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Or so sure of death, ns Song?
Frailer blossoms never grew,
Pelted by the summer rain;
Lighter insects never tlew—
Scarcely come ere gone again!
Children who chase butterflies,
May pursue it, to and fro;
Litile maids who sigh, “Ieigh-ho!"
May deplore it, when it dies;
Loftier deeds to men below—
Larger Life than Song!

There is nothing on earth,

Where o many things are strong,
Half so mighty in its birth,

And so sure of life, as Song.
Never pine on mountain height

S0 the thunder-bo't defies;

Never eagle in his flight

Sores with such undaunted eyes!
Conguerors pull empires down,

Think they will not be forgot;

But if Song puarsue them not,
Time destroys thelr dark renown:
Nothing is remembered long.

© But the Life of Song!
Harper's Magazine.

Egypt.

Egypt, to the people of Western Europe,
has been the most important of all their
teachers.  Its arts, arms, cultivation, pro-
gress, have been  transmittsd to Greece,
[taly, Germany, America. 1t is singular-
ly startling to notice how thoroughly
Egyptian is much of the science and
learning of the West.  The lever that pro-
pels the intinite world of machinery, the
water-mill, the hydraulic serew, the papy-
rus on which were transeribed Homer,
Herodotus, Virgil, the first germs of
painting—the variation of colors—per-
haps the arts of weaving and dyeing,
agriculture, architecture, ship-building,
canals, irrigation, the garden, the villa,
were imitated or adopted from Egypt in
Greece, the gifts to Europe of the rich
land that sprang up from tbhe ceaseless
deposits of the Nile. From the central
chain of the mountains of Afriea, where
its great lakes have slept hidden for ages
until the recent discoveries of Speke and
Livingstone, the father of rivers has
brought down the rich soil that covers
the African desert, and made Egypt the
home of a swarming and industrious pop-
ulation.  Amidst its rich marshes and
miud the ancients believed man first arose,
and trom its boundless fertility 1t might
well be fancied that any form  of being
could burst into life. At least within its
borders, in the dawn  of sacred history,
Joseph found a rich and populous land,
and Moses bore away the revelation that
was to enchain all future generatiens of
men from its venerable shore.  Religion,
like scienee, seems to have found a home
in Egypt.  Yet itis remarkable that the
Mosaie faith has borrowed nothing from
the Egyptian superstitions, and that the
dark ferryman, the black lake, the weeping
shades of Hades, were chiefly appropriated
by the poetic teachers of Greeee and Rome.

Yearly renewed and yearly threatened
with ruin, the sport of the swelling river
and Lake Nyanza, sometimes teeming
abundance, and then starved and almost
depopulated by the angry Nile, the land
of Egypt was plainly the first, the earl-
iest source of the civilization of the West.
Even before the discoveries ot Champol-
lion and Young it was known that there
was a time when the land of Pharaoh was
the only cultivated part of the Western
world, when all Europe was a savage
waste, tenanted by the reindeer and the
Esquimaux, and the wandering sheiks of
the deserts were the ancestors of Moses
and the prophets. The story. of this
fleurishing period of its history was writ-
ten by Egyptian scholars on papyrus, in
scupture, and inscriptions on tombs,
temples, palaces, in the alphabet of the
priests, in hieroglyphics, and later in
the cursive demotic character; but no
one was able to read it, and the extensive
literature of Egypt seemed hidden in
perpetual night. It has been one of the
wonderful labors of the present century
to unfold the mystery. .

After u reign of thousands of years its
glory was decayed. Cambyses, 525 8. c.,
conquered 1t; Alexander, two centuries
later: the Ptolemies ruled in the halls of
Rameses; the Romans invaded and held
the realm of Cleopatra; the Greek, the
Moslem, followed, Crusnders, Turk, Na-
poleon in the sanguinary dream of con-
quest. The isolation of Egypt has been
invaded by a succession of races, and the
subjeets of the Pharaohs are forgotten in
their uncient seat. The long lines of
painted chambers, the rolls of papyrus,
the wonders of  Karnac, the splendor of
Luxor, inform us, through the researches
of the learned, that in Egypt we stand at
the very source of ancient progress, that
our barbarous ancestors were only the pu-
pils of the Egyptians, that the men of
learning in Egypt taught mathematics,
astronomy,' architecture neatness, polite-
ness, grace—perhaps invented them—and
that the priests of Osiris were the precur-
sors of an Everettor a Cicero. Egyptinns
built the first canal that ent the Isth-
mus of Suez, practiced navigation, sent
out exploring expeditions around Africa,
taught the study of nature, and planned
the measurement of the globe. The love
of nature and of flowers was their ruling
taste. The visitor when he entered a house
was presented with a bunch of flowers:
the gardens teemed with them; the deli-
cate lotus sent its faint fragrance every-
where; at table the guests were weighed
down with chaplets of Howers, and wreaths
and festoons were hung upon the walls.
The dark and copper-colored race seemed
to feel the tenderness of a Shakspeare or
& Wordsworth in the presence of the first
blogsoms of spring. It is these varying
traits of delicacy and of energy that
made the Egyptians the school-masters of
the West,

Nothing is mor curious than that they
should have invented, or perhaps adopted
from the further East, most of the con-
veniences of modern life. Tt is suggested
that Indin tanght Egypt, or possibly
China. But the inventions of the the
Egdptians have nearly all an originatality
that separates them from those of other
lands. Their papyrus was wholly their
own, their earliest alphabet, their litera-
turc and their painting. Shut up in their
narrow limit ot fertile land along the
sacred river, repelling all close inter-
course with the barbarians without, dis
tingwished from them in dress, manner,
religion, crowded together in populous
cities, the Egyptians secem to have
reached instinctively a degree of skill in
manufactures and the arts, that was due
to a long and laborious period of cultiva-
tion.  For thousands of years they slowly
perfected their inventions. One of them
was the carelul treatment of glass. They
melted it into bottles and vases of rare
beauty, colored it to resemble the emerald
and the ruby. They made beautiful mo-
saics, enamels, rare combinations that even
the Venetian artists have fiiled to equal,
and discovered processes of coloring and
moulding that have been lost apparently
forever. Egyptian glass-ware was ex-
ported to all parts of the Mediterrunean.
They built monstrous statues of glass
resembling emeralds, sixty feet igh;
they cut the most delicate enamels by the

Justice of Egypt, when he sat in judg-
ment, wore on his breast a golden image
of Truth; one Egyptian king even abol-
ished capital punishment, but seems to
have stood almost alone.

Recent events have brought Egypt once
more into tne circle of nations, and the
lund of Pharnoh and Joseph promises to
become the pathway of the cowmerce of
the East. Its management and naﬁ:-kccﬁb-
ing must fall apparently into the hands
of England, and form a large part of that
extensive responsibility for the welfare of
distant countries imposed upon the Eng-
lish by the conquest of India. Tbe Anglo-
Saxon race more than any other is inter-
ested in the tate of modern Egypt; the
Suez Canal is the outlet for the tiade of
London and Bombay. France has a sen
timental, a scientific part in the care of
the land of Pharaoh; but if India is to be
preserved, the possession of Egypt is to
Englang a necessity. The distant, unprof-
itable conquest brings with it a defensive
frontier that may well tax the energy of
the English race. But at whatever cost
to Europe, Egypt must once more take
its place among nations. The Nile must
become the pathway to that wonder-
ful region just discovered by Stan-
ley and Speke. Steamers will sail by
Luxor and Karnae, bearing immigration
und trafiic to e heart of Africa.” Egypt
may once more produce its rare works
ot art, itspriceless gems and embroidery,
and Egyptian scholars cultivate anew
anew the sciences and the virtues they
first tought mankind.—Harper's Weekly.

A NOBLE REVENGE.

TuEe coffin was a plain one—a poor miser-
able pine coffin. No flowers on the top; no
lining of white satin for the pale brow ; no
smooth ribbons about the coarse shroud.
The brown hair was laid decently back, but
there was no crimped cap with neat tie be-
neath the chin., The sufferer of cruel
poverty smiled in her sleep ; she had found
bread, rest and health.

*I want to see my mother,” sobbed a
poor little child, as the undertaker screwed
down the top.

You cannot; get out of the way, boy;
why don't somebody take the brat?

**Only let me see her one minute!”
cried the helpless orphan, clutching the
side of the charity box, and as he gazed
upon the rough box, agonized tears stream-
ed down the cheeks on which no childish
bloom ever lingered. Oh! it was painful
to have him cry the words, ** Only once, let
me see mother, only once!"”

Quickly and brutally the heartless mon-
ster struck the boy away, so that he reeled
with the blow. For a moment the boy
stood panting with grief and rage—his blue
eyes distended, his lips sprang apart, fire
glittered through his eyes as he raised his
little arm with a most unchildish laugh and
screamed, ** When I'm o man I'll be reveng-
ed for that!"”

There was a coffin and a heap of earth
between the mother and the poor forsaken
child—a monument much stronger than
granite built in the boy’s heart the memory
of the heartless deed.

- * L] * *

The court-house was crowded to suffoca-
tion.

‘“Does any one appear as this man's
counsel ? " asiked the Judge.

There was a silence when he had finish-
ed, until, with lips tightly pressed together,
a look of strange intelligence blended with
a haughty reserve upon his handsome fea-
tures, a young man stepped forward witha
firm tread and kindly eye to plead for the
erring friendless. He was a stranger, but
at the first sentence, there was silence.
The eplendor of his genius enhanced—con-
vinced.

The man who could not find a friend was
acquitted,

“‘ May God bless you, sir; I cannot,” he
said.
‘“I want no thanks,” replied the stranger.

‘* I—I—I believe you are unknown to
me."”

**Man, I will refresh your memory.—
Twenty years ago, this day, you struck a
broken-hearted little boy away fror~ his
dead mother’s coffin. I was that boy.”

The man turned livid.

s lif;ave you rescued me, then, to take my
life ?

‘* No, I have a sweeter revenge. I have
saved the life of a man whose brutal con-
duct has rankled in my breast for the last
twenty years. Go, then, and remember the
tears of a friendless child.”

The man bowed his head in shame, and
went from the presence of magnanimity as
grand to him as it was incomprehensible.

LIVING IN FRANCE.

IT has happened lately that a number of
people with families to educate have gone
tolive ini France for a few years that they
may reduce their expenses. That is quite
& compliment to France, but they might
have lived here just as cheaply. It is not
the prices that are so much the less, but
the good management of the heads of fami-
lies that makes everything go farther than
it docs here or anywhere else. There is
not there so great profusion of everything
as here, and so people must be careful and
conscientious for fear they come to want
the very things that are almost thrown away
in this country. So if strangers keep house
in France they find it no great saving, for
they take with them them the same prodi-
gal, wasteful ways that they have at home.
If the prices of the same eatables are but
small, others again are very much higher
than in this country, and many compare
very equally.

In France the leading thougbt in every
good housekeeper's mind is economy ; not
Jparsimony, but regular systematic frugal-
ity. If servants there should throw away
the water in which vegetables were boiled,
they would be considered wanting in thrift ;
for if anything is boiled, the essence and
flavor of that substance is to be found in
the water in which it was cooked. It is
usual there to steam most vegetables, but
when they are boiled the least fluid possi-
ble is used ; and if that, with the addition
of cream or butter, is not suitable to serve
as a dressing for the vegetables, 1t-is always
put into the pot in which the soup stock is
kept. That is kept as a receptable for all
things which will help to flavor and enrich
the soup, and which seem to be proper only
for that use. Every little bit of bone and
gristle that is trimmed from meat that is
to be served in other forms, every leaf of
celery, every core of cabbage, even the
wing tips of chickensand the crumbs that
fall from the loaf of bread when the slices
are cut off, and every other eatable thing
that elsewhere would be thrown away, are
dropped into the vessel, which in England
is called the’stock-kettle, in France the
pot-au-feu. Do not fancy that the soups
are weak, or that anything is put into them
which would be disagreeable to think of.
It is there the habit of housekeepers to
buy often a nice bone of beef, with mar-
row left in it, and this will be the basis of
stock for several days, the constant addi-
tion I have spoken of giving to it tone and
tlavor, and helping it to last longer, be-
sides saving from loss many things that are
nourishing and palatable, The first day
the stock is made it should be cooked slow
ly for several hours and skimmed accasion
ally, and once every day after it should be
heated over, it will be quite a jelly when it
is cold, and you cut out o piece the size
will you require, and take it for the founda-

y | tion of soups of different names and flavors,

straining, and if for a clear soup, clarify-
ingtheportimmmuhuncf.h

On Saturday May 24th, Queen Victo-
rin will be sixty years of age. She comes
of a long-lived race, and may live to be
like William of Germany, an octogena-
rian. Rut none the less 'interest grows,
with her increasing years, in the charac-
ter of her eldest son, who is some day to
be styled Edward VIIL, King of Great
Britian and Irland and Emperor of India.
The London Truth, which is no wise a
tuft-hunter nor a fulspme flatterer of roy-
alty, gives ds this entertaining

SKETCI OF ALBERT EDWARD.

Thoe Prince can unbend; and. indeed,
if ohe cared to deseribe characters in the
Prince of Ligne style (“he is fiddle, he is
diddle, &c.,) through halt a dozen pages,
one could analyze His Royal Highness in
a number of curiously contradictory cle-
ments, The fact is, he is as aflable as he
is proud; and many are the instances re-
lated of his good nature. It may be re-
membored that a few yearsago he was
ridden over in Rotten Row by a gentle-
man who called on the following day at
Marlborough House to make the very
humblest apologies, The Prince was
very good natured about it, and insisted
on his visitor remaining to luncheon. In
a club or a mess-dinner the Prince is sim-
ply & gentleman among gentlemen. The
Prince is a Tory in politics and a sort of
broad, high churchman in religion. Some
time ago he presented a couple ot beau-
tiful altar candlesticks to the church at
Sandringham. But the friend of Dean
Stanley would not be likely to go too far
in this direction.

HIS TORYISM,
Too, is of that kind which is open (on
certain questions) to convietion. Thus
the only vote he gave i the House of
Lords was in favor of the bill for legaliz-
ing marriages with a deceased wife's sis-
ter. His brother, of Edinburgh, voted
with him, the Duke of Cambridge Leing
in the majority, which threw out the bill.
Generally speaking, however, the Prince
is good-humoredly conservative on politi-
cal questions. The Prince, it should be
mentioned, is an excellent father,and very
desirous that his sons should receive a
substantial education, “and be taught to
do something with their hands,” as he
put it. He isalsoa good son, and sets
the example of treating the Queen's
slightest wishas a command. It is out
of deference to her will that he never at-
tends horse-races on Sundays while trav-
eling abroad. He once begged by letter
that this rule should be relaxed so as to
cnable him to accept Marshal MacMa-
hon’s invitation to see the Grand Prix
run, but a negative answer was received
by telegraph,and the Prince did notgo to
the race. Of the Princes’s literary tastes
there is not much to be said. Like most
modern Princes he is, by the mere force
of circumstances,
A GOOD LINGUIST,

Speaking French and German as per-
fectly as English. What is more, he can
make an after-dinner speech in French,
and he can joke in the same tongue. He
is fond of late hours, but, no matter how
late he may go to bed, he rises early the
next morning. He is a keen sportsman,
and a very fair shot. At whist he plays
an excellent hand. And whether the oc-
cupation of the moment be whist, sport
or dancing, he enters into it with the blzse
airs of the golden of the day. His con-
stitution is an excellent one. He rarely
has a day’s illness, and he is a living

roof that no amount of tobacco can en-
feeble cither mind or body. I believe he
was the inventor of the now popular
drink, “lemon and soda.” His education,
by the way, was about as serious as can
be the education of a man who is born to
every thing worth having on earth, who
becomes a colenel at eighteen and a gen-
eral at twenty-one. The Queen made a
brave effort to bring up her sons in Spar-
tan simplicity. Their table was of the

lainest kind; they were made to do a

air amount of work, and they were re-
quired to take out-door exercise every
day in wet as in sunny weather. But
once, _

AT OXFORD,
The Prince was virtually his own
master, and he certainly distinguished
himself more by 2 universal urbanity
than by too exclusive an attention to the
classic authors. There is rather a ludi-
crous tradition at Oxford of how the
Prince, when an undergraduate, went
“up town" one bright afternoon incog-
nitus, as he fondly deemcd, as well as 1n-
cognito. What was his disgust on arriv-
ing at the Great Western terminus to find
an equery in attendance and a royal
carriage awaiting his orders. Whether the
Prince, despairing requested to be driven
to the Exeter Hall to pass a quiet after-
noon the legend relateth not. It has often
been said that there is no royal road to
learning. Let any one whe believes this
talk an half-hour with the Prince of
Wales, when he may perhaps ask him-
self whether this gooddly proverb is so
very true after all,  There is a royal road
to knowiedge, though few have the priv-
ilege of treading it. What most of us
must gain from the study of books a
Prince of Wales can gain from the living
conversation of the greatest men of his
day, from travels under the guidance of
the most delightful of cicerones, from the
best places at all the most famous sights
and shows, from early conversation with
reasons of state and questions of policy,
from assisting at (and taking part in) the
making of history. The Prince 1s
ADMIRABLY INFORMED
On an extraordinary number of questions.
Of late, too, he has shown a taste and ca-
pacity for work from which one augurs
that he will scarcely be the roi faineant
which certain persons have prophesied
and hoped he would be. There is no
doubt that on questions of foreign affairs
he will insist in having a voice. His in-
terest in them is, of course, of a two-fold
nature. He is a thorough Englishman,
and very enthusiastic about the necessity
for the maintenance of our prestige; he
is also a German Prince. His German
sympathies however, did not carry him
so far as to enable him to approve of the
spoilation of Denmark; and he expressed
himself with unwonted bitterness on the
subject. But his feeling was rather per.
sonal than political. A member of the
household who spoke incautiously about
the matters to the Princess received what
is vulgarly called a “wigging” for his
pains.
LIBELS.

Few men have been more unscrupu-
lously libeled than he. On one occasion
he was much pained by a cartoon in a
comic paper whigh likened him to George
IV. “Ihope I'm not quiteso bad as
that,” rather naively observed His Royal
Highness, throwing over his illustrious
great-uncle without any ceremony at all.
When one subject of scandal Legan pall
on the public taste another was tried
and we were told that the Prince was
head over-cars in debt. As a matter of
1act, the Prince has always knowd what
he was about. He is very generous giv-
ing away for more than the public is
aware of, and is a model landlord.

upon begged for time to pay ‘His Royal
H];ghnesgfe Of course the Frince consent-
ed, and to do B, justice he paid. But
some months after B. won a of the
Prince. The sum was a trifling ono, and
the Prince being rather suddenly called
away to attend a state ceremony,  the’
thing escaped his mind for a moment.
He was away from Marlborough House
two days, and on his return found a dun-
ning letter from B, who received his mon-
ey by return of post, and I dare say . the
Prince forgave him. T may add that
he is a fuithful and punctual correspond-
ent and can write both with humor and
feeling. His opinions of contemporaries
are certainly expressed in some of his
letters with a vivacity that will make
them excellent reading for our grand-
children. They would be dangerous to
our own generation.

USEFUL INFORMALLu..,

A pa1n oF MiLK standing where it is ex-
posed to the scent of a strong smelling
stable, or any other offensive odor, will ab-
sorb a taint that will not leave it.

PUL¥ERIZED ALUM possesses the prop-
erty of purifying water. A large spoonful
stirred into a hogshead of water will so puri-
fy it that in a few hours the impurities will
all sink to the bottom, and the water will
be fresh and clear. Four gallons may be
purified by a teaspoonful of alum.

SECRET INK.—Lemon juice, onion juice
or a weak solution of oil of vitriol, common
salt or saltpetre will turn brown or yellow
when exposed to the fire, A dilute solution
of chloride of copper becomes yellow at a
moderate heat, and disappears on cooling,
while a weak solution of chloride of cobalt
and chloride of nickel is turned a bright
green. Use these liquids the same as ink,
only it is necessary that the pen be kept
clean.

FROSTED GLASS.—To make imitation of
frosted glass that steam will not destroy,
put a piece of putty in muslin, twist the
fabric tight and tie it into the shape of a
pad. First, clean the glass thoroughly,
and them with the prepared putty pad,
daub the glass all over, thinly. The putty
will exude sufficiently throngh the muslin
to render the stain opague. Let it dry
hard and then varnish. If a pattern is re-
quired, cut it ont in paper as a stencil;
place it 50 as not to split, and proceed as
above, removing the stencil when finished.
If there should be any objection to the ex-
istence of the clear spaces, cover with
slightly opaque varnish. In this way very
neat and cheap signs may be painted on
glass in windows and doors.

SoAP-STONE LUBRICATOR.—A writer in
one of the foreign technical journals ex-
presses a decided preference for soap-stone
powder, in the form of dust, as a lubricant
for the axles of machines. For this purpose
it is first reduced to a very fine powder,
then washed to remove all gritty particles,
then steeped for a short time in dilute mu-
riatic acid, in which it is stirred until all
particles of iron which it contains are dis-
solved. The powder is then washed in
pure water again to remove all traces of
acid, after which it is dried, and is the
purified steatite powder used for lubrica-
tion. It is not used alone, but iz mixed
with oils and fats, in the proportion of
about 35 per cent. of the powder added to
paraffin, rape, or other o1, or the powder
may be mixed with any of the soapy com-
pounds employed in the lubrication of heavy
machinery.

HENS,—A correspondent of the Massa-
chuselts Plowman, with whom we fully
agree, asserts that a flock of hens will pay
for themselves before they are one year old
if they are rightly cared for. You can then
sell them, if you choose, for a good price,
and raise another lot, but it is not advisable
to do so, as the second year is the most
profitable, but do not keep them after they
are two years old, for after that age they
do not pay so well,

Do not keep mongrels, for they will not
pay a8 well as thoroughbreds. One cross
between two pure breeds will make
fowls, but do not goany farther than that,
if you do they will be very poor hens to
keep for profit. The best cross is to use a
White Leghorn cock on Light Brahma
hens; I say White Leghorn, because that
cross will produce a uniform color: there
will be no parti-colored feathers, which is
an advantage in preparing poultry for the
market. 1f you can give your fowlsa large
range, keep the pure White Leghorns;
they will produce more eggs than the
larger breeds, in number, and as eggs are
sold by the dozen, you will gain by so do-
ing, The Plymouth Rocks are a noble
breed ; they make good layers and good
mothers ; they lay good eggs and a large
number of them; they will lay more
weight of eggs than the Leghorns. They
are a handsome fowl when dressed for the
market; but you can make any breed pay
if you take care of them.

Impcriaﬁ}_fmrtship.

A Paris paper, apropos of their silver
wedding, gives an interesting account of
the first meeting between the Emperor
of Austria and his wife. Some twenty-
five years ago the young Emperor Fran-
cis Joseph visited Carlsbad for no special
reason, but simply to amuse himself.
There he met his three beautiful cousins,
the Princess de Thurnne Taxas, the Prin-
cess Elizaveth and the Princess Marie
Sophie. Very lovely in the evening in
the animation of the waltz, the Princess
Elizabeth was even more fascinating in
her black cloth habit and riding hat with
its green veil, as she galloped on her
English horse with the elegance and dar-
ing of a huntress of ancient times. It is
related that one day her magnificent hair,
which it was difficult to keep confined
fell down over her shoulders, and cover-
ed her like a royal mantle. Her
confusion was indescribable, while
the Emperor glanced from the escaped
tresses to the blushing cheeks of bis cons-
in. She hastened home. After luncheon
she found on the table an immense album.
Francis Joseph placed it before her, and
pointed out some views of Austria, of
the Tyrol, and of Hungary.

“What beautiful scenery! Whata love-
ly country!” she exclaimed repeatedly in
her admiration.

The Emperor whispered: “Would you
like to make them your own? Are you
willing to reign there?”

And, as she trembled and did not Teply,
he held out to her a bunch of edelweis—
the flower of betrothal. She took it and
put it next her heart. A few weeks later
she became the Empress of Austria.

—_——

‘War Refliiniscences.

. Old Skinner is a great lover of war re-
miniscence, and is not slow to tell of his
own exploits in that way. As with most
all men who pride themselves on a war
record, Skinner always gives the best side
of his tales to his own army. He was
telling one of his grandchildren recently
of a fumou+ battle in which he was en-

. His description of {1 flying
balls, booming of cannon, and i} e of
the troops was very vavid, and 11 [0
boy listened with increasing intercst. At
last when Skinner stopped to fill his pipe,
the little boy asked, “And did the enemy
run " “Did they run !” said BSkinner.
“Great Scott, how they did run | My dear
boy, they ran so like thunder that we

run three miles to keep out of their way,

bir, Berry's Oversight in Trying to Take a
Young Lady to a Bal!

He was a new bootblack, but already
secmed quite at home at the old stand, so
ong # familiar object on the line of our
daily peregrinations.

“Sartin, boss, shine 'em up in less’n no
time,” said he, and we mounted to the
hurricane-deck of his place of business.

“Wall, yes, boss, not bin here long, but
I’se gettin' insight inter de ways mighty
tast. De ways here, sah, 18 different to
what dey is downin ole Massissip. - Bin
Massissip. sah? Fine ole Siate, sah.”

“The colored people here appear to be
quite a8 happy as in any part of- the
world,” we ventured to remark.

“No, sah; beg leave to diffah; you’s not
on de inside, sah; dar's too much elewa-
tion; dat’s what's de matter. Give you
an instance; las’ week, you know, sah, de
cuilud folks had a ball; quite a high-ton-
ed affair, sah. Well, I engaged a young
lady for de party, sah—one dat I at dat
time looked on as de pride ob de country,
sah. I am not indifferent to dress, and I
put on clothes, sah—clothes dat don’t
ebery day sec de light ob de sun—and
went to de residence ob de gal.

»I'rived at de ’pinted time. De ga
was in de bes' room, an’ in her bes’ clothes,
waitin' my arrival on de scene. De ole
man was dar, an’ de ole woman also fig-
gered in de tableaux, wid a few juvenile
supernumerary members ob de family.
“Miss Augusia smiled on me in dat
meltin’ way ob de eyes dat allurs guv me
a movement of de heart. I was interjuc-
ed to de more influential membersob de
household, an de discours was agrecable.
Presently I suggested dat it would be
well to be movin’ forde party, an’ Miss
Augusta rose in all de pomp and circum-
stance of her high-priced attire.

“We arrived on de stoop of de door,
an’, offering my arm, I supposed we
should progress. No. sah, not a bit of it.
Dat gal receded. She rose eric’ to an as-
tonishin’ Might, an’ as she transfixed me
wid her gaze, she uttered dese memorable
words: ‘Whar’s de transportion?

“‘De what? says I, feelin’ dat suffin
was agoin’ wrong.

“‘De trans-pot-ation!
transpotation?”

“ ‘What’s de transportation?’ says I.

‘ ‘De wehicle—whar’s de wehicle? she
Says.
i ‘I don’t know nuffin "bout no wehi-
cle,’ says I.

* ‘Whar's de kerridge? says she.

‘ ‘De kerridge? says I. ‘I haven't seen
no Kerridge!’

“Mistah Berry, does you pretend to tell
me dat you've come to take me to de ball
widout a kerridge?” and she became of a
still greater height.

“ ‘Why of course,” saysI. I thought
we could walk: Down in ole Massissip
de gals think nuffin of goin' miles an’
miles—’

““So you expect me to hoof it, Mistah
Berry? You tell me 'bout de gals in
Massissip, Mistah Berry; do de gals in
Massissip know any thing 'bout proper
attire, Mistah Berry?" An’she guy a sort
of kick an’ a sling of her body and trail-
ed out about four yards of train.

“De ole man an’ de ole woman an’ all
de rest now put in dar ’pearance, an’
says de ole man, “What's all dis confu-
sion of tongues?” :

“Mistah Berry docsn’t consider de hon-
ah sufficient to warrant him in de outlay
necessary for de furnishing of propah
transpotation,” said Miss Augusta.

“‘Sah! said de old man; ‘Sah! said
de ole woman; ‘Sah!’ said all the little
members.

“] said nuffin’. ;

‘ ‘Does de niggah ’spect he’s gwine to
lead our darter%%f on Pge hoof gl"i‘(koaz she
was a cow?’ gaid de ole woman,

‘ ‘Who you call niggah, ole woman?
says I. ‘Why, I'se drove better lookin’
heiffers nor yours to de plough in ole
Massissip !’

“De gal shriekt.

‘ ‘Dar you talk to me an’ my darter in
dat bituminous manher? said de ole
man, an’ he guvme a lift with his ole
stoags dat raised me off’'n de stood, and
follered it up wid numerous of de same
dat was much assistance to me in gittin’
out de gate.

“Dar’s too much elewation, sah, creep-
in’ into cullud society. I turns my hack
to it, sah!"—Virginia City Chronicle.

Whar's de

RULINGS OF THE POST OFFICE DEPART-
MENT.

POCKET knives are unmailable.

It is the duty of a mail carrier to receive
mail matter properly prepaid and inclosed
in United States stamped envelopes, when
one mile or more from a post office.

A mark calling attention to some partic-
ular - paragraph in a newspaper does not
subject it to additional postage,

Crayon drawings are subject to letter
rates of postage, the same as any other
matter produced by pen or pencil.

The postal laws prohibit the exchange
of postage stamps of one denomination for
those of other denominations.

Some part of a publication must be
printed in the county wherein the claimed
office of publication is located, to enable
the same to be sent free to subscribers re-
siding in said county.

There is no law excluding postal cards
from the mails because of notices of indebt.
edness being printed or written thereon,
but no indecent language, or terms or epi-
thets will be allowed in such notices,

All letters having one full-rate prepaid
must be forwarded. ' Second and third
class matter must be fully prepaid. = .

Thbe postal law forbids the renting of
boxes in post-offices to two families or
firms, : :

A printed business card may be mailed
at a third-class rate, providing it has no
writing upon it other than the address.

Regular newspapers cannot be admitted
to the mails at pound rates when a hau -
bill or circular is inclosed. f

The department rules that no post-office
shall be kept in a bar-room or a room di-
rectly connected therewith, nor must
mails be opened in or delivered in any such
room. -

Letters passing throngh the mails cannot
lawfully be opened by any officer of the
law for the purpose of detecting criminals,

The Post-office Department is not re-
sponsible for matter lost in the mails,

“Whar’s Jim ?”

twenty-five years of age, came along to a
fecd store yesterday, where two men were
ending up a bale of hay,  and calling to
them to stand aside, he flung the bale
around as ifhe were playing witha
quarter sack of flour, The act called
forth the admiration of all the bystanders,
and the man 1 chorue of the store wink-
ed the ~fant aside, .nd sa1d;

27 are the nan I've been looking for.
In the hay department down stairs, we
have a young fellow of eighteen who
thinks he can clean out an{lthmg wearing
boots, and I'm anxious to have bim taken
down a peg or two; Ifyoulll go down
and pick him up and mop him around a
few times, I'll give. you halfa 'dollar.

Don’t hurt him, but just bounce him

-

[11 great big good-naturad fellow, about |

outin anawful voice:

“Where in blazes is that fellow called
Jim? I've walked seven miles this morn.
ing to mash him to a jelley’ and fifty
dollar hille won’t buy me off!”

*Here Tam |” came a voice from behind
the bales, and the giant was heard feeling
his way along, and growling to liimself:

“Thinks h¢ runs this town, does he?
AlLT want in this world is to git my
paws on him for about the millionth part
of a second |”

His wish was gratificd. Those stand-
ing at the door above heard a struggle,
quick gasps and a tussle, and * the giant
suddenly appeared withont his haf, his
nose all blood, and hair on end. He was
in a hurry, He halted just long enough
to cast a glance of reproach at the feed-
store man, and then hopped overa con-
signment of oats, and was lost on the
street. They listened down the stairs,
and after. a moment of silence a calm
voice was heard singing:

“Call me early, call me often,
Let me be your little pet.”

NEVER GIVE UP!

DY MARTIN FARQUHAR TUPPER,

NEvVER give up ! it's wiser and better

Alwnys to hope than once to despair :
Fling off the load Doubt's cankering fetter,

And Lrenk the dark epell of tyrannical care :
Never give up! or the burthen may sink you—
Providence kindly has mingled the cup,

And in all trials or troubles, bethink you,
" The watchword of life must be, Never give up!

Never give up ! there are chances and changes
Helping the hopeful a hundred to one,

And through the chaos, High Wisdom arranges
Ever succers—if yon'll only hope on:

Never give up ! for the wisest is boldest.
Knowing that Providence mingles the cup,
And of all maxims the best as the oldest,

Is the true watchword of Never give ap,

Never give np ! though the grape shot may rattle,
Or the full thunder clond over you burst,
Btand like a rock, and the storm or the battle

Little shall harm gou, though doing their worst :
Never ﬁw up ! if adversity presses

Providence wisely has mingled.the cup,
And the best counsel in all di

Is the stout watchword of Never give up.

The Smith of Augsburg.

THERR is s0o much meaning in some of
the old German popular legends, that we
could construct a moral tale on the hints
frequently afforded, as will be seen by the
following picked up at random, and given
as simple as possible :

Three hundred years ago there lived at
Augsburg a lad named Willibald, appren-
tice to a smith, whose diligence and indus-
try obtained him the approval.and regard
of his master, while his good nature und
obliging disposition caused him to be a
favorite with all who knew him. His mas-
ter, in truth, so highly estimated his skill-
fulness and excellent workmanship, that
when the boy became a man, he offered to
make him his partner, and moroever hinted
that he was not displeased at the young
man's friendship with his daughter,

Now this alarmed Willibald, who, though
certainly much favored by the young lass,
was quite free from any feeling of love for
her. He replied to all her advances with
distant though profound respect, and the
reason of his coldness was apparent, )

In the small house opposite lived Dame
Martha, a respectable widow, with o grand-
daughter' of uncommon loveliness, abont
sixteen years of age. The sweet face of
the young Ellen had quite captivated the
heart of Willibald; and when he saw her
through the window, or the open door,
neatly dressed, sitting at the spinning-
wheel, or heard her clear voice warbling
hymns, he thought there counld be no hap-
piness so great as that of calling her his
own. Ellen was her grandmother’s darli
and the delight of her eyes, and the
:;;nan seldom suffered her to stir from her

ight'; so that there was no opportunity for
the youth to declare the passion with which
the fair girl had inspired him.

For a long while did Willibald wish,
though in vain, for some pretense for a
visit to their dwelling; though fortune at
length favored him, One day, when the
ice made the ground so slippery as to be
dangerous to an infirm person, he saw
Dame Martha coming out of church alone,
He hastened to offer her the assistance of
his arm, and conducted her home, She
invited him to enter, for she thought to
herself that only a very worthy young man
would be so courteously attentive to an
aged dame. She offered him a horn of
beer, wHich the pretty Ellen presented wick
her own hands.

Who was now happier than Willibald ,
From this day he was one of Dame Mar-
tha’s most frequent visitors, and was always
received with a welcome. In process of
time he made bold to lay open his heart to
the old woman, and ask permission to make
love to her granddaughter, ;

** My dear young friend,” was her reply,
‘*I could never wish for Ellen a better hus-
band than yourself. I believe she loves
you, too, as much as becomes a young
maiden; butyou have not yet sufficient for
the support of a wife.. I can give my little
girl nothing except a good stock of cloth-
ing for her portion, and it is not the part
of prudence to commence life by falling
into debt. Save from your wages a decent
sum that will be enough for a beginning,
then come and receive your bride with my
blessing.”

Willibald was almost beside himeelf with
;oy. He had now an object for labor and

rugality, and he redoubled his industry,

laying by carefully all he earned. Ellen
assisted him, for she was much attached
to hith, and spun more briskly than ever,
now that she was permitted to add her
small savings to her loves’s store, The
lovers met less frequently, but their time
passed pleasantly, for they were both inces-
santly occupied, with hope to animate their
toil.  Every Sunday Willibald went over to
Dame Martha's, and told her how much he
had saved the preceding week. Thus the
weeks passed, and eighteen months rolled
by, and the young emith with joy an-
nounced himself master of five-and-twenty
gold pieces. .

About this time Dame Martha fell ill
with a bad cough, which rendered her al-
most helpless, at least quite unable to work
according to her custom. The doctor pre-
scribed change of air, and said a Tlonger
abode' in the narrow and confined streete
of the cityl wounld kill her. She must re-
move to-the cq%ntry. The dame followed
this advice and took a little cottage at
Steinhausen, aiyillage about an hour’s walk
from the city. " - i

8ld was grieved enough when he
found himself go tar from his beloved, bu.

ne i ‘her the more, and the
tmfha?fﬂm oold proverb, "_‘_ Thi.g?rgg; the
charmer ‘the sweeter the way.” . Bvery

Sunday he went to visit . -and thought
gi;: :l; of ‘the' country evey improved her
uty. TR

One day, as Willibald approached the
nouse, Ellen came to meet him weeping.
Bhe sobbed bitterly as he drew near, and
exclaimed:

¢ Ah, Willibald, what a misfortune B

*‘You know it then?” cried he, with fal-
tering voice. 3
qﬁ‘i;}dfhn:;iknow what?”

y eagerly,

** That I have been robbed of my box of
money,” answered the Youth, in a tone of
anguish. ‘I could find it nowhere - this
morning, Some one has stolen it.: Yon
;g: :Il tiiql:;mdme and foresight has gone

0 .” 4 $

‘‘Alas,” replied Ellen, ** then misfortunes
never come gingle! Yesterday morning a
rich gentleman came to our cottage,
asked for a drink of water, and .when I
handed it to him looked at me earn ¥,
and asked if I would go with him and

asked  Ellen,

ner: he is a rich merchant from Ulm,
Even now he is sitting in the room yonder
with my grandmother, drinking wine, and
telling her of his house and lands; while
his servant, who stands by the chi .
oonfirms everything he says. But be com-
forted, dear Willibald. Let grandmother
eay what she will, Iwill die rather than be
faithless to you ! ”

Here Dame Martha came out of the
house, and commanded Ellen to go in di-
rectly. The poor girl was forced to obey ;
and the old woman said to Willibald,
*‘ Young man, I am come to say to you that
I thirk: it best =on show'd eome =+ mare to
my cottinge. A vich 1.an s asiicor 1o my
Ellcn, and it is mwy dnty to do what is for
her good. I say nothing of my infirm age,
I could cheerfully bear bardship; but I
wish to see her surrounded by comfort and
riches. I put it to yourself—what could
you offer the gixl? Would you have her
bind herself to poverty and toil now, when
she may place herself in ease and afiiu-
ence ? "

‘“Well, well, Dame Martha,” cried Willi-
bald, half choking with emotion, ‘I say
nothing of your conduct., If you choose to
break an honest fellow’s heart, and your
own word also, ’tis all the same to you ! ”

‘“But, Willibald,"” persisted the dame,
‘ listen to me!"

But the impetuous youth was already
several paces off. She called after him,
but the sound of her voice did not serve to
check the mad speed at which he rushed
on. Despair drove him, and he slacked
not his pace till he found himself in the
open fields, night gathering around him,
It was darker night, however, in his own
breast. He threw himself on the ground,
and cursed himself and his destiny, for no
tears would come to his relief. When he
thought, too, of Ellen and her wretched-
ness, his heart was like to break.

Some hours must have passed unmarked
in the indulgence of his grief, for it was
late when he rose, and tried to find his
way homeward. After wandering about
some time without being able to discover
the road, he found that he was ina church-
yard. ‘The tall spire of the church was
visible in relief against the drifting clonds,

** There is the house where the people go
to pray,” murmured the youth, bitterly.
“Have I not also prayed, have I not toiled,
have I not denied myself? Have I not
striven to keep my soul from taint of sin?
And what is my reward? Ellen is lost to
me. Prayers will not give her back, else
could I pray—aye, to the Fiend himself,
and promise to be his, so she would be
mine | waroe

Scarcely had the distracted youth ut-
tered these wild words, when a sound of
shrill laughter near startled him; and
looking round, he saw a fizure which he
had no difficulty in recognizing by the
fiery eyes and Zamiel look, as the fiend he
had called upon. ‘I am here,” cried the
stranger, in hoarse iones; ‘‘at your ser-
vice, and ready to do your bidding ; asking
only a small service in return,”

- “*What is that?” Willibald mustered
courage to say, though he trembled all
over.

“You are, as I happen to know,” said
the fiend, ‘‘an excellent smith. I have a
piece of work for you. Follow me; I will
ake you to a spot where lies buried one of
ay subjects. You must make me an iron
railing round his grave ; and, in reward, I
will give you your bride.”

‘‘1f you have nothing more to ask, I am
content,” replied the young man.

* This is all,” said the fiend; ** bat it is
a harder task than you imagine. You have
but one hour to work. At twelve yon must
begin, and the railing must be completed
by the time the clock strikes one. Ifitis
done, you are free; if not, you belong to
me forever,”

Willibald paused an instant, but a flood
of wild thoughts came rushing upon his
brain ; and the passionate desire to snatch
Ellen from his rival overcame all his pru-
dence. He pledged himself to the unhal-
lowed contract, and he followed the fiend
to & new-made grave.

! To your work, my lad,” he cried, and
vanished.

At the same instant Willibald saw fire
spring out of the ground beside him, and
caught a glimpse of several bars of ironm,
and the tools of his trade. The clock on
the church-tower struck twelve, and start-
ing, he betook himself to work. So dili-
gently did he apply himself, that the work
grew rapidly under his hand; the railing
was almost finished. A single screw onl
was wanting to complete it, when the d
sound of the clock was heard striking one,
and Willibald fell to the ground insensible.

When his senses returned it was morn-
ing, the sun was shinicg brightly, and he
thought all that had passed a wild dream.
But a sight of the railing, nearly finished,
around the grave, and a rusty bar of iron
lying on the ground, convinced him of its
reality. There was, however, no trace of
the fire, and the tools had disappeared.

Full of shame and repentance, Willibald
hastened to the church, to pray more ear-
nestly than he had ever prayed before, for
the pardon of his dreadful sin. His heart
was lighter after the prayer; but he could
not go home to work that day, and sadly
he walked toward Dame Martha’s cottage.

Ellen came to meet him, as before, and
shed tears as she threw her arms around his
neck.

** This time,” she said, “thejr are tears
of joy. When you left so suddenly yes-
terday, I also came from the house, snd
into this little garden, where I might weep
zndisturbed. I sat there long, Willibald,
long after dusk, when, as I leaned my nead
on the table yonder, thinking hopelessly of
you, a female figure approached me. She
had the form of my dear mother. She
smiled very sweetly, Willibald, and said,
' Weaep not, my child, but pray—pray for
sour lover, he is in very great danger.’
Bhe vanished before I could thank her;
but I remembered her words and prayed
for you, Willibald, all night long.”

The young man shuddered, but raised
his eyes upward in thankfulness,

‘‘Early this morning,” continued the
maiden, ‘‘ came Herr Werner. I went out
to meet him, and told him I would rather
die than become his wife. He was much
vexed, but without another word mounted
his horse and rode away, followed by hia
servant. My grandmother was angry, but
my conscience told me I did right; and
now that you return to me in safety, Willi-
bald, T am sure that I have the blessing of
Heaven.”

And the young smith felt the sime assar-
ance, when, a few days after, his box of
treasure was restored to him by his mas-
ter's daughter, who, in a fit of jealousy or
Dame Martha could no longer withhold her
consent, but before Willibald dared to claim
Ellen as his bride he confessed his great sin.
' The lovers were married and lived hap-

ily, remembering their past troubles only

& waming against discontent, and =
want of submission to Providence,

' “*Even if I had been suffered to perish

then,” would Willibald say, **my want of

faith would have deserved such a doom.’’
‘But the railing round the grave was not

the work of his hands; it was there before

he went to sleep in the churchyard. His

had been a dream, and so had been Ellen's
vision,

L 3

. 'THE growing of wheat on a large scale
in the Argentine republic has only been
carried on two or three years, and yet at
last'accounts forty vessels were loading
in the river Plata with wheat for Europe.
The country is fastfilli~g up with em-
igrants from Italy, France and Germany
and promises soon to be a s competis

tor in grain shipments with the United
Btates. ;
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