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{From e Loujeville Jourmal.]
A Fahty.

Y WINNIE PRY.

Yousg evening wanders through the shade,
Wik pale and dresmy brow,
Like some beloved and lovisg mald,
Who kesps ber veatal vow;
‘M liviog tlcge are all st roat,
Apdtlars are lo thosky,
Aud gold Is burning fn the Werl,
But sothlag wins ber eye,

Betwoen the earth and heaven she moves
All tanderly verene,

And weeps to Lhink that homan love
Bhould so disturb her dremm,

Bul as \he shadow decpen down
%ho lays from off her brow

The slivar shining vestal crown,
The lokes of her vow,

And elosely veilod as if a sold,

Bho seeky he slooping enrith—
approashing buds unfold
blossomas have thelr birth.

hastons she with nolseless lect,

And 1 have beard them say,
That at the Wme when lovers meel,
Fug oMLY coMEd To Paat.

Our Edol,

% Qlose the duor lightly,
Bridle the breath,

Our little Angel
Is taixing with deathy

Gontly e woos bury
Ebe wishes 10 stay,

His arms are about hor—
He bours ber away |

“Masie comea floating
Down feom the dome
Angels are chanting
The sweel weleome home,
Come siricken wevper,
Come lo Lhe bed,
Gaze on the slesper=
Our ldol Is dead |

“Bmeoth out the ringlels,
Clngo ths biue ayes—

No wonder such besuty
Was claimad In the skies)

Cross the hands gently,
O%er the while breast,

8o ke a mild apirit
Birayed from the blest!

Bear her out sofily,
This 1dol of ours,

Lot brer grave slumbers

Be *mid the swoot flowers."

| —

Miscellweons,

Counsel for the Young,

—_

Never be cast down by triflea. I7 the api-
der bresks his web twenty times, twenty
timea will he mend itogsin. Make up your
mind to do a thing, and you will do it. Fear
not il trouble comes upon you. Keep up
your apirits, thoogh the dsy may be a dork
one,

“Tranblos nevor last forever!
T'hu darkeat day will pass awny."

17 the #un is going down, look up to the
stars; il the earth is dark, keep your eyes on
heaven, With God’s presence, and God's
promises, a msn or child may be cheerful.

Y Nover deapeir when tog'a in air,
Stushlng mornlug will come without warning.”

Mind what you run after ! Never be con-
tent with n buhble that will burst, or a fire-
wood that will end in smoke and darkness:
Get that which you can keep, snd thot ie
worlh keeping.

HiSenething sterling that will stay
Whon gold snd sllver iy away.”

Fight hard ageinet a hasty temper. Anger
will come, but resist it strongly. A spark
may set s house on fire. A fit of passion may
give you cause to mourn all the dsys of your
life. Never revenge an injury.

" He that revenges knows no resl)
The meek posvess & peaceful broast."

If you have sn enemy, pct kindly to him,
and make hita your friend. You msy not
win him over at once, but try sgain, Let
ohe kindness be followed by enother, till
you have compussed your end. By little and
by little grest things are completed.

“Wator falllag day by day,
‘Weara the hardest rock away,"

And so repeated kindness will soften a
heart of stone,

Whatever you do, do it willingly. A boy
that fe whipped ot school never learns his
lesson well, A man that is compelled to
work, cates fiot how badly it is performed
He that pulle off his coat cheerfully, rolls up
bie sleeves in eafnest, and sings while he
works, is the t_nin for me,

“A cheerfal spirit gets on quick,
A grambled v the rud with stick,'?

Evll thoughitd aré wofse enemies than lions
and tigers, for we can get out of the way of
wild animsls ; but bad thoughts win their
wey everywhere. Keep your heads snd
hearts full of good thotights, o that any bad
thoughts mey not find room.

wBe on your "!.l!d| and strive and pray,
Te drive all evll thoughts away,"

A Beautifal Thought.

When engineers would bridge s stream
they often carry out st first bt a single
cord. With that, neat, they stretch a wire
across. Then strand (s added to strand, un-
til a foundation is laid for planke ; and now
the bold engineer finde a safe footway, snd
walks from side to side. Bo God takes from
u golden-threaded pleasure, and streches it
bence'into heaven. Then he takes a child,
and them & friend. Thus he bridges death,
and teaches the thoughts of the most timid
to find their way hither and thither between
the shores.

- ———

(<7 There is more meaning and philoso-

phy then at firet aight sppears in Coleridge's

anawer to o lady when ake naked bim whath-

or he belioved in ghosts. **Oh no, madem,
I bave seen too many to believs in them.”

|

“A Slight Mistake."

One cool afterncon in the early Fall, I—
Chester F. Le Roy, a gentlemiati==stvod on
the plstiorm of the Albany depot, walching
the procession of passengera just arrived in
the Hudson River boat; who defiled past me
on their way to the cara. The Bostoh thain,
by which I had come, waited ss patiently as
steam and fire might, lor their leisure, with
only occusional end faint wnorts of remon-
strance at the delay ; yeu etill the jostling
crowd hurried past into the cars, and fitted
through them in search uf seats | theie in-
creasing nuthbers ot length warned me that
[ might find it difficult to regain my own,
and I turned to follow them.

“1 beg your pardon, sir."

I turned, io obedience to tha touch on my
srm, and saw a respectable looking negro
man before me, who bore the traveling bag
and ehawl, and was evidently the attendant
of a slender and stylish young girl behind
him. “Do [ speak,” he snid, bowing respect-
fully, and glancing st the portmanteau I cor-
ried, on which my surnome was quite legible
“do I epeak, sir, to Mr. Le Roy 1"

“That is my name—at your service—what
can [ do for you 1"

“The young lody, Miss Florence Dundard,
sir, who was 10 join you st Albanyg, at six
o clock—I have charge of her.” He turned
to the person hehind him,

“This is Mr. Le Roy, Miss.”

The young lady, whi se dsrk-blue eyea hnd
been scanning me, as | could just perceive
through her blue eilk veil, now liited it with
an exquisitely little gloved hand, and extend-
&d the other to me, with & charwing mix-
ture of frenkness and timidiry.

“I am very glad to meet you, Mr. Le
Roy," snid she. “[ thought I should know
you in a moment, Cousin Jenney described
you go accorutely. How kind it was of you
to offer to take charge of me. I hope Ishan'y
trouble you."

In the midst of my bewilderment, at being
thus addressed by the sweelest voice in the
world, I managed to sve thut I must moke o
propér tefil§, and proceeded to stammer out
what I thought an approprinte speech, when
the setvent, who lod left us for n moment,
returned, and [ abandoned it unfinished,

“Did you sce to my bagunge, Edward 17
asked his mistress.

“Yes, Miss; it is all on."

“Then you had better hurry to reach {he
seven o'clock bont. Good bye, and tell them
you saw me salely off."

I +tood like one in n dream, while the man
hsnded me the two checka for the trunke,
and endued me with the light baggnge he had

Isdy’s nsking me if we hnd not better secure
seats in the cars, ond nnswered by offering
her my arm. [n ten minutes we were seat.
ed side by side, and trundling out of Albany
at & rote thyt grew fster and faster,

I hud how tlme to reflect, with that lovely
face opposite me, but where was the use.—
Some strange mistake had unduubtedly been
mede, and I had evidently been taken for
another person of the same name ; Lut how
to fethedy this mowy without slsrming the in
nocent young lady in my charge, how to find
the right man, with the tight name, nmong
several hundred peopls, and how to transfer
her, without an unpleasant scene and expls-
nation, to the cére ol some one whose per-
ron wae no less atrange to her than mine !
While these thoughts whirled through my
head, I kappened to encotttiter those smiling
eyes fixed upen me, and their ot dnsilapi-
cious gaze decided me. *'1 will not trouble
or distresa her, by any knowledge of her po-
sition,” I concluded, “but will just do my
best to fill the place of the individual she
took me for, and conduct her wherever she
wishes to go, if I can only find where it is!'s
1 turned to her with an affectation of friend.
ly ease [ was very far from feeling, and said,
“It is @ long journey, Miss Florence,”

“Do yon think so?  But it is very plea-
sant, isn't it Cousin Jennie enjoyed it so
much I'*

“Ah, indeed 1"

“Why, what a queer man!" she said, with
a little lsugh. *'Does she never tell you, e
she does me in all her letters, how happy
she is, and that St. Louis is the sweetent
place in the world to liveint Dear me!
that I should have te tell her own husband
firat.  How we shall laugh about it when I
get there,”

So it wae to St. Louls we were going, snd
I was her cowsin Jennie's husband. ¥ never
waa so thenkfol for two pieces of informa-
tion in my life.

“And how does dear Jennie look ! and
(what s she dolng? and how is my dear Aunt
Beman? do tell me the news?"”

*Jennie," said I, mustering courage and
words, “is the dearest little wile in the world,
you must know, only far too fond of her
scammp of a hoeBand—=nn to her looks, you
ean’t expect me to say anything, for she al-
ways looks lovely to me.”

“Bravo!" eaid the pretty girl, with a mal
Icious littlesmile; “but about my dearaunty’s
rhevmatism 1"

“Miss, [ mean, of conyse, Mrs. Beman, is
very well.”

“Well 1" said my fair questioner, regard-
ing me with surprise, “I thought she hadn™
heen well for years!”

“I mean well for her,” said I, in some
trepidation; ‘“‘the air of Bt. Eouls (which }
have since found is of nvisty-moisty order)

a different: woman,™
“I am very gled,” oald bor miece. She ro-

mained silent for & few minuten; and thea &

carried ; but T was aroused by the yoong! bn T had slrendy dlilib;  preofleied the |

has done her a world of good. Bhoe is quite

gleam of smusemment begen to dance in her
bright eyes.

“To think," said she, ruddenly turning to
me with & musieal laugh, *that, In all this
time, you haven't mentioned the baby 1"

I know I gave a violent start, and [ thinmk
I turned pale. After [ had run the gaantle!
of ull there questions triumphantly, as I then
thought, this mew danger stared me In the
face. How was I ever to describe a baby,
who had never noticed one ! My coursge
sank below sero, but in some proportion the
blood rose to my fage, and | think my teeth
fairly chattered in my head.

“Don’t be afraid thet I shall not sympa-
thize in your roptures,”” continued my tor-
mentor, as [ almost considered her. ] am
quite prepared to believe anything after Jen-
nie's letter—you should see how she cares
sbout him.”

Him! Blessed be goodness] then it
muit be a boy !

“Of course,” asid I, blushing and stam-
mering, but feeling it imperative 1o say somes
thing, “we consider him the fln-sl fellow in
the world; but you might not agree with ue,
snd inorder to leave yuur judgment wunabi.
ased, | won't deseribe him to you.”

“Ah! but I know just how he ldoks, for
Jennie hud no such ssmple—so you mny
spare yoursell the frouble or happiness,
whichever it is—but tell me whnt you mesn
to call him 1”7

“We have not decided vpon a name ™

“Indeed! I thought she mesnt to give him
yours "

“The deuce she did " thought I. *No;
one of a name is enough in a family,” I an-
swered,

The demon of inquisitiveness, that, to my
thinking, hod instigated my falr tompanion,
heretofore, now ceased 10 possess her, for
we lalked of various, indifferent things, and
I had the relief of not being compelled to
draw on my imagination at the expense of
my conscience, when | gave the particnlvrs
of my recent journey frum Boston, Yetl

of her voice startled me with a dread of fresh
questivne, necesaary, but impossible 1o be
answered, and [ felt o guilty fluch stenling
up my temples, every time [ met the iook o!
those beoutiful blue eyes,

It wea lote when we stopped for supper,
and soon after I saw the dark fringes of my
fair compunion's eyes droop long and often,
and begon 1o realize thut ehe ought to be
aaleep. I knew perfectly well that it was
| Hip 41ty to offer ber a resting place on my
[ sheulder, but T hardly had courage to ask
| th.t lunocent face to lia on my arm, which
wos noty es che thought it, that ol a couein
siidl o tiatii¥d man. Recollecting, however,
thut it was my duty to moke her comortable
and that [ could scarcely d-ceive her moreo

j sl cwilltft She slightly blu-hed, but thank-
ed me, and sccepted it by lesning her heed
lightly sgeinst my shonlder, and leoking up

(iuto my eyes with a.emile, “As yon are my

xcuuain." she said. Soon after her eyes
closed, and she slept sweetly and  calmly,
ns il resting in secntity and pekce. I look-|
ed ot the beautiful face, slightly paled with

{ fatigue, that rested nguinst me, ond fely Iihe\
a villiin. I dured mnot touch her with my,

i arm, alihough the buunding of the cars jus-

{ tled her very much, but sat remorseful wutil
the sleeper settled the matter by slipping
forward, and awsking. *It is of no vse for
me to ry to sleep with my bonnet on,” she
gaid, *for it is very much in the way for me
and [ am sure it troubles you.’ So she remov
ed i1, giving me the pretty little toy, with its
grageful ribbona and fowers, to put on the
rack above ua. I preferred to hold it, tell-
ing her it would be safer with me, snd a.ter
n few objections, she resigned i1, being, in
truth, too sleepy 1o contest the point; then
tying the blue sille veil aver her glossy hair,
she leoned ngainst my shoulder, and slept
again. This time, when the motion began
to shake and snnoy her, I stifled the re.
proaches of my conscience, end passing my
srm lightly round that eleader waist, drew
her head upon my breast, where it lay all
night. She slept the sleep of innocence,
serena and peaceful; but it is needless to
say thet I could not close my eyes, or quiet
my conscience. I could only gize down on
that beautifuly still face, and imogine how
It would spring np and conflfont trr, if ehe
what [ was, and how I had deceived her, or
dreaming more wildly still, reproduce it in
a hundred scenes which [ had never before
paused to imagine, as the face of my wife.
I hud never loved, unless the butterfly loves
of my summer sojourns at Newport or Sar.
atogs might be so dignified, and still less
had [ ever dreamed or thought of marrying,
even ng a possible and far-off contingency.
Never before, I solemly aver, had [ seen the
womon whom 1 wished to make my wife—
never before, had [ so longed to call anything
my own, a8 I did that Jovely face lying on
my heart.  Noj; I could not sleep 3

In the morning we reached Bufalo, and
spent the day at Niagara. If I had thought
her lovely while sleeping, what was she,
when the light of feeling and expression
played over her face, as she eloquently ad-
mired the scene before us, or was even more
eloguently still. 1 don't think I looked at
the Cataract ss much as at. her, or. though!
the,one creation more beautiful and wonder-
ful than the other. '

She was now quite familiar with me, in
ber innocent snd charnving way, celling me
“Cousin Frank,"” and seeming to take s cer.
tain pleasure in my society and protection.
It was delightfsl to be greeted so gladly by
‘hor, when } entered the hotel parlor, to have
hee come forwerd 20 quickly from the Jone-
Iy seat where she had been wailing, not on-

-~

was far from fecling ot ease, for every sound |
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bave her hang on my srm~look up into my
face—tell me all her little adventlires alune,
and chide me for leaving her so long, (how
long it seemed to me) while every word, look,
and smile, seemed doubly desr to me, be-
cause I knew the precarious tenure by which
I held my right to them, She busled her
sell, too, while [ was gone out, with our
joint baggage, and rummaged all over her
trunks to find o book which I had expressed
o desire to see—she mended my gloves, sew-
ed the broken band of my traveling cop, and
found my segar case whenever I Jost it,
which was twenty times a day, while she
scolded me for the carelessness, which she
declared almoet equaled her own. Long ago
she lad given over; to my keeping, her ele-
gant little porte mohnale, “with all her mo-
mey in it, which she was sure she should loge,
sa she never could keep anything," and ss
ghe had ordered me 1o take cut what was
wanled for her traveling expenses, | opened
it with trembling hands, when I was slone,
and examined the contents, There were,
besides all the bank bills with which she
had probably becn furnished lor ber journey,
and which, with pious care, she had fo!ded
up into the very emallest possible cothpase,
o8 much gold as the preuty toy could carry,
o tiny pearl ring, too small to fit any fingers
but here—which I am airaid [ kisscd—n enrd
with her nsme on it, snd 83 memorandum in
A pretty hand, “No.— Olive Sirest, St
Louis,” which, as I rightly eonjoctured, was
the residence of the Cousin Jennie whose
husband [ wos j a very fortunate disouvery
for me. Indeed,no far, I hod not found the
way of the tramsgressor hurd, in externusl
circumstruces at least, and when with her, [
forgot everything except her grace and beau-
ty, and my firm resolution to be to her no
more or less than her cousin ehould be ; but
oul of thot charmed presence my conscience
made me misernble.

I'om afraid T must semetimes have be.
troyed the condicts of feeling 1 had, by my
manner § but when 1 wos reserved, and
ceremonious with her, she always resented
it,and begged me so bewitchingly not to
treat her so, and to eall ber by her aweet
name, “Fluerence,” thet had [ dreaded as
much 1 longed to do it, [ could nat have re.
fueed her. But the consciousnesa that |
wos not what elie theught me, but an impos:
ter, of whom, after our connection had
censed, and she haod dircovered the deception
| procticed upon her, she could think or re-
{member nothing that would not cause her
|unmerited self-reproach and mortification,
Lall innocent and trusting as she was, this re-
i flectiun, more than any otner, [ cénfess, and
the knowledge of the estimutipn in which
ohe would forever hold me, slter my imposi-

tiun was discovered, agonized me, ond I
| would have given oll 1 possessed to own it
to her, and lesve her sight ut once, though
{the thought of never reeing her more was

dreydiul, But that could not be,

J At lost we reaclied 8t, Louis. Do I eay
|“‘ot last I When the sight of thuse apires
and gables warned me that my briof dream

dl kappiness wos over, aud that the remorse-
ful retlections I had been stuving off so long
were nuw o commense in earnest, the
thought of the cuailng banishment from Flo.
fenee wol dreadful to me, ond the time seem-
ed to fly on lightning wings as it drew neor.
er, ©ha waa all gayety, and astonished ot
my sadness shd absence of mind when eo
near home and Jennie; and when we enterad
the corringe that was to &onvey us to our
destination, I had half a mind to take & cow-
ordly flight, rather than enéouiler the storn
and disappointment of those blue eyes ; but
I mustered cournge, and followed her in,
giving the address found in the porte mon-
naie, which fortunately was the right one,
to the diiver,

“Almust home 1" eald she, turning her
bright fuce towards me—we wera rattling
up the etreet, and my time was short—"how
can you be so cool and quiet 1"

“Because, Miss Florence,” I answered,
‘““the time has come in which I must conless
to you thut [ have no more right in the home
to which we ere hagtening, than to the name
by which you sddresa me, and thut my only
cloim to either, ia that of an imposater and
dectiver,”

She turned her lovcly face, wondering and
puzzled, towards me.

Thank Heuven I did not yet read fear and
aversion in it.

“No right ! no claim!" she repeated ;
“what can you mean 1’

I told her, frankly and fully, the whole
truth, neurly as [ have set it down here, de-
nying nothing, and concealing nothing, not
even the useless secret of my love for her,
When the brief recital was ended, we both
remajned silent, but although she had hidden
her face, I could see that she trembled vio-
lently with shame and repulsion. The sight
of her distress was agony to me, snf [ tried
to say a few last words of apology—<

“You cannot blame or hate me, Miss Dun-
dard, more than I blame and hate myself,”
1 said, “*for the distress | have so unwilingly
caused you. Heaven knows that If [ accept-
ed the chirge of so much inmocence and
beauty too lightly, 1 lrave hearily atomed
since, in having occasioned this suffering to
you, and my own punishment is greator than
I can bear.”

T'he coaelt stopped as I spoke, she turned
towards me eagerly, her face bearing traces
of tears, and said, ina low voice,

Do not missnderstand me, If I was so
silent.”

The conchman threw open the door, and
stood waifing. 1 was obliged to descend,
and to asaist her out. - I hardly daved totich
that little hend, though it wes for the last
tima, but I wetched her grasefol figure with,

| viling me to remain with them, and make the

for the door of the handsome house before
whith we stopped was thrown open, and »
pretty woman, followed by a fine- looking
black-whiskerel gentleman, whom I suppos-
ed to bo my nomesske, rushed down the
steps. THere were lobd exclamations o
aetonishment and pleasure, a cordial wel-
come, end some rapid questions, to which
Florence returned very low and quiet an-
*wers, and quickly extricating herse!f from
the confusion, presented me as “Mr. Lo
Roy, your husband's namesake, and the
gentleman who kindly took charye of me."
[ glanced at her faco 1o wee if she were
mocking me, but it wos pule and grave,—
Mrs. Le Roy opened her pretty eyes widely,
but was too well-bred to express surprise,
and after introducing me to her husbund, in
the same terms, invited me into the house.
Hardly conscivus of what ] did, or of ony-
thing except thut I was still in the presence
of Florence, from which I eould not endure
to banish mysell, I followed them into s
haundsome parlor, where est an old lady, who
my conscience tuld me wos the rheumstic
sunt I had so cruelly belied. Fiorence,
hersslf; tescnted me to this ledy, who was
a fixture,'nnd unable to rise from her chair,
and hefore I could stammer an apology and
retire, related in her own way (how different
from mine) the mistake by which she had
been placed in my eare, und the history of
the journey, in which it appesred cur host,
Mr. Le Roy, had been a fellow passenger,
When she had endud, they all crowded about
me, wurmly expressing their thauks for my
“"kindness and consideration,” to my ulter
bewilderment and surprise, and cordiully in-

acquaintance of my namesske end family,
I detached myself from ull this unexpected
kindness as suon as [ could, for I funcied 1
resd aversion in the flushing end paling face,
and drooping eyes of Florence, and with one
lagt look at her, left the room. A momenut
altet, I felt the touch of a light hand on my
urin, and turning, saw, with mute surprises
that she had followed me into the vestibule.
“Mr. Le Roy,” she said, hurriedly, »I
cannot let you go awnj mistmdcratunding
me aa | see you do. If I was sitent while
you so humbly spologized for the noble, gen-
erous, and honorable delicacy of your con- [
duct, it was not [rom anger, believe me, but

becouse [ wns ot firet too mueh ustonished,

allerwords too much moved and grateful to

speak, I oweyou more than I can suy, and

ehould be misersble, indeed, If a fulse shamey !
which you eee has not prevented my telling

you this, should prevent you from continuing

an acqusintance so strangely begun.  Trust
me, sir, I speak the truth |"

e ——

The Kinglof Spulw's Cigars.

In nddition to other bad qualities, Ferdi.
nand V1I., of Spain, possessed extraordinary
powers of dissimulation, and it was obeerved
that the persons towards whom he happened
to manlfest attentions of &« more familiar
kind than usus! were sure to be the party
whose ruin wes determined on by the roysl
hypoerite. Amongst thess sltentions, the
one most [requent was the presentation of »
cigar; outof the royal *patche” itself, That
et 1681 became so common that the attend,
arité could at once point out the person dia-
graced; by seeing him come from the royal
apartments with d cigar In lils hand.

It occurred one day that Castanos had an
rudience of the king, which lasted some time.
Ferdinand chutted in his uzusl, easy, famil-
1ar, though not polished or dignified manner,
and all the while continued his favorite mode
of pusaing his time~—smoking snd drinking
beer.

On Custanos teking leave, his majesty of-
fered him half a dezen rich Havanas from the
case, which wes upon the table. Chastunos,
far from accepting the signiicant present,
started back in dismay, and earnestly en.
treated his mnjesty to excuse him ; he would
rather not smouke for the present.

“Wall, then, put them in your pocket, and
smoke them when you get home.”
“Thanks ! thanks! a thouvsand times,”
stammered the sffrighted duke. *I had
rather not, Your majesty will, I hope—but
the truth is, [ —~1—I~—had rather not smole.
I have made a vow—a religious vow--ngainst
smoking ; proy, your majesty, excuss me,—
Lord save us ! he eried, ns he saw the king
upproach him, and puat the cigera in his
hand,

“What, Costanos! Surely, have you
given up euioking 1 See what thick amoke
—what ashes of pearl, of an inch long at the
end ; and, oh ! what a rich aroma ! his ma.
jesty excloimed, ns he showed practically,
the beauties of a thick, light-brown regalia,
that drew wuter from the mouth of Castanos,
even when he resisted the tensptation.

“Mbny it please your majesty, it is exqui-
gite ; but my lumbago—headsche—rheuma.
lism—pains in my knees—palpitation of the
heart—vows to St. Michael, impossible 10
break—csnnot smoke, your majrsty—can.
not smoke. Do not ask me. Will your
mejesty permit me to retire 1"

*Not uutil you take a cigar, they are mag-
nificent,” said the king, puffiag away, asif
lor a wager.

“OUh ! your majesty—to tell your majesty

o :9 "-
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In a recent festare upon the subject of
Arctic life, Mr. Res saidi—*0Opn the journey
| saw a very curious instanaes of the sagucity
of the Arctic Fox, Congcloos thet I was
aiming st him, he tucked his tall under hia
legs, cocked up his ears, and endeavered o
make himsell look as much as possible Wke
® hare, which lsan snimal comperstively
worthless. Another fact of this kind osedre
red tome. Whilst being detained at u par-
liculur place, our favorite amusement was
trapping wild animals.” Qur mode of doing
thi¥ was by a spring gun connected with
the bait, which when touched produced the
explogion. One instance shewed us that
a fux, either from observation of » compan-
ion’s fute or from hard earned experionce,
had gone up to the gun, bitof the cord cone
nected with the bait, ani, the danger beleg
averted, went and ate the meat ln undisturb«
ed comfort. And it is a common occure
rence for the fox to make a trensh up to the
bait, scize it, and calmly parmit the charge
to pass harmleasly over his head.
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A Sufferer's Testimony.

A man who his beon West and been chawe
ed by an [ndian, makes the following mate
ter-of-fact observations: :

*Much has boen eaid by poats and roman-
tic young ludies about the picturssqus ase
peets and the noble form of an untamed,
untamable warrior of the prairie, and far be
it from me to gainsay them. An Indian is
n noble spectacle—in a picture, orat a safe
distunce—~Dbut when this noble spectacle, is
moving his mocecssions in your direction,
and you have to do some tall walking in
order to keep the capillary substance on the
summit of your eranium, all his ‘nobility®
vanishes, and you see him only m painted,
greary miscreant, who will,if you give him
a chance, life your hat with the same Chris-
tian spirit, compased and most serene, with
which he would ask another ‘spectacle’ for &
little more of that *baked dog.' 1 used to
think like the poets; now the sight of an
Indian gives me a cramp in the atomach.”

(=7"A good looking tellow was arraignsd
before the Police Court, chargad with hav-
ing #tolen & watch. It was his firat error,
and he waa ready to plead guilty. Thejudge
sddressed him in very gentle tones, and nvk-
ed him what had induced him to commit the
theft. The young man replied that, having
been vuwell the Doctur advised him to lake

frankly and honestly the truth, 1 like o good
cigur”—ond this avowul he made in an im-
passioned manner—*but [ have not the

I dont know what snawer I made, for the !
revulsion of feeling was almost too gr
words, and the rapture of knowing
looked down into her lovely face, that it
wus wot for the lort time, quite took away
the little sense I had remaining. If you

reprieved.

—

not seem five vesrs since all this happened,
yet Cousin Jennie (my Cousin Jennie now)

for not visiting lier in all that time, that we
have vgain undertaken the juurney, but un-
der different auspices, since Florence is
Florence Dundard no more, and sleeps upon
my arm 1n the care no longer blushingly,
but with tha confllence of a wife of nearly
{ive years standing, and I register our names
in the hotel book, as *“Mr. und Mrs. Chester
Le Roy," ond bless niy lucky stars ns [ read
it over. Even while I write, Florence,
lovelier than ever, as I think, makes a grand
pretence ol arfanging our baggage at the
hotel where we stop, (and which hos re-
minded me, by past transactions, to write
down this story) or comes leaning over me
to call me “*dear Chester," instead of “dear
Couzin Frauk,” as five years before, and
to scold we fur being so stupid as to kit and
write, instend of talking to her, Stupid,
indeed, to prefer a black pen to those rosy
lips. Was ever a man so happy in
“8light Mistake 1™

ard Times.

They have out West, just now, what are
termedin the languagse of the country “tough
times.”” The traveling correspondent of Lhie
Madison (Wis.) Journal givesavery glovmy
pictore of his experience in the country. He
writes !

To travel round among the furmers as we

Well, how time flies ! It certainly does | Castanos, seeingthe turn matterr had taken,

su bitterly repronches us in her last letter, |

slightest siking for the Castle of Segovia, or |

fur fear of even touchiog with his fingera the
dangerous cigors.

Ferdinand paused for a moment, as if

want to know_ how I felt, ask a man who is searching in his own mind the cavse for this
going to be huny, how he would fecl to-be |answer. He scon guessed it, nnd burst out

Into & most unkindly ronr of laughter at the
dismay of his favorite and faithfel general.

took a partin the royal cachination,

gulping down a glass of beer to etop the hic-
cup his burst of merriment had brouwght on;
“truly, child, (Castanoa was then agproach.
ing seventy) this i too good. DBut never
fear, Castanos 3 1 pledge my word there is
no cause fur suspicion. No, Castanos, you
need not fear ; you shall never be sent to
Segovia, or anywhere else in the way you
hint at.  Others may hove cuuse to fear, but
you have none. 8o, my good lad, take your
cigor, in heaven's name, and smoke at your
ense."”’

Castanos looked at his majesty between
the eyes, to see if he waa only joking ; but
fancying he could deteet in Ferdinand's face
the marks of sincerity that could seldom be
traced there, ke took the ciger from the roy-
al hunde, but still with the tips of his fingers,
as if e thought the glorious weed was so
much steel at a white heat. He then made
a bow, and left tke roysl ptesen e.

It ia plessing to add that, although Ferdi-
nand sent to Castanos’ liouse that same eve.
ning, it was only to present him with 6,000
of these sume regalive.

(%~ The sefish book-owner sltould be re-
winded of the anecdote of the poor studen;
nt college, who sent & note to one of the
professors to ask the loan of a book. The
professor's renly was, that he never len!
booke to any one, but that the student was

have done for the last fcur weeks, and heap
“hard times'” repeated forly times a day as
an excus3 for not taking u paper, or paying
up old scores, to see men, woman and child-
ren, in thresdbare and tettered garments ;
paper pasted, boards” nailed up, or old hats
or clotha stuffed into windows where should
be glaes; to find counitry atores €losed, or do-
ing very little, men working for their board,
or & mere trifla ; promises to pay, whether
verbal or written, of no account ; men even
denying their own notes ; to see the closest
economy practiced by all those whose large
houses and barnsindicate conwsiderable means
as well na those living in cabins ; to hear
the dolofous complaints of taxes—one rea
lizes the severity with which the financial
presaure fa felt.

(r-There is a blind mam on Pont.Neuf,
in Parls, who hoe & placard on his neck
which reads as follows:—“Give to-day, for
God will retarn it to-morrow.” A joker
recently suspended enother over it, which
read, **I am st old bumbug, and proprietor

of five houses. Give all your money to the

very welcome to come to his library and read
all day long. Soon after this dental, on one
frosty morning, the professor, notbeing able
to get his fire to burn, sent to the peor stu.
dent to borrow a puir of bellows.

“No," said the youth, “I never lend my
bellows to any one, but the professor is quite
welcome to come here and blow my fire all
doy long.”

— A ——

07 An English author of very great pre.
tensions, gives motice that he has dizcovered
some momentous truths, and thet he shall
unfold them (rom time to time *“as men's
minds can bear them.” He is as conaider:
nte as the fire-fly who waa careful to revenl
her bright tail gradually, lest ehe might
blind creation by too sudden and vivid «
flash of lightoing.

sgraph in an BEdinburg paper
“gi:::“:"mt:t’. celebrated voeslist had
met with a serious wocident by the upsetting
of his carciago. The same authority short-
ly after snnounced that he had so for recor-
erod an to be able to eppear before the pubs
lie the following evening in fhree paris.

obscrved or unsoticed, to reesive me—io] eud distress. She wes already recognized,’ eripple opposite.”.

something, which fie hed acdordingly done.
The Judge waa rather pleased with the hu=
mor of the thing, and asked what had led
him to select a watch. “Why,” said the

eat for | any State prison in your royal dominions ;" prisoner, “I thought if [ only had the time,
y a3 | iand he clspped his honds behind hie back,! that natare would work a curs 1"

Y

| Praven.—Is not prayer a study of truth

|—n sally of the zoul into the unfound infia-
(ite! Noman ever prayed heartily without
learning something; but when a faithfal
thinker, resolute to detach every object from
personal relations, and seeit in the light of
thought, ehall, at the same time, kindle
scienca with the fire of the holiest affections,

“Truly, Castanos,” eaid the king, nl'teri then will God go forth anew into the craa«

tion.—R., W. Emerson.

(A German clargyman, by way of givs
ing puint to a eulogy of adead man, st afa-
neral, declured thet his own exporience
waould prove that the defunct was the most
generous of men, as he had long azo bor-
rowed forty dollars of him, of which to his
dying day he had never asked the payment.
Of the debt thus acknowledged before wit-
nesses, however, the heirs, the next day,
demanded the payment with intereat |

(- Ttia a prevailing idea among somse
people, that becsuse editors, in referring to
themselves use the word “we," they consid-
¢ they amount tn two or three ordinary men.
This is & mistuke. Editors are naturally s
very modest and unnssnming class—indeed,
remarkably so. The word “we" merley in-
cludes the editor and the dovil. The cus»
tom originated with Faust, the founder of
the distinguished professfon,

(%A gentleman in the habit of enters
taining, very often, n circle of friends, op-
sarved that one of tham was in tha habit of
cating something before grace was asked;
and determining to cure him upon a repeti-
tion of the offence, he said--="For what we
are about to receive, end for what Jemes
Taylor has already received, the Lord moke
us truly thankful.,” The effect moy be Im-
agined.

0-7-A country editor, speaking of & mem
ber of the Assembly, says, “The first year
he went to Albany, he was so conscientious
as to utterly refuse to receive his allotment
of stealings, in the ehape of books snd ste-
tionery. ‘The next year he did not hesitate,
and finally came home unable to tell the
truth under the most favorable circumetane
ces."

Lawyer W., while entering his cold
baﬁa ao{d winter night, exclaimed, “Of
all the ways of getting a living, the worst &
man could follow, would be going sbout
town such nights as this, and gething nfe
bed for folks."
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