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(From the Rand link v Register.)
'iHE WAGER OF SIN.

Many r.f our readers will remember
Harlow Case, who was Collector at this
port in IboO, by ap|*oiutmcnt of Presi-
dent Fillmore. We have justvouieinto
possession of some facts in relation to
this man, aud others connected with
bint, that will l-e read with interest.—
Case had as Deputy Collector, during
bis term of office here, a gentleman
named Henrv Francis, with whose wife,
a lovely and accomplished woman,Case
fell desperately in love, and she also
conceived a passion for her admirer,
with whom she agreed to elope as soon
t* a favorable opi*ortunitv offered.—
Case concluded to make an opportuni-
ty, and did so. Ho collected about
$22,000 in gold for customs, etc., and
oue day, while bis deputy, Mr. Francis,
was away from home, C’ase and Mrs.
Francis and Lor daughter, a beautiful
child, lied from the city and went to
the Island of Ceylon. As soon ns the
defalcation and elopement were discov-
ered the wildest excitement prevailed
in the city, and steps were at once ta-
ken to apprehend Case, but all efforts
availad not King. The know ledge of his
wife’s gniH and the loss of bis child
was a terrible blow to Mr. Francis, who
soon afterward left the city and has
not. we believe, been heard of since bv
any one here.

We bare been fortunate enough to
get possession of an interview of an
American missionary with Harlow Case
and Mrs. Francis and her daughter at
their home iu far-offCeylon, The min- I
isfer Led been on a business trip to the
place where Case lived, and the latter
xvas introduced to hint as an American
who was in quest of health, and desired
to get away front the cares of active
btisit ass life. The missionary made ar-
rangements with Case to take a ride one
day, ’and the latter was to call at the
former’s stopping plait* and start from
thete. Helow we give the missionary’s
alorr complete :

J thou-;lit myself fortunate in falling
in with so agreeable a gentleman, and
considered Ins face and manners j ccu-

-1 tally refuted. Oil our second meeting
1 noticed a singular restlessness of the
handsome dark eyes, an irritable bitter-
ness of the lips, and a dispoaitian to be
constantly on the move, shown in the'
tapping of a light luttnboo cane, of the
motiou of the foot or hand. Those 1
things, however, did not strike me as
stugiilar at the time, but, coupled with
what I afterward learned, were certain
evidence that the man already felt the
gnawing of the worm that never dies.
One forenoon we left the little seaport
lew u where 1 was sojourning, and rode
a short distance into the interior of the
gorgeous island. Most glorious were
the surroundings on every hand.

“That is my house,” said my new
friend, pointing to a low-roofed cot-
tage, surrounded by a wide veranda,
from w hose clinging vines sweet odors
were flung npon the soft atmosphere;
but Horn the moment the words wore
uttered his sociability departed. With-
in the cottage ittrlosure were walls, how-
eta aud fountains. Chaste stat uarv was
dispersed over the grounds with most
charming effect. The house seemed a
fairy structure, rising in the midst of
flowers and foliage. And the man who
ait beside me. whose smile mounted no
highar thaJt bis lips—the dreamy, fur-
looking discontent in hts eye growing j
every moment more perceptible—was
the owner of this Eden-like home. We
were met on the threshold by a lovelv
child of some eleven summers. Her hair
bung in curls. Her eyes were particu-
larly liistrious yet mournful in their
beauty, and on the young brow 1 seemed
to set* something, a shadow of sadness
and uncbtldlike quiet, as she greeted
my new friend. Dressed in pure white,
•be glided iu before us, and to her was
left the duty ot entertaining me. while
Mr. C., excusing himself iu the remark
that sickness necessarily called him
away, for half an hour or so, left the
room.

“I*your mother very unwell ?” 1
asked of the little girl. who. with those
shallow-filled eyes of hers, was regard-
ing me gently but attentively.

“Yes, sir, mamma lus I-ec u sick along
time,” replied sbe. dropping her eye#
while her lips trembled.

“Did you come from America?” she
asked timidly, after a loug silence.

“Yes, tnv dear. Do you know anv-
thing of that country r” I returned,
growing mure and moie pleased with,

her expressive face.
“Only that mamma came from there,

and I think,** she added hesitatingly,

“that I did. Bat Mr, C. will never let
me talk about it.”

“Are jou, then, not the little daug£
ter of Mr. CM’” 1 asked, somewhat as-
tonished.

‘Tam my mother's daughter,” an-
-1 ¦we red the child, with grave dignity in

j one so young, and a minute after she
f arose and quietly left the room. I sat

watch : ng her white robes flittingthrough

¦ the long shady walks opposite my win-
’ dow, and knew that the child brooded

, oter some dark Borrow, for her eves
( were filled with tears. Why was it, I

- questioned myself, that painful thoughts
took possession of me as I sat there ?

1 It seemed as if I w*re sojourning in an
enchanted spot, and that some horror
was suddenly to hteak in upon me. At
my side, nearly covering a beautiful ta-
ble of letter-wood, were several costlv i
gift books. I took them up carefullv,

1 for I have a reverence for books, and
turning to the fly leaf of a splendidly
bound copy of Rhakspeare, read : “To
Mary Frances F , from her devo-
ted husband, Henry P .”

A thrill of surprise and anguish ran
from vein to vein. My thoughts seemed
paralyzed. The truth Lad burst upon

; me with such suddenness that the blood
rushed with a shock to my heart. I
knew Henry F ; had known him
intimately for years. He was a friend |
toward whom all my sympathies had
been drawn, for he had seen such sor- )
row as makes the heart grow old he- j
fore its time. His wife, whom he Lad ;
loved, deserted him. She Lad taken j
with her his only child She had des-
olated a household; and, forgetting l
honor, shame, and everything that per- J
tains to virtue and to God, had fled
from the country with the man whose
arts had won her wanton love. How
could I remain under this roof that now
seemed so accursed ? How meet the
destroyer of virtue—the fiend who had
reveled in such a conquest ? I could (
only think of the evil they had done, j

, not what they might suffer through the
tortures of remorse. It was some time
before the seducer came into the room

I where 1 still sat with the child,determ- ;
, ined to meet him once more before I
jleft the house. Oh ! how guilty ! how
heart-stricken his appearance! Re-
morse sat on bis forehead—looked out
from his eyes—spoke when he was silent.

‘Will you come to dinner ?’ he asked.
I I hosititcd. Should i partake of his
• hospitality ? the hospitality of one of
; those ilends in human sh:i|>e whose steps
take hold on hell ? I knew hi*guilt

j—why delay to declare it ? Why not,
at once, in burning words upbraid Lim
for his villainy and flee, as from a pes-
tilence, his sin-cursed house ? The man
noticed my hesitation. He could m>t,
of course, interpret its cause. As he
repeated his request, the look of dis-
tress upon his face excited a feeling of
pity which, fora moment, slightly dis-
armed my resentment, and under the
influence of this f. cling, almost uncon-
sciously, ] passed into Ihe dining-room.

‘1 am sorry little Nellie’s mamma
(T was glad he did not dare to use the

j sacred name of wife)—is not able to
sit flown with us.’ lie said. ‘lt is manv

; months since we have had her presence
iat our meals. sShc is suffering from

the effects of a slow fever, induced by
the climate,* he added gravely as he
motioned me to a seat before him.— *

[The table glittered with silver plate.
Obedient servants brought, on the most

(costly servers, delicacies such as I had
never seen l<efore. Hut the skeleton
sat at the feast. I could not talk save
in monosyllables. My host ate hastily,
almost carelessly—waiting upon me
with manv abrupt starts and apologies.
W ine came. He drank freelv. Soon
he sent the little girl and servants from
the room, ami seemed striving to nerve
himself for conversation.

i ‘You are from city. I believe,*
lie said nervously. I answered in thei
affirmative.

‘Hid you over know a gentleman there
by the name of Henry F f’ *1
knew him sir.’ I said sternly, looking
the man steadilv in the face, ‘and 1
know him also as a ruined, heart-broken¦ man.’ ith an ejaculation of anguish
he put hi* handkerchief to his eyes. It ,
would have seemed hypocritical, but the

1 suffering on his face was unmistakable, j
‘Perhaps you have susjieetcd, then,*

he began in a quivering voice. Not ,
calmly, but with the words ot an aeon- :
ser. I told him what Ihud seen, thought
and felt.

’Sir.* said he, in tones which I shall
never forget, ‘if I have sinned. God in;

Heaven knows that I have suffered; and
if in F a bereavement be has cursed
me. that curßc is fearfully fulfilled.— I
Poor Mary is dying—has been dying |

, for months and I have knowu it. It [
ba< been for me to see the failing step,

| the dimming eye; it is for me now to !
see the terrible struggles of bvr nearlv '
worn out frame; it is for me to listen to \
her language of remorse that sometimes
almost drives me mad. Yes. mad. mad,
mad !' he said in a freusv, rising and I
crossing the floor with longuutv strides, i
Then burying bis face ia his bands, he
exclaimed. *Too late! too late ! I have'
repented !’ There was a long {muse and !
he continued calmly : ‘No human
means can now restore my poor com- ipanion. Her moral sensibilities become I
more and more acute as the fails in :
strength, so that sbe reproaches herself
constantly.’ A weary, mournful sigh
broke from his lips as if bis heart would
break. ‘O ’if he knew.* he exclaimed
again, ‘ifh knew how bitter a peualtv¦ she is paving for the outrage she bos t
committed uj'On him, he would pitv her

and ifcould be forgive. Will vou see
her, ir ?*

I shrank from the very thought.
‘fbe baa asked for you, air; do not

deny her request. Hearing that you
were from America, she entreated me to

I?ring yon to her. 1 promised that I
would.* *1 will go then.*

Up the cool, wide matted stairs be
led me, into a chamber oriental in ito
furnish ing and chaste in ita magnificence.
There; half reclining iu a wide easy chair
—a costly shawl of lacs'east over her
attenuated shoulders; the rich dressing
gown clinging ant hollowed to the rav-
ages sickness had made—sat one whose
great beauty and once gentle gifts made
the light and loveliness ofa sacred home.
The eyes only retained their laater; titoy
were wofully.sunken., - XMUMIifWwkindled at the vitals, horned upon her
sharpened cheeks—more fiercely, more

i hotly, as sbe looked upon my face. I
could think uo more of anger; 1 could
only say to myself, ‘Oh, how sorry I am
for you !* Sbe knew, probably, by her
husband’s manner, that I was aware of
their circumstances.

The first question was: ‘Are you go-
ing back to America, sir ?’

The hollow voice startled me. I
seemed to see an ojen sepulcher. I told
her that it was not my intention to re-
turn at present. ‘Oh, who then will
take my littlechild back to her father?’

| she cried, the tears falling. ‘Iam dy-
ing and she must*go back to him. It’is

i the only reparation 1 can make—and
| little enough—for the bitter wrong I

, have done them.’ T hoped, sir, you
| might see him,’ sbe added a moment
after, checking her sobs; T hoped you
you might tell him that bis image is
In-fore me from morning till night, as
1 knew he must have looked when the
first shuck came. Üb, sir, tell him my
story. Warn, oh, warn everybody !

Tell him I have suffered through the
long, long hours these many years—ah,
Ood only knows how deeply.’ ‘Mary,
you must control your feelings,’ said
my host gently. ‘Let me talk while I
may,’ was the answer. Let me say that
since the day 1 left tny home I have
not known a single hour of happiness.
It was always to come —always just
ahead—and here is what has come —

the grave is o]ning, and I must go
to judgment. Oh, how bitterly have
I paid for iny siu. Forgive me, oh, my
God, forgive !’

It was a solemn hour, that which li
spent by that dying {•enitent. Prayer
she listened to—she did not seem to join,
or, if she did, she gave no outward sign, i
Remorse had worn away all her beauty
even more than illness. She looked to
the future with adispairing kind of hope
ami feeble faith. Header, tbe misguided
woman of Ceylon lies leneth the stately
branches of the palm tree. Her sweet
child never met her father in her native
land. She sleeps under the troubled
waters of the great wide sea. Where the
betrayer wanders I can nut tell, but
wherever it is there is no peace for him.
How often rings that hollow voice in my
ear, ‘Tell him my story ! Warn, oil,
warn, everybody!’

' d.
Torr.— Away-agHHIAQ from the East,
with thirty-sve qHMMtoators in a
basket on Lis the steps
and pulled A dooriMT #

| “Nothing for U^KrMAid the Udr
as site opened the Mr.

“Iam not the poor—l
am Helling tbetßMri|Hpa/* he replied
in balmy voice. J /

“Don’twant wagjfmAt our stock in
the fall,” she safiping in her
bead. , a .

“Isaid th<rnMHptoluk ,>

he
called in a

I know it; but Uto

Going into the saloon on the corner
the man addressed the proprietor with
a sweet smile, asking :

“Would you like a thermometer this
morning ?”

“By de pushel ?” inquired the srv-
. loouist.

“No—a thermometer—it records the
weather. When it is warm this little
bulb runs up; wb?n it is cold it 'siuks
dowu.”

“L'mph ! Vhen itisb warm Idakesmy
goat off; ven it is gold Iput more goal
iud der stoaf. Go and sell that to
some schmail poy as knows noddings!”

The thermometer man entered a car.
petweaver’s aud a bow-backed man nod-
ded kiudly.

“Accurate themometers foronly twen-
ty-five ceuts” said the peddler as be
held one up.

“Zero ? Who was Zero ?” asked
the weaver, reading the word behind
the glass.

The thermometer man explained, and
the weaver, after trying with his thumb
ami nail, asked:

“Where does the blame thing open ?”
“Thermometers are not made to

open, my friend.”
“Well, I don’t want no thermometers

around me that wout’t open I” growled
the weaver, “1 thought it was a new
kind of stove-handle when you came
in, or 1 should not have looked at 1
it!”

The thermometer man next tried a
dwelling-house. The door waa swiftly
opened by a red-faced woman, who hit
him with a club and cried out:

“I’lllearn you, you young villain !” |
She apologized and explained that

Severn 1 bad boys had been ringing the
, door-bell and he forgave her and said:

j “I have some accurate and handsome
thermometers. Would you ”

! “We never have hash for breakfast,”
: she interrupted. “My husband detests \
bash, so 1 don’t want to buy.”

“Hash ! A thermometer has noth-!
ing to do with hash !” he exclaimed,

“Well, I cant help that,” she replied,
slowly closing the doorr. We Lavn’t
any lamps to mend, aud vou sho-ildn’t

) track mud on the steps that way.”
There was u portly man crossing the

street, and the thermometer man beck- :
. oitcd to him, halted him, and when he
got near enough asked :

“Can 1 sell you an accurate ther- 1
tnouieter to-day ?”

“What do 1 want with a thermome-
. ter ?” exclaimed the portly man, raising

his voice a {eg.

( “Why, to note the weather.”
i “You blamed idiot! Do you suppose
I run the weather?” roared the fat

1 man. growing purple.

DE TOfcQVEVILLE ON LIBERTY,

* We pnblisb below sotoe fine obser-
vation* from Alexis De Tocooeville’s
Democracy in America, the proton ndcst
and most philosophical of all the
works that have ever been published
upon free institutions:

The phenomena which the intellee-
tnal world presents are not less deplor-
able.

Zealous Christ ians‘* u6ay be found
i amongst us, whose minds are nurtured
.in the lore and knowledge of a future
life, and who readily espouse the cause
jofhuinan liberty, an the source of all

flVbtness. Christianity, which
1 iwcTaffW that all men arc equal in
the sight of God, will not refuse to ac-
knowledge that all citisens are equal in

j the eye of the law. But, by a siugn-
lar concourse of events, religion is en-
tangled in those institutions which de-
mocracy assails, and it is not nnfre-
quently brought to reject the equality
it lores, and to curse that cause of lib-
erty as a foe, which it might hallow by
its alliance.

| By the side of these religions men I
discern others whose looks arc turned
to the earth more than to bearen; ther
are the partisans of liberty, not onlv as
the source of the noblest

*

virtues, ’but
more especially as the root of all solid
advantages; and they sincerely desire
to extend its sway, and to impart its
blessings to mankind. It is natural
that they should hasten to invoke the

' assistance of religion, for thev must
know that lil>erty cannot be* established
without morality, nor morality with-
out faith; but they have seen religion
in the ranks of their adversaries, and,*
they inquire no further; some of them
attack it openly, and the remainder are
afraid to defend it.

In former ages slavery has been ad-
i vocated by the venal and slavish-mind-
ed, whilst the independent ami the
warm-hearted were struggling without
hope to save the liberties of mankind.
But men of high and generous char-
acters are now to be met with, whose
opinions are at variance with their in-
clinations, and who praisu that servili-
ty which they hate themselves never

I known. Others, on the contrary,speak
!in the name of liberty, as if they were

1 able to feel its sanctity and its ma*¦ jesty, and loudly claim for humanitv
| those rights which they have always
disowned.

There are virtuous and peaceful individ-
uals whose pure morality, quiet habits;
affluence, and talents fit them to la* the

I leaders of the surrounding population;
j their lore of their country is sincere,
j and they are prepared to make the

. greatest sacrifice to its welfare, but
j they confound the abuses of civiliza-
tion w ith its hem fits, and the idea of
evil is inseparable in their minds from
that of novelty.

Not far from this class is another
! party, whose ol<j-ot is to materialize
, mankind, to hit upon what is expedi-
ent without heeding what is just, to ac-
quire knowledge without faith, and

\ prosperity apart from virtue; assuming
the title of the champions of modern
civilization, and placing themselves in
a station which they usurp with in-

I science, and from which they are driv-
en by their own un worthiness.

Where are we then ?

The religionists are the enemies of
liberty, and the friends of lil*ertv at-
tack religion; the high-minded and the
noble advocatesubjection, and the mean-

, est and most servile minds preach inde-
| i*ondence; honest and enlightened citi-
zens are opposed to all progress, whilst
men without patriotism and without

j principles are the apostles of civihza-
j tion and of intelligence.

Has such been the fate of thecentu-
| ries which have preceded our own? and

; Las man always inhabited a world, like
the present; where nothing is linked to-
gether. where virtue is without genius,
and genius without honor; where the
love of order is confounded with a taste
for oppression, and he holy rites of
freedom with a contempt of law; where
the light thrown by conscience on hu-
man actions is dim, and wher*- nothing
seems to be any torurer forbidden or
allowed, honorable or shameful, false or
true ?

1 cannot, however, believe that the
I Creator made man to leave *hiiu in an
endless struggle with the intellectual
miseries which surround us; God des-
tine* a calmer and more eertain future
to the communities of Europe; I
unacquainted with Lis designs, but 1
shall not cease to believe in them be-
cause I cannot fathom them, and 1 had
rather mistrust my own capacity than
his justice.

’
*

—¦ ¦ i ¦ i m

Tnx Liosr Attn th As*.—On oneoe-
i casion Mr. Burke had jnst risen in the
House of Commons, with some papers
in his hand, on ths subject of which he
intended to make a motion, when a
rough-hewn member, who bad no ear

i for eloquence, rudely started up and
sail, “Mr. Speaker. 1 hopethe hon. gen-
tleman does not mean to read that lanre
bundle of papers, and to bore its with a
lone speech into the bargain.” Mr.
Burke was so enraged as to le incapa-
ble of utterance, snd absolutely made
for the door to ran out, when* George
Selwyn stopped him with the remark
that “it was the only lime in his life be
bad seen the fable realised ofa lion put
to flight by the braying of an ass.”

Carvers of thsir own fortunes— the
Butchers.

Experience iss Hxtti.k.—l bcliovo,
writes a veteran, no two good soldiers
will widely disagree us to their sensa-
tions during a buttle. I take it to be
a piece of bravado in any man to assert
that he had no fear during the progress
of a long and severe engagement. A
battle is a veritable hell upon earth;
not to be in serious apprehension while
it lasts is to 1-e either drunk, crazy or
insensible. The highest type of brave-
ry is that of the man who realizes thefull
extent of the peril, but sticks resolute-
ly to his duty. It was my ex{>ericuce,
and that of all those about me, rej*ea-
ted a dozed times, that shell firing is
not ordinarily nearly so demoralizing
as that of musketry. It is not often
that sheila are thrown so that their frag-
ments scatter death and wounds, aud
their loud humming overhead does not
cause that nervous tingling which fol-
lows the sharp zip of the rifle bullet.
The peculiar cutting of the air made by
half a dozen of these at once i* apt to
give the soldier the idea that the whole
air is filled with them, and that be is
certain to be struck by one of them. —

Ail I believe, will agree as to the sen-
sation first caused by the impact of a
bullet. It is a stunning, numbing feel-
ing. which for a long time overpower*
the local |>ain of the wound. In mv
experience, a single buckshort near the
hip knocked me flat, and for two days
after gave me such acute pains and
such muscular disturbance from knee
to shoulder that I could not stand
erect. Soldiers have frequently been
prostrated by spent l*alls. A curious
effect of shell wounds is that they do
not Met-d; the bot fragment sears the
tom blood vessels and stops the effu-
sion. A Mime ball extracted from the
human bodv presents a remarkable
sight. I Lave seen them where the
resistance of the flesh had turned back
the pointed end on all sides with such
regu’anty that the hall tesemblas a
saucer or a flower.

“Hut you want to know when it’s
hot or cold, don’t you ?”

“Am I such an old fool that I don't
know when it’s summer and when ifs

winter ?”

“We all know, of course,” .replied
the stranger, “but every respoetable
family has a thermometer.”

“They have eh! I never had one,
nor I wouldn’t have one. and do you
dare tell me that I ain’t res{<ectablv f”
screamed old portly.

“1 didn’t mean
”

“Yes, you did, and you made me miss
the car. and I’llcane you !”

The thermometer man waded across
the muddy street and made his escape,
and at dust last nijht was backed up
against the soldiers’ monument, his
basket It-t ween his feet, aud was
squinting sadly at the clock on the
City Hail tower.— Dtlroit Fre Prtta.

Ptrok or Mabbisok. —A man should
marry by all means; tret I am convinced
the greater part of marriages arc un-
happy; and this is not an opinion I
give as coming from myself; it is that
of a Terr excellent, agreeable and sen- 1

i sible la.lv who married the man of her¦ choice, and has not encountered osten-
sibly any extraordinary misfortune, as
loss of health, riches, children, ete.— 1
She told me this unreservedly, and I
never had any reason to doubt her sin-
cerity. For all this lam convinced a
man can not be truly happy without a

' wife. It is s strange state ofthings we
live in; a tendency so natural as that of
the union of the sexes ought to lead
only to the most harmonious results;

j yet the reverse is the fact. It is
' strange, too, what real liberty of choice
is exetcised by those who marry accor-
ding to what is thought their own in-
clinations. The deceptions which the
two sexes play off upon each other
bring as many ill-asorted couples into
the bonds of Hymen as ever could be
done by the arbitrary pairings of a le-
gal match-maker. Many a man thinks
be marries by choice who only marries
by accident. In this respect men have
less the advantage than is generally
supj-osed.

| A nvKsse pa per— amarriage certificate.

There is nothing so effectual to
obtain grace, to retain grace and to re-
gain grace, as alwavs to be found be-
fore God. not overwise, but to fear;
aud happy art thou if thy heart be
replenished with three fears, —a fear
for grace received, a greater fear for
grace lost, and greatest fear to recover
grace.—M, Bernard.

Those who rise to eminence sudden*
J lre *|*t to cuiue hack bjr the

next iraio.

j • ' u* U .¦ 'Vt-I* 1 '

I v
* ?

r. Wow aw ik America.—sWhs w the
rule. and failure tho exertion, when
ladies take interest in a public enter-
prise, or lend tbeir assistance to an ob-

t ject of charity, utility or patriotism.—
e Whatever cans*' they next to sun*

i of ultimate nroaperiiy. Failure*. and
even repeated failures, seem to become

i- but t foundation of success. Tbere
- arc substantial reasons fop this strength

of female influence. That condition of
i society is always tbe most satisfactory

1 in which, in serious fart, as well as in
e mere courtesy, tbe maxim is recognized
e —Place for tbe Ladies! One source of
1 woman’s (tower is tbe deference with
i which she is regarded by the other sex.
i Foreign observers have remarked with
- admiration the large proportion of fe-
i male teachers in our public schools,
- and the perfect discipline which they
• maintain over the lads, many of whom
• are accustomed to obedience nowhere
• else. The secret of this is that the

r ruder the boy the more perfect his sub-
• mission to a young lady placed over

r him as a teacher. He regards it as a
fact that needs no demonstration, that

t he could set her at detiauce, if he chose,
I and, therefore, there ci’sts no occasion

r for him to try such an issue. With a
i young man as his teacher he might be
i rebellious. With a young woman, as

I voung, perhaps, almost as himself, he
• is bound by a rude but just idea of mag-

i nan imi tv. to he quiet, and even

I ful. Probably female pupils are not
• quite so well inclined towards female

teachers. Hut girls Lave a natural
1 sense of order which docs not stand in

• need of forced control. At anv rate,

i and for girls, as well as boys, women,as
,? teachers, are eminently successful.

i The power which woman has, as a¦ teacher, over bovs, is only a marked j
illustration of the control which even i
true woman has over men. The exer-
tion of authority is not offensively dis-

• plaved, and in the exercise of it woman
herself is almost unconscious of her rule.
She avoids instinctively the /.i rad? of
power as something unfeminine, and
her requests have the greater force, f.*r
being presented as requests and not as

'demands. Thus the wise woman rules
' her household. And her authority has

this farther element of strength tha* it
is seldom of her own choice exerted in
a wrong direction. A woman’s judg-
ment may he wrong and her knowledge

' imperfect, but her motives are usually

j good, for the reason that they are un-
selfish. The welfare of her husband,
her children, her parents and'other¦ objects of her affection are. with her
*uj*erior to all personal considerations.
There are of course coi ditions in which
woman falls below this standard but gen-
orally speaking it is the standard of the
sex.

In tbe work of religion and charitv,
in the formation of public opinion in
great crisis, and the support of the flag-
ging spirits of men who meet the actual
brunts of life’s battles, women are the
“power behind the throne. ’ In their

• retirement and freedom from observa-
tion they control and to a great degree
supply the strength which avert-* so. it!
disaster and promotes social improve-
ment.

In Spenser’s beautiful fable of Una
and the Lion, and in Moore’s prettv
fancy, “Rich and rare were the gem*

she wore,” an ancient poet and a mod-
ern, have presented in Verse the idea
which we are laboring to set forth in
prose. And when occasion requires

| that woman should emerge fr.m the
• family shelter the success of Una is

hers over difficulties, and she enjoys
the guerdon of “safe conduct” as e.-r-

--¦ tainly a* Moore's maiden. These nat-
ural immunities and pledges of success
are woman’s so long as she preserves

: her natural character and trusts to the
defences with which her sex surrounds
her. The position of woman in Amer-
ica is honorable, both to woman and to
man. The callings and pursuits which
are open to woman, without derogation
to her sex, mark the advance in true
civilization which has grown out of
freedom of thought and of action, un-
impeded by the conventionalism of past
ages. In the old time, and not so very
long ago. a woman trusting herself
abroad with no man in her company
wis a wonder. Moore’s maiden might
now taken through ticket from Philadel-
phia to San Francisco, or from Port-

i laud to New Orleans, and find herself
“all right” at the end of her journey,
and her baggage “to the fore” on pre-
sentation of her checks.”— Phila. Ledg-
er.

!
Is rut Gt.akor a Good Thtko?—

Wbst d*e it matter, if the Orange in
i it* iucipienry. was managed by men
who sought their individual interest,
not the farmers’? What if their mo-
tives were unworthy, the ritual weak,

1 tbe ceremonies tiresome, the regalia
1 “cheap,” the numerous, officers unne-

-1 cesfarv. and the secrecy ditto ? Ad-
k mil all this f**r argument’s sake, and

what remains 1* Why the glorious fact
that farmery, with tbeir wives, their
sons and their daughters, have flocked

¦ to it as an ark of refuge, not because
• certain gentlemen had started it in

Washington, bat beeanae fanningdon’t

Cy aad they want a just remuneration
r tbeir labor. It may not l*e tbe or*

* caniration its founders intended, but
• its strong arms encircle tbe farming in-

* terest of this great country. Through
1 tbe Grange all needed reforms are pos-

sible and probable. In tbe Grange
farmers of both sexes stand sk* uhlerto
shoulder, and in ‘the battle for tbe

i right* it is our doty to subject ourselves
to like rules as gorera aa ‘army with

£()." 25

• banners.’ AW honor to the m*n ‘who
i brnldcd wiser than they knew ** *

*, Like other secret orgama itkms. Ike
• Orange Las a head centre from which
- emanates the laws and ceremonies of

• the order, to which is paid a lilw*ralpey.

1 erne. This bead center is elective; its
> funds and its actions %re under control
‘ of all tbe member* of the order through

i delegated powers, and tinl Patrons, hav*

f ing declam! against life memWfsliips,
r and having re-ditribntcd a l ime pf*r*

i tion of the funds, have prove-! that it is
I a democratic institution. While par-
f tisan and religious reference is probibi*

i • ted in the Grange, it has brought farm-
. J era into asora inHmate reUtiyss, which
i; must result in greaterunityotpomieal

• action, and without religious discussion
. good morals ami charity are promoted,

r The Grange asks for no peculiar favors
i for itself, only equal and exact justice
¦ for all. What it requires for its mem -

i hers it is willing to grant to others.—*
Such being its aim and actions, it is not
wonderful that its member* desire tho

, co-o}*crali->n of all resj-ectable farmers,
an I wish those who are to profit by it*
action, to assist in its labors. Iffann-
ers pref.-r to organize in clubs,let them
confine their attacks to the common en-
emy, and not give assistance to politi-
cal sharks and piratical commercial mo-
nopolies. by making war on the Grange.
In conclusion I would say that since
nil Churches permit its members to
join the Granee, it would seem
that no one need bo so theologically
hidebound as to f. ar its aeciecv. We
invite all fvrmers to take an inside view
of the Grange, and thus assist in nu-
king it what it ought tol-e. The Grange

. is in the farmers’ hands; what we make
il that it will be.— Kdye, Wrftem KurilI.

•

A LaVgbabt.e IxciDEvr.—Miss Clara
¦ Morris in a letter to u friend in Wash-
ington gives this lively reminiscence of
two well-known actors: “They were
boys then; one tall, blonde and lazy, tho
other short, dark and active. It was

, Sunday night; every one had gone to

; the Quaker meeting-house a few doors
above. They were abate, without cards
or checkers or hooks, but Batau cam**

to the rescue. A certain proposal was
drawled by the long chap, and eagerly
accepted bv the short one. They then
put on their hats and coats, armed

. themselves with a broom, a pail of wa-
jter ami a dipj*er and went forth into
the still bitter cold of the night, and

i worked diligently. They swept abroad
( path over (he sloping sidewalk quite
free from snow; over Ihi* tlo-v {mured
a dipp r of water, then waited. In a
few ntiniiios it had frozen, tban anoth-
er dqqer of water, and another wait,
until the path w.u glmtslike in its icy
smoothm-ss. A whi-k of the broom
sent alight covering of snow over it;
the work was d->ne, and the godless in-

t borers, g ilheringuptheir tods, seroug-
|e J themselves down on the doorstep
and conversed pleasantly. Presently
the of the meeting-house opened,
and two lire* of Frit nds—one made
up of males, the other f females—-

i came out. These lines, coming down
the step* separately, met and mingled
in a crowd on the pavement for a few
moments, then broke into twos and
threes, and mme gravely down the
sidewalk. Suddenly the stillness of
tho night was broken by a whack,
whack, and two snorts that were as
one. A female Friend fled to tho res-
ell**—whack 1 The whole congregation
filled with wonder can e ambling down
to the s<*ene <*f disaster— wha k! whack!
wliark ! groans and snorts; M bees’ and
‘thoiis’ filled the air. and. with checks
stained with tears of laughter, they sat
on the step and ‘took it in,’ those sons
of Ih-lial, sin<-e so w* 11 known to the
world as Joseph Jefferson and John
ElUlcr.”

*

P.Esr Tka. and llrw to Pritar*
it.— First let us take that probably most
valuable of ail invalids’ preparation,
viz: !*• f tea. Tin* quickest, ami l-est
method of preparing g*H*d beef tea is as
follows : Take a pound of gu>d lean
gravy 1-eef. cut it up into little pieces,
pour ot- r them a pint c*f cold water
and a*'d a Utile salt. Then take a fork
and squeeze these pieces in c verv direc-
tion, in order, as nmeh as possible, to
extract the juices out of the meat. Next
j*laee it all—i. e.. both wafer and rnenl
—in aa enameled saucepan, and put it
by the side of the fire, rot on tie fire,
and gradually beat it taking the great-
est care that it does not boil. Having
continued this process for an hour and
a half or two hours, during tbe last
half hour keeping the tea hot with-
out even simmering, strain the wb<*l
off through a strainer, pressing tho
meat again with a spoon, so as to
squeeze as much as possible all the
goodness out of it. Then remove ail
the fat. This can l*e done by carefully

skimming,it, or, if time will u!l or. be
letting it g**t cold, wh* n the fat will
harden on the lop. Now to my mind
go*el be?f tea is one of the nicest things
we can take when sick, but s*ek
tire of it and loathe it. this is
the esse. rery%ften by ad liter a little
sherry and allowing it to get coM
fwhen, if properly made, il will be a
jelly,) patients will take it mi thu form
wbea they could not in the liquid
state.

An author says that one <*f the iwe*

of adversity is to bring us out. That
is true, particularly a* the I:;**? aad
elbows.


