and
i my second, Sieve Gills, who was a dead
1 shot with a pistol—much better than I
was—snatched out bis revolver and
shot the bird’s head off! We all ran to

pick up the game, and sure enough,

I just at this moment, some of the other
duelists came recoanoitering over the
littleridge. Thev ran to our group

Ito see what the matter waa, and when
thev saw the bird Lord's second said:

“That waa a splendid shot. How
far off was it

1 Steve said with some indifference :

LEONARDTOWN. MI)..THL’BSDj^
“Ob, no float distance. About thir-

ty paces.
“Thirty paces! Heavens alsm 1 Who

did itr
“My man—Twain.**
“The mischief be <fldl Can be do it

often 1”
“Well yes. He con do it about four

timee out of flve.”
Iknew tbe littlerascal woe- Ivine,

bat 1 never said anything. 1 never
told him no. He woe not of the dispa.
sition to invite confidence of that kind,
so I let tbe matter rest. Bat it was
comfort to see those people look sick,
nod eee their jaws drop when Steve
made that statement. They went of
hodfat Lard nod look him boom; when
NMl: kniftf latap iWaswam * Mintw

Khdrtfr. Lord
emptorily declined fo fight.

We found out afterward that Lord
kit his mark thirteen timee in eighteen
shots —if be bad put those thirteen bul-
lets iuto me it would have narrowed
my sphere of usefulness a good deal.—
True, they could have put pegs in tbe
holea and used me for a hat-rack; but
what is a hut-rack to a man who feels
be has intellectual powers?

I have written this true incident of
my history for one purj**ee only—to
warn the youth of to-day against tbe
practice of dueling and to plead with
them to war agaiust it. I was young
and foolish when I challenged the gen-
tleman, and thought it very fine nnd
giand to be a duelist and stand upon
tbe “fieldof honor.” But lam older
and more experienced now, and am in-
flexibly opposed to the dreadful custom.

lam glad, indeed, to be enabled to
lift up my voice against it. I think it
is a bad, immoral thing. It is every
man’s duty to do all he can to discour-
age dueling.

If a mau were to challenge mo I
would go to that man and take him by
tbe baud and lead him to a retired
room—and kill him.

A Splkxdtd Dwrnrwiov.—On a
certain- occasion, one Paul I>etifon, a
Methodist preacher in Teias, adver-
tised a barbecue, with letter liquor
than usually furnished. When the
people had assembled, a desperado in
the crowd cried out:

‘“Mr. Paul Denton, vour reverence
has lied. You promised not only a
pood barbecue, but better liquor.—
Where’s the liquorr”

“There!” answered the missionary
in tones of thunder, and pointing his
long, louy finger at the matchless
double spring pushing up two strong
columns with a sound like a shout ut

joy from the bo-soui of the earth.—
“There?” he repeated, with a look ter-
rible as lightning, while his enemy fair-
ly trembled at his feet; “there is the
liquor which Mod, the Eterna 1

, brews
for all his children. Not in the sim-
mering still, over smoky fires choke.]

with poisonous gasses, and surrounded
with the stench of sickening odors and
corruption, doth your Father in heaven
prepare the precious essence of life-
pure, cold water. But in the glade
and glassy dell, where the red deer
wanders and the child loves to play;
there God brews it.—and down, b>w
in the deepest valley, where the foun-
tain murmurs and the rills sing; and
high in the mountain tops, where the
naked granite glitter like gold in the
sun; where the storm-clouds brood and
the thunder storms crash; and out, out
on the wide, sea, where the hurricane
howls music, and the big waves roll the
chorus, swooping the march of God—-
there lie brews it—beverage of life,
health-giving water. And everywhere
it is a thing of leautT, gleaming in the
dew drop, singing in the summer rains,
in the ice gem. till they seem turned
to living jewels;—spreading a golden
vein over the setting sun, or a white
guaze around the midnight moon; sport-
ing in the cataract: sleeping in the
glazier, dancing in the bail showers;
folding its bright curtains softly around
the wintry world, and wearing the many
Colored iris, that seraph’s zone the air,
whose word is the rain drops of earth,
and checkered over with the celestial
powers of the mystic hand of refrac-
tion —that blessed life-water, no poi-
son bubbles on its brink; its foam brings

not madness or murder, no blood stains
its liquid glass; pale widows and at rv-
ing children weep not burning tears !

Speak out my frieuds; would you ex-
change it for the demon's drink—alco-
hol !”

! A shont like ibe roar of a tempest
I answered “No !**

This roost beautiful of all the des-
' eriptiona of water *has for maw? years
form the chief beauty of Gough’s

temfenmv lectures; tbe lecturer giving
it as original.

I
lgJTTb.it was a shrewd girl, and not

devoid of sense either, who remarked.
* when other girls were unking fun of
her short skirts, and afflected to be
much shocked at the exhibition there-
of at a party .-

“ifyou'd*only pull up your dresses
alout your necks, where they ought to
be, they’d be as short as mine** .

She was not troubled anv more.
'

•STA farmer made bis last will and
testament in words few but significant;
“1 hare nothing, 1 owe nothing, and
I give the residue to tbe poor !”

Darwin says: “Man is the only be-
ing of the animal creation that abuses
the female of his race.”
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• I Otp rmwm Lot* T.rrrrt*.—
Letters between the Aral OotmcVd

• MwMknMUand hi* wife* tfbowt tiw
year 1625: • .

( Vy Mod Swtft How dear-
It welcome thy kind letter was to ¦, I
am not able to express. The swvetiksn
<d it did much refresh me- Wbl wui

| be more pleasing to a wile Umw fo bear
!of the wellfsre of her beet-loved, sod
how be is pleased with her poor endeav-
ors? I blush to bear myself eoaitmnt-
tied, knowing y own wants. Bat id
is soar love that oosoetsss the beet, and
makes all things seem better than they men
I wish that Imight always please tbs?,
and tbst those comforts which we have
in each other mar he daily Inerennd,
as far as they may be pleasing to God.

trvHRxA lhe epeesdr to then the* Aha-
gail did to David: **l willbe a servant
to wssh the feel of my lord.’* I willdd
any service wherein I may please mf
good bnsltand. I confess 1 cannot do
enough for thee; but thou art pleased
to accept the will for the deed and rest
contented.

I hare many realms to mate me loro
.thce, wherefore I will name two: first
| l*ecause thou lores! Clod; and, secondly,
K*caus' thou lorext me. If these two

were wanting, all the rest would be
| eclipsed. But 1 must leave this dis-
f course, and go about my household af-
' fairs. I am a ba.l housewife to be so
long from them; but 1 must needs bor-
row a little time to talk with thee, nr
sweetheart. 1 hone thy business draws
to an end. It will lie two or threfl
weeks before 1 see thoe. Though they
be long ones, God will bring ua togeth-
er in his good time, for which 1 shall
prey. Farewell my good husband; the
Lord keep the,'.

Your obedient wife.
Maroaurt Wtsrrtaop.

Hy Good Wife: Although 1 wrote to
thee last week, yet, having so fit an op-
portunity, I must write to thee again;
tor I do esteem*bne little sweet, short
letter of thine (such as the Inst was) to

Ie worthy of two or three from me.

I 1>eg;in this letter yesterday, at two
o’clock, thinking to have been at large,
'•nt was so taken up by company and
business a- 1 could get but hither by
this morning. It grieves me tb it I havu
not libcrly t<* make better eipressionsof
my Jove to thee, thou art mow dear to
me than all earthly thing*; but I will
endenvor that tsy prayers may supply
the defect of my {>0:1, which will be of
use to us both, insomuch as the favor
and blessing of God is better than all
things besides.

f know thou lookcst for troubles here,
and, when one afib'tion is over to meet
with another; but reiuemlior our Sav-
iour tells u<, “Bo of good comfort, I
have overcome the world.” Therefore,
m* good wife, rise up thy heart, and
lie not dismaved at the crosses, thott
mcctest with in familyaffairs, or other-
wise; hut still tty to Him who will t ike

lup thv burden for thce. Go thou on
cheerfully, in obedience to His holy will,
in the course He hath set thee. Peacw
shall come. I commend thee and all
thine to the gracious protection and
blessing of the Lord.

Farewell, hit good wife. I ki*s and
love thee with the kindest affection, and
rest thy faithful husband,

JOHM WIBTHROP.
M‘jl Loving and Good Unthond:

[ have received your letters. The true

tokens of your love and care of good,
now in your absence as well as when
von are present, make rue think that.
iaving',falsc, “Out of sight out of mind,”
I aru sure my h*art aud thoughts arc
alwavs near you. to “do yon good, am!
not evil, all the days of my life.” I re-

joice in the expectation of our happy
meeting; for the absence has Iwen very
long in my conceit, and thy presence
much desired. Thy welcome is always
readv; make haste to entertain it.

And so I bid my good husband fare-
well and commit him to the Lord.

Yoar loving, obedient wife,
Mar ;abet Wijctiibop.

Why lam a Poor Maw. —“Wool
Hat” in the planters advocate tells the
following plain story why he is |K>or:

“Iam jioor because I buy more than
I sell. In the first plsce, I buv a part
of mv meat from the North West; ray
fish comes from Portland; for the tak-
ing of which the Mainelandcr receives a

bounty from the Government. My on-
ion sets and all mv garden seeds I bay
from Michigan. I sold the wool from
eighteen sheep at 37j cents per pound
to an agent manufacturing company at

| Reading Penn., four months thereafter
j bought a bat from the same company,
paving at the rate of six dollars a pound
fur the wool. The bide of Bock, I sold
at ,

rt cents pr pound. Itwent to Elmi-
ra, N. Y-, was tanned, sent Lack, and I
bought it at 35 cents a pound, and it
weighed more than it did when I sold
it. My axe handles come from Con-
necticut. my matches from I>elawre,
mv pen. ink and |mper from New York.
Am 1 the only fool in Georgia r '

erThe com try shopkeeper -aM :

“Here, my friend, those balls id butter
1 bought of you but week all proved
to be just three ounces short of a
pound. And the farmer inoocentlv
aeswered : Well, I don't see how that
could Is, for 1 used one of your ( o aid
bars of s*ap for a weight.

The home d ele—walking around
with the baby at night.

“She stoops to conquer,” was written

before the days of pin-back skirla.


