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Poetical,

e B

Never Despair.

There's gold for the man that will dig it,
Angd peace for the soul of the soeker—
There’s Love's wine for him that will driok it,
O'etflowing the golden-lpped beaker—
Thore's Fame for the brows of the thinker,
If be'll work and stroggle to win it §
Every eare-oloud that folda o'er the future,
May prison rich blessings within It

There's & hiome for the son of gaunl sorrow,
A reat for the worn-oul and wearyj
A hope for the pallid despairing;
A light o'er each path that is dreary.
There's no wave so dark, but the summit
Wil break into snowy-like whileneas §
There’s no eloud so black in the heavens,
But has some rich folded-up brightneds,

Tis hard to wade through the deep walers,
Unseciog the shore that we covel;

"Tis dlamal 1o look for Hope's ralnbow,
When black vells of doubl hang above 1}

Buat Falth's band can lift up the mountainy,
And give to us rlches supernal—

She points to the land of the prophels,
The land of the blessed Etornzl.

——

Wiscellancons,

The Death Bed of a Liom.

Every one may not be scientifie; but eve-
vy one may ot lesst be a close observer of
natore animate, and nature inenimate, If
plain people, with good eyes ond open
hearts, would but kcep a note book for their
original observations, and jot down in few
words the gimple facts of life among God's
lower creatures, the great men of the day
would alweys have a good stare of fine ma.
terials to deal with, The philosopher would
stand ot esse on the grand platform of troth,
ond build with stones readily hewn to his
band, instead of having to send his thoughts
wide over the land in search of straw where-
with to make bricks for the house of his
wisdom, or perhaps to gather cziers for the
waddled wigwam of a nomadiac theory.

«Do onimals understand what death is 1
Do they recogoize its coming signs 1" ssks
the uuinitisted, **No," says a gifted philoso-
pher of our ncquaintance, “'you never see
snimals sppretiend the meaning of death.”
Very well, then here is a fact:

The writer once etrayed into a menngerie
io the North of England, which had comped
for s diy or two in a littla mountaio meteo:
polis. A large elderly lion was muking &n
involuntary tour of the country in company
with his wile snd o fine fomily of young
people. What an fneult to put the desert
monarch into such o vu'gar clep-trop tavel
ling carringe us this !

But what is the matter with the grand 61d
lion? He fs in pain; eurely he la Ifi fain.
His breathing is short and is drawn with ef-
fort; Lis nostrils are epreed wide, lips drawn
back, snd that grest, sheggy cheet heaves
uneosily. He is suffering from Bronchitia,
for he evidently cannot bear the keen air of
the North. He is couckant; but now he
Jifts his hend high, and louks routid and
round the show, into the hundred facea of
thit unfecling erowd as if searching for
sympothy.

But, noj they cannot read his eye of mute
sppeal; he is nothing to them but a great,
tawny livn, with a shaggy mane, and tufted
teil. Suddenly be rears himsell up to his
full sisture, throws back his grand head, ut:
ters a tremendcus desert roar, and falls down
kesvily on his gide—dead, Dead; but with
an imperial jestore, such as Cmser’s when
he fell. '

Look ot the widow ! She has been taking
ghort and etotely turns up and down the den;
o very Juno in her goit, snd in her tempor,
teo. DBut ehe etope, looks irquiringly at the
prostrate figure, draws nearer, bende her
head with an snxious, bewildered look, and
then, as if st last receiving the great idea,
ghe throws herself down upon the dead mon-
arch with grest abandonment. Presently
up comes the heir; crown prince he was—
be is the young king now. He steps short,
in a fierce, brueque ottitude, eprasds his noa-
trils, faehes his cyes, and snorts aloud.—
That was a long searching geze, truly. But
at last he, too, flings himself down, with o
great sounding flop vpen the dend body of
the old lion. Up comes the cosrse looking
keeper, and flogs away the widow and son,
But they watch their opportunity, ond stalk
forward again, and Lhrow themselves down
in the same aitidude of grief. Again the
bateful whip, and sgain they spring to the
further end of the cage, with a short, imps-
tient roar. Three times did this take place,
and theee times did they return to the same
position, abandoning themselves to the same
eloquent symbols of grief. Not many can
ssy that they have been present st the death
bed of alion; and never can the scene, 80
touching, and yet so grand, be forgotten by
the writer.

Tue Oup Max's Sgcrsr.—An aged eler-
gyman, who had not known one day’siliness,
was asked his secrot . “Dry feet and early
rising,” was his reply ; ““these are my only
two precautions.”

0<7Can it be said with truth that we all
sre children of (orefathers, when RMoses
plainly tella us that Joshua was the son of
Nun?

(< Washing lh—i-l";: wears them Out.—
When they get dirty chalk them over.—
Economy Is wealth,

e b

07-Bome one ssys that humen héada are
like hogeheads—the less they pomtain the
louder the report they give of themselyes.

(4rWhy is a- tooth drawn like 8 thing

185~, application was made to a great Lon-
don insurance company to insure the life of

Mr. Andrew Maclsrlane, of Raw Material

sireet, Manchester, for & very heavy sum.—
Mr, Macfarlane was nol a young man, being
described by himsell ss berween forty and
fifty, and the sum was of such sn upusual
smount, that the company thought it necee-
sary to uee more than ordinsry caution.—
They therefore stipulated upon seeing the
gootleman personally, and hsving him ex-

Lost in the Fog.

CHAPTER I.
In one of the summer months of the year

amioed by two of their own medical men in
their owa office in London, in addition to the
ususl preliminery iovestigation. Mr. Mac-
forlane accordingly appesred ome morning,
looking » most robust and healthy middle
sged gentiemsn, with a fine, broad, ruddy,
close shaven face and iron gray hair: the
examination was pronounced satlisfactory in
the extreme. Mr. Maclarlane was a more
than usuelly healthy person, and the policy
was granted without delay.

One morning in November of the same
year, London was shrouded in one of its
densest fogs. That combination of smoke
and vapor, to be met with in its full perfec-
tion in no other port of the globe, pervaded
street and river. Fog had reigned supreme
over the metropolis the whole of the previ-
ous doy, and had become so thick nt night
that foot passengers had great difficulty in
finding their way along the streets, the
crossing of a wide street or square looked
like diving into some derk and unexplored
expanee ; all lendmarka were swepl away,
the Inmps were scarcely visible one from
snother; experienced Londoners found them-
selves turning the wrong corners, and the
cabs and other vehicles had no chance of
reaching their destination, save by adheriog
to the curbstone.

ed., The unfortunate man had, it appeared,
gone out yesterday in the full enjoyment of

were oll aware that in the dense and danger

Thames ; there was no resson to suppose
that he had met his death by any loul play,
nor was the supposition of suicide warrant-

his usual health, strength and intellect ; they

ous fog that had prevailed, nocidents were ex-
tremely likely to heppeo, especially to per
sons unacquainted with London ; it must
therefore be presumed that deceased had, by
gome means unkoown to them, falleninto the
river; the body bad been satisfactorlly identi-
fied by a most respectable witness, who, had,
moreover, brought from the widow a list of
articles, which tallied exactly with those
found on the body ; they had heard of the
sad condition of the unheppy lady, and there
appeared to him no necessity for adjourning
the inqueat for her presence ; nothing, there
fore, remained for them but to give their
verdiot sccording Lo the lacta,

«Found drowned,” was sccordingly ren-
dered.

The coroner obeerved that the body ought
to be buried immedistely, ond ordered it o
be given up to Woodley. He then made
out and forwarded to the registrar the neces
sory information ss to the cause of death,
and the finding of the jury.

In due time the ineurance company re:
ceived applicstion on the port of Helen Mac-
farlane for payment of the sum insured—a
regular assignment of the policy from her
Iste husband was produced, ond her claim
waos further eupported by s copy of the en-
try of the registrar-general, The company
felt some little hesitation st firat, and post-
poned payment for further information,—
They desired to see Woodley, but on its be-
ing ehown that thst gentleman had quitted
England, after due investigution they felt
that they could not dispute the cvidence,and
paid the money.

CHAFTER II

That November merning the newspapers
bore witness to the dangers of the previous
day in mary a lengthy catologue of acci:
dents. As morning broke the fog seemed
likely to rule another day : but as the sun
gnined strength he broaght with him a fresh
breeze, and the fog lifting, like o vast cur-
tain, once more dieclosed to the persecuted
Londoners the fextures of their lust city.
Light was pretty well established when a
porty of river men were seen carrying the
body of a drowned man up the steps of Lon-
don Bridge. On coming to the top wish
their ghastly burden, n gentlemen in a dark
basrd and moustaches, who had been watch-
ing their movementa over the parapet, come
up, und looking steadily st the desd mon's
face, exclaimed :
“Good God ! it'a poor Maclarlane 1"
The men stopped ; a crowd wns present
in on Inetant, os If by mogic ; and in scarce:
ly loss time the tall and unperturbed hat of
u policedion tves to be observed, colm and
stationary, sbuie the swaying multitude,
#Do you identily this body, sir 1"
“I do."
“¥onr nome and oddrees, if you plesse,
sir 1"
sl will go with you to the station, il you
please.”
“] he body will go to the dead house, sir;
perhepa you would have no objection to go
there with me first, snd witness my removal
of the valuables on the person of the de-
ceased.”
The gentleman sceordingly sccompanied
the party, saw the contents of the pockets
removed, and the body examined casually,
There were no marks uf viclence upon it,
and there wee litile doub! that it represent-
ed one of the victims of the fog, an opinion
pretty freely expressed by the bystanders.
The pockets produced little or nothing
lesding to identification ; a watch, with a
chain attached to it; a locket, contnining
hair, and ornamented with a blue cross ; a
purse with money all in-sovereigns; s poch-
et hondkerchief marked iu cipher, tnd »
bunch of keys, told little,
The next proceeding was to the etation
house. The sergeant on duly heard the
facts, took possession of the property ; ,put
certain questions ; took down the gentle-
man's name and addrees—*Mr, Woodley, of
Liverpoo!l, now at the Covent Garden Ho.
tel"—and informed him that he would be
required at the inquest.
«] ghall consider it my duty to sttend ;
but, in the meantime, I must communicale
this intelligence to my poor friend’s wife—
they came to lown only the day belore yes-
terday."
“Her sttendance will be necessary, sir.”
“Very well ; but first [ muat see how she
bears this cruel shock.”
At the Iinquest, after the evidence of the
finding of the body, Mr. Woodley stepped
forword and deposed that he was well ac-
quliﬂlﬁd with the deceased, Mr, Macforlane,
of Manchester ; that he and his wife had
come to Londan on a visit only & few days
previously ; that he had seen the wife—who
was go dreadfully affected by the shock her
nervous system had sustained by this sed
event, that she wea dengerously ill, and to-
tally incapable of giving evidence, of which
fact he handed in u doctor’s certificate. He
held in his hond, he said, the marrisnge cer
tificate of the decensed, which he would pro-
dupe if the jury desired to see it ; that he had
managed to progyre from the distrassed lady
a list of the articles oo Macfarlane's person
when he left home yesterdey, oun business,
singe which time hs had pot heen heard of
untjl witness brought the sad iptalligence ol
his untimely fato. g Le

The divisional surgean deposed that there
were po marks of ylolepge ppon the body,
The coroner, in summing up, merely ob-

In that wilderness which lies west ol
Brompton, st the time we epesk of, there
existed a lillipution cottage, wherein dweit
George Richurdson, lutely monoging ond
gonfidential clerk, now junior partner in n
merchant’s house in the eity. One evening

misty cloud. Confident, hawever, in his
knowledge of the place, but in reality de.
ceived in all its bearings, on he went, till,

The Sajlor Boy’'s Revenge,
=== d

The following incident sctually occurred)®

The servant geve him the information he

eaired, ond went about bis business. Thot ' s
ight, while the captein was undressing, he

for UI.-I Saviour oﬂ'e_r-e;i his life a willing

scrifice. - Did | not know, young man, that

it was through ignorance on your part that

in a moment, his foot trod only on the emp.
ty eir, and he fell headlong—a splash—and
the black river closed over him—one strug-

on board a British [rigate, and was eommu.
nicated to the writer, several years ago, by
tn old man-of-war's mao :

bridal bed.

was seized by the throst and dregged to the

“Look, fuir ludy, on me,” said Crazy Joe,

gou revile, [ would exclaim to you in the
language of Pesul: *O,full of wubfility,
and of all mischief, thou ehild of the devil,

gle to the surface—a desperate altempt to

atrike out in his thick grest coat snd water-
logged boote, and George Richardson was
awept away by the remorseless tide only to
be yielded up a corpse.

A month paseed away. Beszio was daily
expecting the promised letter ; but the post-
mon pessed the door, or only knocked to
bring any other but the looked-for envelope,
George would surely be at home himself,
and nllay her anxiety by his presence in o
day or two. Did he not say he might return
before a letter could reach her?

Bix weeks, and no letter. Dessie became
really anxious ; awey ehe went to the senior
prriner ; he wss somewhit uneosy himself;
but, g0 fur from adding to her anxiety, he
sssured her there was yet no couse for
alarm. They had expected to hear before
from Richardson, certainly, but it was guite
possible his voyage might have been longer
than they enlculated. His letter might have
been miscarried, or he might be &t hume
himself any doy ; in short, the good old man
slmost re assured the poor little wife, snd
she went home more (ranquil in her mind
than she had been for muny a day.

Two monthe hsd now elopsed, and it
could no longer be concealed that there waos
grave cause tor spprehension 3 hat, for ae
much a8 poor Bessie on every trilling ocen-
gion—to wit, when George traveled by ruil
woy—pictured to her mind the most awlul
accidents, or il he wos half an hour too late
for dinner, felt a c:lm certsinty that some-
thing had hoppened, so did ehe now resolve
that nothing could be wrong, in proportion
o5 real ressons for alerm incressed, inas
much that as they became olmost certain.
ties to the reflecting mnzeuline mind, so did
they diminizh to this uarensoning little wo-

“but do not screem, or I will kill you.—

hesitsted to go aloft, but by the Captain's
ordzra, was forcibly put in the main rigging,
then a bostswain’a mate was commanded to
lash him like a dog until he learned to run
aloft. The poor fellow’s legs and arms
trembled, he graeped the shrouds, he eried,
he proyed the inhuman ecaptsin for God's
sake to have mercy on him; but all in vain.
The boatswain's mate was ordered to lay on

seamen turn from the brutel scene in dis-
gust,

A timid boy, nbout fourteen years of sge,

horder und harder, regardless of the boy's
piercing screams, which mode even veteran

His clothes wera torn from his bacek,

Look on me,
devil, who delights in cruelty—u merciless
fiend, who has scourged the backs of hun-
dreds of brave men—a ruffian who hasrabbed
me of my reason,
grasp of death, the very moment his black
soul thonght itself within the reach of bliss.
Monster ! look on your ludy—think a mu. I
ment of the heaven of earthly joy almost
within your reach—ithen think of me, poor !
crezy Jue | and of the hell to which I send
you !

body of the captain wns found alongside ol

I hold within my grasp a

I hold him within the

Die, wretch, die !I"*
When the alarm was given, the strangled

thou enemy of all righteousness, wilt thou

not cense to pervert the right ways of the
Lord 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1" intirrupted the lawyer,

“had T known that 1 had waked up sn old
Methodist preacher, | would have taken lime
by the forelock, snd run in time.”

“I am not a Methodist preacher, airj I
have not that hooor; they are a plous, ®

useful, a revered claaa of people, whom I

ove and respect.”
“Who sre you, then?’ [msolently de-

monded the lawyer,

“#Sam Houston, sir, of Texas !" _
Had o thunderbolt fallen In their wofidet,

the blood followed the lash, and still the ty-
runt roared out, “lay on, boutawsin's mate 1"
With one wild scream he eprang from un-

the bridal bed, but the maniac who had kill-
ed hitn wos never recognized sfterwards.—

der the lagh, end bound up the rigging with
amezing ropidity. He doubled the buttock
cigging like o cat, passed up the topmost
and topgallant rigging with undiminished
epeed, shinned the unruttled royal rigging,
and perched himsell like a bird nlungside of
the pennnnt which flonted ot the must heod.
Here he paused, looking fearlessly upon the
deck below, All hands came up to see him
—his cries and cruel treatment hud already
enlieted their sympuathy, and if possible had
increaged their hutred of the captiin,

The monester was smiling complocently
at the success of his experiment; he wae
one of those tyrants that boasted that the
“eut” whon properly wpplied, could make
men do anything. Btill he was apprehen-
sive lest the boy should destroy himeelf, and
the circumstances be ueed ogainst bim ot
the Adniiralty, where he knew representa-
tions of W13 cruelly had aleeady been made.
The men guzed in silence, looking first ot
the boy and then at the eaptain, who was
sented near the tuffrail.  They dared not to

mun. In fact, ghe dared not sdmit the idet
into her mind ; she resolutely excluded it,|
stendfnatly clinging to that lightest buhblst;
of hope in her sea of doubt, and rer:ulw:di

in November, 185, home enme George by

o |
nouncing that he must start on a secret mia

aion to Leghorn the next duy ; events of im- |

ocourred there requiring the presence of vnel

to leave the river the next evening,

office to-morrow morning,
bave time to return home.”
#8hall T not see you agoin after you leave
home to-morrow rturning 1" ssked Bessie
Richnrdson, snxiously.

«No, durling, you must wish me good bye
then.”

Bessie’s face put on a disappointed look.
“Why, you silly girl, the perting must
come sooner or later, and why not in the
morning es well ns the evening 1" said he,
emoothing her hair half caressingly.

Bessie did not see the force of this reason-
ing: To a woman, a good-bye is no good-
bye ot all, unless it occura ot the very last
moment.

However, It could not be helped, it seem-
ed i so the little womnn bustled about, and
got his things to rights, and stood in the lit
tle dining room with tears welling into her
eyes. The next morning; when the cab
drove up to the dovr, theté was a thick fug,
and Bessie felt alirmed, as women do ul
parting, with a vogue, undcfined dread of
some culamity.
“How soon shall
George 1"

“In a month, I hope ; but it may be six
weeks, or even more, 80 don't be uneasy,—
I will write, you may be sure, the first op
portunity, and I may be back myseli before
my letter.”

«[ wish you were not going in this fog."
wfoolish girl ' kissing ber. “The
steamer won't start in a fog ; don’t alarm
youraelf about that. Besides it's only the
morning frost ; when the sun gets up, it will
boe bright and clear.”

She bore the parting better thon could
have been expected ; for, truth to tell, she
did not mean that to be the final one. In
ber secret little heort, she had determined
to make an expedition to the city, and have
the real good-bye at the proper time, and she
was looking forward joyfully to the surprise
and pleasure it would be to George. 8o
she putup a cheerful face to bia, and return.
od his last nod from the cab with a smile.
But, when, a8 the day advenced, the fog,
instead of clearing, Incransed in density, and
she perceived that her journey to the city
was impracticable : then the reality of the
parting came f(u!l upon “her. It waos their
firat separation, and the suddenness of the
thing, and the uncertainty of the post, and,
finally, the breaksge of her little plan for o
final and overwhelming good-bye, overcame
her, and she retired to her room, and wes no
more seen for several hours.

By afternoon, the fog was 8o thick in the
city and on the river, that Richardson felt
gertain the steamer would not start. *“How-
aver,” sajd bo, I will have my trunk taken
down, see the captain, and sleep on board, if
pecewsary, to be resdy us spon as he is able
to get under weigh.”

George had literally to feel his way
throogh the narrow lanes to the river ; by
and:by he found the wharl gates, but all
beyond was a blank, save where some red

I heuwr from you,

forgetten? It ie out of the head,

unfortunate person hed been drowned in the

s,

served to the jury that it. was evident this|epots of light, lookisg strangely high and

distant, told hita of lamps enveloped in the

that darling Goeorge would bo restored to her

the buss, and startled his little wile by an- | 8fms in good time. It could not be in Na- e eyea uloft, but ns silent s the men.

ture or in Providence that one che loved so
well should never look upon her fuce agsin,

portance connected with the business ],,diSo her hear\ reasoned.

At length, however, arrived the steamer

ly left undirected in order to mointain the |

wPherefore,” snid George, “get my things seereay of his jouroey, wes found on bonrd. . around his head; then, stretching his srms
ready, and I will take them with me to the he members of the firm were now fully | oyt gnve o wild lsughing scream, and threw
for I shnll not|convinced that some futal accident hod brp | himsell forward.

pened to him. They sent for Beszie's bro

ther, and begged him fo breck the matter to
his eisler, promising on their part to Ieuvel
no stone unturned to. clear up the mystery

ance. |

We purposely pass over the horror, the
incredulity, and the despalr that followed
one another in poor Bessie’s niind when tlie
fucts broke with full force vpon her. The
feelings of the bereaved wife must be st
cred,

Meanwhile the partners set every engine
ot work te discover the truth. Deteetive
officers eame to and fro, examined and cross-
examined with censeless netivity, following
up the scent like hounds, The facts by de-
grees unfolded themselves, and it become
evident that Richardson must have been
drowned that night of the foz on his way lo
the ship.

But what become of the body ? More
restlessness of detectives wnd further cir-
cumstances were relieved of their veil of
mystery. A drowned man had certainly
been found the very morning alter his disap-
pearntice. The body was troced to the in-
quest, the records of that inquiry looked up,
ond all doubts removed that the remaine
there represented ss those of Mucfarlune
were in reality none other than those of poor
Richardson. There wns no pos:ibility of
direet identification at this distance of time,
but a record of the erticles found on the
body (which had been given up to Woodley)
had been preserved ut the police uffice, and
were identified by the wretched wife as the
contenta of her husband's pockets on the
futal day. But who and where was Wood.
ley? What interest could-he have in false-
Iy swearing to the body ¥ Was it u con-
spiracy or a mistake? More tracing of ev-
jdence; and now was found 8 memorandum
in the registry, that the insurance company
had asked for information concerning the
decensed, and received a copy of the entry.
This was a fresh clue; a light broke in
upon the darkness which had hitherto sur-
rounded the inquiry. The insurance tom-
pany was communicated with, and, alter
having investignted the facts, came to the
irresistible conclusion that their client Mac-
farlanc had undoubtedly given evidence of
his own decesse, and was in the society of
Mra. Mic—who had completely recovered
from her indisposition—enjoying a good
glice of the company's capital in some for-
eign country.

(<7~A plewre in Punch shows two “re-
spectable citizens” very much ‘“cut™ alter
dinner, Both look extremely happy and
rumpled, and hold o test conversution as
followas :

Host—*'1 say, my boy, shall we join the
ladies in the Drawing-room ¥

Guest—"I sh’inksho."

Host—""Can you say, ‘The scenery's truly
rural "bout here ¥' ¥

Guest—*"8c-Scenery tooraloorsl,”

Hout—""All right, come along.”

that hung upon her husbund's dis:ppcur-l

be eeen spesking to one another—it wos o |
flogging offence; even ot night spies passed
under their hammocks to oscertain if they
whispered. The offivers walked the leeside
of the quarter deck, occasionslly casting

Still the boy clung to the mast head play-
ing with the pennunt, sppirently vncon-
gcious of the interest he excited below,—
Tired with g ziog nlofty the captain sung

of the partnera, snd the lut hud fallen upon | itsell, without Richardson. It waos then as: | g through the speaking trumpet, *Down
him ss the junior in respect of age, as well certoined thut no one answering his deserip- | grom aloft ¢ down 1"
us of position in the firm. A stesmer wns!"un had sailed in her.  Hia trunk, purpozes |

I'he boy gprang upon the truck at a bound,
ond raising himself er=ct, ho waived his cap

The captain jumped to
his feet, rxpecting to see the boy deshed to
pieces on the deck; but when clenr of the
shade soils, ho saw him sliding olong the
moin royel stay towarda the foretop gallunt
meugthesd, ond heard kim lough and chualter
ke a monkey, ns il enjoying the sport, He
lreuuhoﬂ the masthesd in gnfely, and then
descended nlong the top gnllant backstay
hand over hand, The coptain looked ut
him, ond was sbout 1o epeak, but could not
find words. T'he boy frothed at the mouth
and nose; hia eyes sacmed starting out from
his head; he rolled wpon the deck in con
vulglons, staining it with blood which trick-
led from his back., He wns a manise. The
surgeon's skill in the course of n few weeks
restored his bodily health, but not his reason.

From that time forward he was fear]css.
In tho darkest night and fiercest gale, he
would ecamper over the deck like o dog,and
bound aloft with n epeed which no one on
board could equul, He would run over the
yards without holding, puss from mast to
mast on the stoys, sscend and descend by
the leaches of the eails, and run upon the
studding-enil booms. He waos os nimble os
a cat, and hod forgotten fenr. Some of the
light duties nlolt he learned to discharge in
compsny with them, he did as they did, but
could not be trusted to do anythinz by him-
self. Onpe order he always obeyed without
hesitation, Atthecommand, *Away sloft,”
he waos off, and never pavsed until he wus at
the muosthead, As he was harmless and
rarely spoke, the captain kept him on board,
snd, in the course of a year frequently sent
him oloft for nmusement. His strength
incrensed with his geors, but his bulk ond
height remnined nearly the ssme at eighteen
as when he became & meniaci

His ribs, bresst and back seemed one case
of bane, and his sinews and muscles made
his legs and arms appesr like pillared col-
ums, He was fair, with light blue eyes and
deliente ¢kin; his face was ovel and [ull, but
devoid of expreesion—neither love, fear, re-
venge nor plessure could be traced to ite
stolid outline. His eyes stared at everylhing
without appearing to see, and when he
gpoke there waa rorely any meaning in his
worda. He followed the men in their vari-
ons duties like o dog following his master,
Whenever he was struck or startled by a
boatswain’e mate, he ren up the main rig-
ging, screaming at the top of his lungs,
and never paused until he had performed
the first evolution which had made him a
maniac.

As the sailor’s story runs, the ship arrived
at Plymouth to be docked nnd refitted. The
captain, availing himself of the leisure, was
going to be married, and the news was com:
municated by his servant to the cook, who
soon circulated it on the berth deck among
the men, who cursed him and all his kin,

His servant came on board the hulk where
the men lodged, the evening the captain was
to be murried. Crezy Joe (the name the
boy was known by) met him at the gang-
way, and asked intelligently if the coptein

He belonged to Cornwall, snd probably
found shelter from pureuit in the mines until
the excitement passed nway.

The lsdy stated st the time, snd many
years afterwards, that the sttack of the ma.
ninc was so sudden and silent, that she knew
nothing of it until the custains were moved
and she felt the pressure of the captain’s
body on the edge of the bed. Joe held the
victim around the neck with his right hmd.1|
and turned him from side to side s eaxily os
if he hed been o child, while the forefinger
and thumb of the lelt hund grasped lier own
throat, reudy to extinguish her own life if
she roised the alarm.

His fuce was pnle and denth-like, his eyes
started, but wore motionless, and every word
he uttered scemed to issue [(rom the very
depthe of his soul. The coptuin's lovks
were terrible beyond deseription—death left
the Impress of lerocity upon his darkened
features. How the manine entered or left
the room she never knew. His departure
was s noiseless as his entrace. 8o paraly-
zed wos she with fear, that an hour elapsed
before she could muster courage to cull for
help; but she thanked God when the cap.
tuin's charoeter become generslly kaown
ashore, thut she hid been rescued from his
alliznce.

—_—— - ——— . —
A Scoffer Rebuked,

A few wintera ngo, while traveling South,

[ halted late one evening at o village in

o eompony of travelers and villnge gossips
were geoted uround the glowing fire in the!
bar room, when I muade my entry,

there would not have besn a more eleétric
motion in the crowd. In a second, the old

! hero was surrounded, and twenty welcome

hends were extended. | made my exit just
then to the dining-room, snd as [ looked
back over my shoulder, | saw the Jittle creat-
lallen attorney snouking o of the opposite
eorner.

Knocked Baclk into the World.

The fullowing story may create a laugh;
but we trust that in some readers it may
also give rise to deeper and more earnest
feelings. How muny s man, strong in good
resolutions, has, by an unthinking, trifling
deed, sunk from his eminence, snd been
“knocked back into the world”—that hated
world of degrading associations and painful
thought in which he had lived. How many
u chance expression, unthinkingly uttered,
hua suddenly ruined the golden poesy and
beauty of true love ond tried (riendship.
But to our story.

A pious old negro man, in the employ-
ment of a worthy. citizen of this country,
wos afew weeka ngo set to plowing a very
rongh piece of azgund, Every few (eet the
plow would hanz oguinst « rock or stump.
The liorse, moreover, was very dull, so that
when thus stopped it was very hard to stert
him oguin. The poor negro, of course, had
a time of it, and his piety snd patience
were severely tested. At last they began
to give away. The altercation between
him and his horse becamo more violent st
every fresh occasion for getting him in mo=
tion ngnin.  Finally, in & moment of frendy;

\North Alabama to spend the night, Quite he swore sway at the horse in a terrific

monner. A moment's reflaction, however,
'fllled him with distress, and, addressing his

I wos | horse, he suld, in o plaintive tone, **Dar now,

goon seated in the midst of the motley 8s | you misersble brute, see what you've done!

sembly, and during the interval employed
by mine host, in making certain demands
on his lorder for my especial benefit, I lis=|
tened to their chit.chat. A vauntirg, self |
importunt disciple of Blackstone was holding |
for h ip an elcquent (7Y tirade agninst relic
gion and Christinnity in general. The cir-
cum:tanee wa3 somewhat similur to one
wlich hoppened 1o Judge Murshall, of Vir=
ainin, while traveling through the western
portion of the “*Old Dominion.” I had been
geated but a few minutes, when the attorney
wonnd up with the following :

“Yes, gentlemen, the whole system of
religion i8 one grand humbug, and its votn
ries are either monomanincs ur poor, illiter-
ute, deluded beings, It is the pour and un-
learned alone who nre the most numerous of
its disciples. Why is it, [ ask, that the poor
is more susceptible than the rich man to
religions influences Oue hundred poor
men hecome converts to the theory to ten
wealthy. Wounld you have proof? Look
sraund you. Why is it! I ask. What
sny you, stranger,in answer to this interrog
atory ! ' said the otturney, turning abraptly
to on ellerly, and rather a distinguished
looking gentlemsn, who zul quiztly emoking
his pipe, in a fur eorner of the rovm, and
who had arrived at the ion but an hour or
two before mo.

“What ig the renson, yon ssk? Why it
iz simply because the wealthy are teo much
occupied with the bu-iness, tha carea ond
pleasures of life to give n thou_ht to religion.
They won't toke time to give the subjoct a
serious thought, One suid: *He hod n
yoke of cxen, and that he wished to prove
them, therefore he prayed to be excused;
another, a piece of land,” &e. The minds
of the poor are not thus absorbad with the
trash of the esrth, to the exclusicn of that
which is priceless, True, God hds chosen
the weak and foolish to confound the strong
and the wise,in many instances;yet, believe
me, itis not the illiterate alone who are
so blessed as to be the recipionta of hi-
grace ond mercies: The wi:est men the
world has ever seen have acknowledged his
supremacy and power with willing lknee.
Where ia an unbeliever, now, in this enlight-
ened country, where the mojesty and good-
ness and glory of God have been mani‘est-
ed, so often and 8o clearly demonstrated,
but that he is a weak, vain upstart? The
world from superstition, aye from chaos, has
been changed by the snme religion, which
you, anon, reviled, to be nlmost a Paradise,
The dark places of the esrth huve been
lighted up, 1h2 dominion of the devil has been
gubverted, and elvilization, through ite in-
strumentality, now blooms where ferocity
once reigned, and the sound of the Gospel
ja now heard among men where scenes
wero once enacted too dark and revolting
for gelnllu ears; and nations whioch were once
mentled with superstition, and whose streafns
were ever tinged with human-gore, and
stained, even, with the blood of martyce and
of innocence, now waft in pesce the glori-
ous banmerof the cross. Beware, young

would be married that evening, and where !) man, how you sneer at that which, to secure

Yuu've jes gon and knocked me right back
into the world again!”
_ e
Oue Brick Wrong.
Warkmen wera recently building a large
brick tower, which wos to be carried up
| very high. The architect and the foreman
| both charged the musons to lay each brick
| with the greatest exactness, especinlly the
| first courses, which were to sustain all the
re-t. However, in laying a corner, by ac<
cident or carelessness, one brick was set
[ very little out of line, The work went oo
without its being noticed, but, ss each
course of bricks was kept in line with those
| ulrendy laid, the tower was not put up ex-
notly straight, and the higher they built the
more insecure it becama. One day, when
| the tower had been carried up about filty
| feet, there was heard o tremendous orash.
| The building had fallen, burying the men
in tha ruins. o All the previous work was
| 1ost, the materials wasted, and worso still,
valuible lives were saerificed, and all from
onz bricklaid wrang at thestart. The work-
man ot feultin  this wmintter little thought
how much mischiel he was making for the
future. Do you ovarthink what ruin may
!cu:ne of ong bad habil—one brick laid wrong
—while you are now building a oharacter
fur litle ! Romember, in youth the founda~
tion i+ Lid, S:e to it that all is kept
slraight.
B e e

An Extra Passenger.

A vmusing ecene took place on the steam-
er Baltimore, Just a8 she was leaving for
Clevelund. A rough looking gonius cam®’
shonrd with a powerful bull-dog as hia heels.
Walking directly into the office, the indi=
vidual said to the elerk:

«Stranger, [ want to leave my dog in this
here affice till the boat starts; I'm " sfraid
somebody will steal him."

«You eon't do it,” snid the clerk; “take’
him out," .

uWell, steanger, that's erusl; but you're
both dispositioned alike, and he's kinder
company for you.” J

«Take him out!" roared the clerk.

«\Well, strsnger, I don't think you’re hon-
eat, ond you want watching, Herey Bull,
sitdown here, and watch that fellow sharp;”
and the individusl turned on his heels, say<
iog: “Put him out, stranger, if be’s troub-
lesome." niady

The dog lay there when the bost started;
the clerk giving him the better part: of hiw
office.

Laconic.—Tom—*What ails your eys,

Jo 1
Jo—"I told & man

02 Every plain gitl hes one consolution;
though not a pretfy youog llilyoﬁ!*’_ “i“

et | ) 120
027 Why did Adam bite the epple 1"*suid
u schoolmaster to s ¢ountry boy. ‘“‘Becauvy
he had no knife;” euid the boy, . 7

abe lives, be a pretty old ome. . ot s
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