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Nearer the pulpit was the pew of an
aged deacon, a venerable and holy man,
who, in my childish visions of heaven, al.
ways stood highest among the saints.

To the left ofhim sat Charles L - .
I remember how dark the church was
when he died.

But, look again to the right. Near that
pillar sat Dr. M-- and his wife, the
tender matron and mother-how well I
remember her. What a noble presence
was that of Dr. M- , among these
simple, generous, rough-handed, and
coarse.-garbed people. There was a stern
music in his voice when he spoke, but his1
eyes were always kind. Beside them, a
little ip the shadow, (oh, my heart, be still!)
sat their daughter, Mary M- , first
and dearest of my girlish love. But, how
can I tell my story, Mary ?-the bitter,
bitter story of thy brief, unhappy wedded
life-how

"Thou worest no less a smiling fie,
Because so broken-hearted.--

part, than with the mere, memory of his
name and our childish love. I know of
no tenderest caress which my cheek now
knows, that it so dear as would be a sin.
gle restored pressure of his lips. It was
years ago that we parted, children, and
there has been but one brief meeting since;
but to.day his memory is the fairest pic.
ture in the haunted chambers of my heart.
Time has only retoucbed it with diviner
tints, and added to it a more immortal
grace. And yet that picture is not of a
child. As she has lived in my memory
Syear by year, her beauty has ripened to
the maiden's and the woman's. Remem-
bering how dear and lovely she was when
Sa child, my heart gradually and unawares
I invested her with all that is tenderest and

r most gracefil in tbrm and face, and that

is purest in heart and soul; so that the
t day I knew that she was dead, I thought

B she could not be more fair in heaven than
P was that glorified memory which I have

ever in niy heart. Oh, Mary! Mary!
SGrow yet deeper, oh shadows! With.

a daw yet farther. with the receding sun,
a sweet, pure light! Strange shapes wallsn among these aisles to-day; presences, for

Iwhich aching human hearts have crieda out in vain, sit even ir ere among them.
SIhathitas to.dayrestored his elected ones.

P There sit here shapes bowed and rover.
end, with heads white for the. great har-i vest, skins pale and wrinkled, like.looose-

B lyfolded winding-sheets about their bod.
t ies, and liinbs that treeAble as if they
I walked among haif.dua gravss. iaters
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heard! Are these shapes torever silent?
I Nay, perchance in the choirs of the up.
per sanc'tary they :warbl to.~fa the
sI weet od psabme they ung me 'lonier

Shere. ..

SOh,beautifuel, immportal hope• fair mor-
t ning.of the gtesurection! hasten thy divine
Sdawing!
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SELECTED POETRY.
From the New York Journal of Commerce.

DICKIE LEE.

Oh, D;ckle Lee! Oh, Dickie Lee!
Of the sunny days gFne hy;

The bonny lad I calle I my love,
The blmnny lad that loved no other,

No otherlass but me!

Oh, we wore in love when our years were few.

And our hearts were fresh as the rorn in; dew-

Six years was I, and seven was he.

And since those days long years have passed-

I.ons years of bl.esum and of blast;
But in them all there never grew

A love more sweet, a love more true,
Than that of Dickie Lee.

I often thinak of Dikie Lee.

And the summers long agc:-

Of the old school hoes3 andt the little brook,
With is monsy banks in she shady nook,
Where we would fish till the b.-U would ring,
With our "home made line" of a bonnet string;

With a crooked pin that serv-ed for a hook,
And earued more joy than the spe:ling book.

But if it were late and the teacher cross,
The blow and rebuke I "counted as dross,"
And during it all I coul:d orly see
The sparkling dark eyes on my Dickie Lee!

I wonder now If Dickie Lee

Looks back acroes the years,
Smiling, perhaps, at the thoughtof me,
And the funny times we used to see,
In that sdld shoot-house of yore!
On the little beach close by the door,
The little beach that would seat but four-
Jane, Lois, Dickie sad me--
And the lambs of the flock were we.

I wonder now it he thinks
Of the dreadful time he stole the pinks
And the roses rare to give to me?
And what befell poor Dicked Lee?

They tell me that Dickle Lee
Is aman of wealth and pride:

Thathe has ships upon the sea;

Tiles, to, tea high degrae:
And that a lady became his brije.
Very well, so let it be,

ickle have I been as he.

T;s many a year snce be was my love,
iiang me well, mad loving no other;

'Tis many year since the bare-tioted lad
Romped clus by my side; making merry and glad;
'Tis mawy a year, 'tis many a year.
That seal up the past, and brings down a tsar-
But I think of him yet asu a laughing boy,
Kaewlng or dreaming of not but joy,

Unlesa he dreampt of me.

And Iwould not see the man of care
S Wh adb himself Richard Lee;

That has wasted cheeks, and thin gray hair,
eor, oh! he would steal from me

Something I love and cherish well,
Ac imag shrined in a secret cell,

Andit ls dear to me;
Th~Igh fiels freckled, pale and lean.
Yet memorycal/s itbright and paeane,
And keepeth thespotof its dwelling green,

For the sake of Dickie Lee,
The little boy that long ago

Waereally In love with me!

THB OBOLELIK.

BI WA$HIN'GTON IRVING.

The happiest bird of our spring, and
one that rivals the European lark in my
estimation, is the Bobliucoln or Bobolink
as he is coimonly called. He arrives at
that choice portion of our year which, in
this latitude,answerato the description of
the month of May, so often given by the
poets. With us it begins about the middle
of June. Eiarlier than this, winter is apt
toiornut i itstraces, and to blight the open.
ing beanties of the year; andm latter Ihan
thisbeginthe parching and panting and
dissolving heats of the summer. But in
this gedial interval, nature is in all her
freshness and fragrance; "the rains are
over ap4goa, the flowers appear upon the
earth, the, tima of the singing birds is
come, and the voice oftbe turtle is heard
in the liuid." The trees are now in their
htlest foliage and brightest verdure; the
weeds aretgay with the eclustered flowers
of the lqssal the ais perfmed with the
sweetbler andthe wild rose; the mead.
ows are enamelod with clover blossoms;
whtl etwi abaple, the peach, and the
plin begin toswell, and the cherry to
giwmmag the greenm leaves.

.i~ chosen seson of revelry
thp lHUe omes amidst the pomp
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Ot all the birds oflour groves and mead-i
ow.r thei Boboiink was the envy of my
boyhood. He crossed my path in the,
sweetest weather, and the sweetest season
of the year when all na'ure called to the!
fields, and the rural fieeling throbbed in;
every bosom ; but when 1, luckless urchin!
was doomed to be mewed upll, durin the;
livelong day, in that purgat:'ry of bhoy-
hood, a school-room, it seemed as if the
little varlet mocked at me, a, he flew up,
in fiull son:, and sought to taunt me with;
his happier lot. Oh, how I envied him!
No lessens, no task, no hatelid school :i
nothing hut holiday frolic, green fields and:
tine weather. Had I been then more
versed in poetry, 1 might have addressed
myself to him in the words of Logan to
the cuckoo:

" swect bird' thy power is evergreen,
Th_ sk. is ever clear :

Thou hast no sorrow in thy song,
No winter in thy year.

Oh! ncould I fly, I'd fly with thee,
We'd mn:ke one jot ful wing,

Our annual visit round the t1 he,
Co.mpanions of the spring! '

Further observations a;nd experience
have given me a different idea of this lit.
tie feathered voluptuary, which I will ven-
ture to impart for the benefit of my school-
boy readers, who may regard him with
the same unxualified envy and admiration
which I once indulged. I have shown
him only as I saw him at first, in what I
may call the poetical part of his career,
when he in a manner devoted himself tol
elegant pursuits and enjoyments, and was
a bird of music and song, and taste, and
sensibility and refinement. While this;
lasted he was sacred from injury. The
school.hoy would net fling a stone at himn,
and the merest rustic would pause to listen
to his strain. But mark the difference.
As the year advances, as the clover blos-
soms disappear, and the spring fades into;
summer, he gradually gives up his elegant
tastes and habits, doffs his poetical suit ofl
black, assumes a russet, dust garb, and
sinks to the gross enjoyments of common
vulgar birds. His notes no longer vibrate
on the ear; he is stuffing himselfwith the
seeds of the tall weeds on which he lately
swung and chanted so melodiously. He
has become a "bon vivant," a "gourmand;:
with him now there is nothing like the
"joys of the table." In a little while he

grows tired" of plain, homely fare, and is
off on a gastronomical tour in quest of
foreign luxuries. We next hear of him
with myriads of his kind banvueting among,
the reeds of the Delaware, and grown
corpulent with good feeding. He is the
Reed-bird now, the much sought.for titbit
of Pensylvania epicures, the rival in un.
lucky fame of the ortolan ? Wherever he
goes, pop ! pop ! pop! every rusty firelock
in the country is blazing away. He sees
his companions fall by thousands around

Ihim.
Does he take warning and reform?

Alas, not he! Incorrigible.! Again he
wings his flight. The rice swamps of the
south invite him. He gorges himself
among them almost to bursting; he can
scarcely fly ftr corpulency. He has once
more changed his name, and is now the
iamous Iice.bird of the Carolinas. Last
stage of his career, behold him spitted
with dozens of his corpuldut companions,
and served up; a vaunted dish, on the table
of some Southern gastronome.

Such is the story ofthe Bobolink: once
spiritual, musical, admired, the joy of the
meadows, and the-favorite bird of spring;
finally, a gross little sensualist, who ex-
piates his sensualisum in the larder. His
story contains a moral worthy the atten-
tion ofatl little birds and little boys ; warn.
inathlm to keep those retined and intel.
lectual pursuits, which raised him to so
high a pitch of popularity during the early
part of his cnreer; hut to eschew all ten-
dency to that gross and dissipated in-
dulgence which brought this mistaken lit.
tie bird to an untimely end.

THn TIMES IN CuIFroRsIA.-Rents
have fallen in California twd-thirds in one
year, and wages almost in portion. Ser-
vant woman can get $30 $50 per month,
according to capacity and worth. 83 per
dozen is now the standard price for wash.
ing. A good dwelling house, lathed
and plastered, can now be had with every
cenvenience toca family, at .50 per nmon•.
Food is cheaper in California than it is in
Atlntic States.

At the last session of the P'nnsyllvaia
Legislature, the following announcement
of the arrival of his colleague was made
by a member.

" Mr. Sperkfr-iMy kollecks come and
Idsinkhe ought tobe tschw.re."

.. A fedays since a boy belo'ngi
to one of the Boston school was quite h
dy, sad handed t, his taoher- Rojo
called a'in cuse. The teo I asO a
reiid thus: t"Missus,-Wiaal. iA hs

cepcad attWa to.

A F'iNcrI'vt Ptrr•r•n or I FoRL.tos )LI
M~r:xtco.-"V1ho,shall .describe Mexico--
the Mexico of that age ! It ought to lt
one who had seen all the wonders ot the
world ; and he should have t,)ran amulient-e
those who had dwelt in Venie and Con-
stantinople. wvho had looked down upon
Granada firotm the Alhamb, a, and wluhohad
studied all that ren:mains to be seen of the
hundred-gated Thebes, of Babylon. and
of Nineveh. The especial attriutes of
the most beautitil cities in the world were
here conjoined; and that which was the
sole boast of'many a world-renowned name
:irlmed but one of the charms of this en-
chantress ahtlong citles. Well might the
Srue Spanish sohli'," find no parlell but in
the imaginlations of his favorite romance.

Like (; ranada. encircled but not fr-own-
ed upoLn, by miountains ; futdid tud adorn-
*,ed by water, like Venice: as great in its
buildings a Bal,ylon of old; and rich with
_eardens. like l)amascus;-the great city
of Mexico was at that time the fairest in

I the world, and has never since been etuall-
ed. Like some rare woman of choice-t
parentae, the descendant of two, roy-a!l
houses for apart, who joins the soft. sultle
graceful beauty of the South, to the f.ir,
blue-eyed, blushing beauty of' the North,
and sits enthroned in the hearts of all be-
holders,-so sat Mexico upon the waters,
with a diadem of gleaming towers, a fkir
K exbanse of flowery meadows on her breast

I a circle of moutaains as her zone; and,
! not unwomanlike, rejoicion in the re.tlec-
tion of her beautitul self from the inumler-
able mirorrs which were framed by her
s'treets, her courts, her places, and h r
temples."-[ Helps' Spanish Conquest.

SIrutP PaAcTICE.-- We have heard of
many instances of sharp practice on the
part of "gentlemen of the bar," but none
goes ahead of one we heard related the
other day. When C., now a prominent
member of the profession in Western New
York, first went to Lockport, he had a case
involving the title or possession of a house
and lot. When he came into court he
found that his whole dependence was on
the testimony of the tenant who occupied
the house-one Solomon Green. Green
was called to the stand. The opposite
counsel objected to him. The objection
was argued and sustained, and C. was ap.
parently floored. A bright idea struck
him, however. He beckoned to his clerk,
Lamonte, and whispered in his ear a few
moments, when he and Green were seen
to leave the court-room together Now for
the next move. Time must be killed. C.
commenced a speech. He spoke on.
The Court frowned; the opposing counsel
objected; the jury became indignant, and
the audience impatient. All agreed that
C. was making a fool of himself. An hour
passed. Ever and anon the opposing
counsel would pop up and object to his pro.
ceeding further. C. argued the points,
which were invariably decided against
him. The Court-house door opens. La.
monte and Green enter. C., with well
expressed indignation at being constantly
overruled, took his seat. The Court in.
quires: "have you any other witnesses to
offer, Mr. C.!" "Yes, Sir." Solomon
Green was called. Up jumps. the oppo.
site counsel. "May it please the Court,
this is the witness that was rejected. It
is almost a contempt to bring him on the
stand again." Mr. C.: "Nevermiad; Mr.
Green, do you reside in thct house!" "No,
Sir, I have just removed." A shout from
the bar and audience rewarded the clever
ruse of the counseller; the disqualifica-
tion of the witness was removed; he gain-
ed his case, and it is recorded that the bu-
siness of his office doubled in less than
three months thereafter.-Chicago Dem

. . . A man with an enormously large
sucker, called on a dentist to get a tooth
drawn. After the dentist had prepared
his instruments and was about to coin-
mence operations, the man began to strain
and stretch his moth, till be got it to a
frightful width. "Say, sir," said the den-
tist, "don't trouble yourseif to stretch your
mouth any wider, for I intend to stand
outside of it to draw your tooth."

Tua Ve1raUAL TRAWi.-On Wed-
nesday last there were shipped from Nor-
folk to New York, by the Jamestown,
2,O 0 baskets tomatoes, and about 1,200
barrels apples and potatoes, about a third
of which shipped by Mr. Paine. The
ship could not take near the pamty offered
and the gates to the wharfhad tobe cdoed
at 11 o'clock.
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