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A LAUGHABLE PREDICAMENT,

e —

In Decombef, 18—, we were travels

J"“l In 4
. 8T WM. O. BUTLER.

w' bomewnrd way,
?iﬁ“&b’ﬁmaawm.

..+ While some Jone boatman, from the deck,
*m&dmhsbthtnde,
Iuhﬁummm
bﬂ'}.lﬂh’fmuandd

sature drank the sound,
nanted hu!itmnd

. From hi mudphi-miﬂl.

P mﬂ-lﬁoluhcy,
ﬁammn«lvﬂdﬂmm.

B od with the fretting tide,

mﬂqmmmm

Ohain bis step, repress his jest,

Mwﬂlhdhilngu
To.cach the sounds fur off yet dear—

' Drinks the sweet drsught, but knows not why

* "Whe todr fills' the eye.

.. And ean he mow, to manhood grown,

uibplbulntu.mpkud lone,

‘l-hmﬁrﬁﬂyﬁll

" "Bind every sense in magie spell?

. There is & tide of feeling given

i o all on earth—its fountain Heaven—

 Beginuing with the dewy flower,

“*‘ihﬂmhwlbcnn—

.. ~Rising ereation’s order through—

 'With loader murmaur brighter hoo—

That tide issympathy!
Gives life itshaes of joy and wo.

_ Musie, the master spivit that can move
dta wuves to war, or lull them into love:
Can eheer the sinking sailor ‘mid the wave,
And bid the soldier on! wor fear the grave;

 Tuspire the faiating his road,
And elivate hmlpi‘:i::biuﬂod 1

_ Thea, _boatman, wind that hors again !
‘mach of sorrow mark its strain ¢
¥et aee its notes to sorrow dear |
What the' they wake fond mamory's tears?
Tesrs arésad memory’s sacred feast,
anluud‘ her chosen guest.

~Hliscellnneons.

o GLOOI A"' BOIIE.

.l.lo?l all thln;n, there should be no
“gloom in the home. The shadows of
dark discontent snd westing f:etfuloess
+should never cross the threshold, throw-
ing their Jarge, black shapes, like fune-
ral palls, over the happy young spirits
M there, If you will, you shall
sit on a throne and be the presiding
hoosehold deity, 0! faithful wife, what
privileges, what treasures, greater and
~ purer then thine?

- And let the husband strive to forget
Liis eares as bo winds sround the narrow
sirect and. beliolds the soft light illu-
“miniug bis little parlor, spreading its
provions beams on the red pave befare
it. The night is cold and cheerless per-
haps, sud _the December gust battles
with the worn skirts of his old overcoat,
and snatches, with a rgde band and wail-
ing ory, at the rusty hiat that hes served
bim many a year. He has baen barrass-
ed, perplexed, persecuted He has
borpe with many s cruel tone, many a
oohl word, and nerved bimsslf up to an
“energy so desperate that bis frame and
apirite are weakened and depressed ; and
pow his limbs ache with weariness; his
temples throb with the paivn-beat umd
by a too constant application ; he scarce-
1y koows how to meet his wife with a

-pleasant smile, or sit down eheerfully to
their little meal, whink -*

with' 8. ‘ﬂ mg.

But %o door is opened, the overcoat
‘nrown bastily off. A sweet voice falls
wpon his ear, snd the tones are so soft
sad glad, that bope, likes winged angel,
ﬁ-,i‘h: juto his bosom sud vestles

& his boart.
“Satch is lifted, aod the smiling

The .. . “gives an earnest welcome.
fase of Bis wiiv . <mootbed over her

*a a little co-

o uAs Prouded |

ut and before she came ount.

" besms with love, her dress is
al—and—what? Why! he forgets
of that long, long day as

r in His arms and imprinlts

ing through one of the New Eogland
towus in an old fashinned stage coach
with a friend whose powers of making
fun from the slightest cause were mani-
fest from any passing object he chese to
atiack. It was midnight, and as we ap-
proached the village of R——d, he
pied a mansion on Sop of a smwall sugar
loaf bill, close by the road. When we
arrived opposite, be asked the driver to
stop s few moments; the request was
cheerfully complied with, slthough we
were slmost freesing ; bat what trick he
bad in view none could guess.

The fanny gentleman marched direct-
ly up to the front door of the maovsion
and knocked with his cane loud enough
to wake upall the inmates. Immedi-
ately & window sash was raised and out
popped & red mightcap containing the
bead of the proprietor, which in alarm
exclaimed.

“Wait—what’s the matter ?  What’s
wanted at this time of night.’

* Pardon me, sir, this iotrusion : but
I bave = communecation to make to you
personally ; as the stage is waiting im-
patiently for me, please hurry down to
the door for one moment’s interview.’

of its fine proportions, was almost im-
mediately at the door, politely bowing
to the funny stranger, who again spolo-

gised for distarbing his slumber, and
thus exposing him to the chilly winds
of a December night.

‘My dear sir,’ interrupted Mr. Night
cap, ‘don’t meotion it, but pardon me
for appearing before you in the plight
in which you scc me.”

‘You are certaioly very excusable, and
especinlly so ss my great haste bas
prompted this courteous response to my
call wpon you.’

‘Be pleased to step into the house, as
I notice some ladies in the coach are
attracted by my sppearance.’

iNever mind them, dear sir. Your
finely located mansion has srreated the
atteution of us all—it makes a truly
beautiful appearance in the bright woon-
light. Speaking of the moon, brings to
my mind the question which hes so re-
ceutly sgitated the scientific world, and
in which you have been interested, viz:
Is this luminary inhabited, or is it not
inhabited. The telescopic’

low me to get & oloak, for I am now al-
most frosen and’

“Ten thousand pardous dear {riend,
but the stage is waiting for me and I
mast Icse no time, for all things io the
world, Time, that’

‘tAllow me to remind you, sir, that
you desired to make s communieation
to me, I am now ready to reecive it.’
tAh me! How unmindful T am of du-
ty incumbent upon me, and which has
beea s0 long protracted, T must realiy
acknowledge.

*Oblige me, sir' by eoming directly to
the eommunication you wish to make.’
*You must really excuse me,; sir, for
my seewing prolizity, but the impor-
tance of the communication I wislr to
make to you will prove that great prin.
eiple of

‘But what 35 ¢ you wish to say to
me ¥’

waterially retard we in the neo ssary
expectations. You must certainly be
aware, sir, that in the commun @ :tion of
momentous information a certain degree
of sironmlocution is actually necessary.
of bydraulics b,

*To the d 1 with your hydraulics!
If you have’ sy communieation to make
to me, make it.”

“Well, sir, the communication is, that

bave the bopor to be spokesman, have

unapimously ariivea at the conclusion,
sfier a deliberate disoussion of the mer-
its-and demerits of the case, that it is
possible for you to drain your cellar in
four different directions.’

“You infernal scoundrel!’ shricked
the sstonished and iofuriated proprie-
tor ; ‘I'll teach you a t-ick worth a doz-
en of this,’ and he seiged the funny gen-
tleman's cane who commenced s burried
retreat for the coach—the red nighteap
sod the abbreviated white garment af-
ter him as fast as two sprangled shanks

wgm&hnm maoarhllcdg

~aald carry them.

= *he funpy gentleman gained on
Bat . ‘nmped into the coach,
bis pursuer, ;. ¢ in fall-spéed mp
whioh was at once P"' ~raged coun-

an “j‘mw’ -with the . 1m.nt

" Suttering in the breese, in cold pm..
bat whose hot mpnulwnqdnn us
sll were enough to stifle the mirth of s
live yaukee. - -

=" A pmmblu mll for grindiog
sod bolting flour, gcoupying twenty-oue
by four foet, has been gos ap in the Eaat,

-

€8 | who did not know him.

ERTS.

Io after years his extreme difidence
became a subdued modesty, not inter-
fering with his ordinary duties, but de-
terring him from novel or experimental
plans, however hopeful, and leading of-
ten to ludicrous mistakes among those
When stopping
in his travels among strangers, he usual-
ly assumed no other pretensions than
those of a private Christinn; aod fre-
quently it was not till the family wor-

his ministerial character was supposed.
Under soch circumstances he had some-
times attended class mecting with his
host, and received warm and pointed ex’
hortations from szcalous class leaders

On retarning to the West, after a Gene-
ral Conference, he onee applied at the
house of a Methodist family to which he
had been recommended for entertain-
ment. He was, as usuval, humble in
dress, and dusty and weary. The fami-
ly taking Lim to be a rustic traveller,
permitted him to put up and feed his
borse, and take his seat in the sitting-

room. Supper was over and noone took
the trouble to inquire if he bad takeo
any on the way. The preacher of the

and spent the evening in gay converss-
tion with the danghters of the family,
alluding ocullonslly and contemptous-
Iy to the * old man,” who sat silently iu
the corner. The good bishop, after sit.
ting a long time, with po other atten-
tion than these sllusions, respectfully
reguested to be shown to bed. The
chamber was over the sitting room, and,
while upon hisknees praying with pater-
val feeling for the faithless young
preacher, he still heard the gay jest and
rude laugh. At last the family retired
without domestic worship. The young
preacher slept in the same room with
the bishop He laid down without a
prayer.

“Well, old man,"” said he, as he got
into bed, “are you asleep yet?”

“I am not, sir," replied the bishop.
*“Where bave you come from?”
“From east of the mountains.”

what place?”

“Baltimore, sir.”

“Bultimore, eh—the seat of our Gen.
eral Cooference—did you liear any

berts to stop here on his way home.”
“Yes, sir,"” replied the bishop, hum-
bly; “it ended betore I left.”

*Did you ever see bishop Roberts?”
“Yes, sir, oftep; we left Baltimore
together.”

* ¥You left Baltimore together.”

“Yes sir."

“What's your name, my old friead?
*“Roberts, sir."’

“Roberts! Roberts! Excuse me; sir,
are you related to the Bishop?”

“They vsuvally call me Bishop Rob.
erts, sir."

“Bishop Roberts! Bishop Roberts!
are you Bishop Roberts; sir?” said the
youug man, leaping out of bed, and
trembling with agitation.

Embarrasged and confounded, be im-
plored the good man’s pardon, insisted

Cupon calliug up the family, and seemed

willing to to any thing to redeem him=

tears never to forget; acknowledging; at
tho same time, that ho had backslidden
in heart; and deeply lamenting his folly
and Lis spiritual declension. The vener-
able and compassionate man knew the

Now, sir; as an instance, the principle | frivolity of youth; he gave much pa-

ternal advice and prayed with him.
He would mnot allow the family to be
called, though he bad ecaten nothing
since breakfast: The next morning, af-
ter praying ngain with the spirit broken

the passengers in the eoach, for whom I young or eszuer, be left before the fami-

iy bad risen, that he might save them
s ‘mortifying explapation.

The circumstance was s salutary les-
gon to the young itinerant; at the next
session of the Conference he
called upon the bishop a renewed man;
he wept again as be acknowledged bis
error, and has become a useful and emi-
nent minister. Bishop Roberts often
slladed to the ineident, but through s
commendable kindness, would never tell
the name of the young preacher.—Na-
tional Magazine.

Bl Dabid
L

Famae Favren.—The Jackson "(Mi-
chigan) Citizent says that oo Sunday
noon last, as the Christians of that vil-
lage were oslebrating the Baptismal
Ordinance, pear Milwankee Street
Bridge, that structure, wiich was dense+
lycovered with speotators, foll at a crash,
p,.;\hmting a host of lookers-on, men,
women snd children, a distance of seven
or eight fee, into the river. The con-
fusion sad splasiing was tremendous for
s fow moments, but the water being only
from two to five feet deep, there was no
fatality sttached to the sccident, though

-.a-n- "for five tumam Ir
i
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THE METHODIST “BISHOP" ROB-

ship declared his spirit and talents, that

THE ESQUIMAUX :
Extract from a lecture delivered in
Philadelpbis, by I. I. Hayes, SBurgeon
of Kane's Arctic Expedition.

The Esquimaunx dog is, without cxoep-
tion, the most villainous beast I have
ever seen—indeed I doubt very mach
whether they are a dog atall, but onlga
reclaimed wolf. They have not s bark
like a dog, but a most wolfish howl, and
are thoroughly savage in all their pro-
pensities. Their masters keep them in
subjection by constant intimidation, asd
will not dare feed them without being
armed with a whip or stick.

They will not hesitate to attack any
person who may be within their power,
and instances are not unfrequent of their
having devoured children and decrepid
wemen.

‘I'hey are about the size of an ordinary
cur, strongly built, covered with thick

fur, instead of hair, and are the only an.
imal used by thec natives in their wander-

ing from place to place over the ice,

In my own perscn I can testify to
their wolfish habits, I wasou an errand
to an Esquimaux hut, and was detained
by a heavy snow storm two days. The
dogs belonging to the settiement were
tied outside, and had not been fed during

The old gentleman's red vight cap, | gircuit was stopping at the same house | ¢ time, and were in consequetce be-
with its owner in a garment curtsiled | ko was young, frivolous and foppish— coming rather savage. I was outata

little distauce from the hut, prospecting.
the weather, when I observed their mas®
ters unloosing them. Mistrusting the
beasts, I made direot for the hut, an

just as I was about to stoop down to ens
ter the passage I heard rather an alarm.

ing howl at my heels, and looking around
saw the whole bungry pack, with their
lantern looking jaws wide open ready
for a breakfust at my expense. 1 soon
saw that the upright position was the
ouly safe one; so makiog a sudden spring
I drove them back for an instant, But
they were not so easily frightened.
Coming on agaip, they completely sur-

my time had come, and that to bs
drawn snd more tHan quartered was
my certain doom. Ope of the ras-
ca's had already hold of me, but
thanks to my thick bear skin dress he
did no herm. Fortunately for me at this

“From east of the mouutains, eh— juncture, I discovered a whip partially

buried io the snow at about teu feel d's-
tance from me, and you may be svre I
made the best spring I could for it, land-
ing beyond a huge grizzly fcllnw that

‘Excuse my interrupting sir, but al- | thing about it? We expect bishop Ro- | seemed to particularly relish my trou-

bles,

Thess dogs have wonderful reepect
for a whip, no doubt from habits of asso-
cintion, so that with this little instro-
ment T had little dificalty in1idding my-
self of the pack;, and as they went off,
they exhibited by their svarling and
suapping, evident disappoin’ment.

HUDSON SCENERY.

We give below a very pretty passage,
from tle letter of a correspondent, des-
criptive of some of the grand scenery
along the Rhine of America :—" You-
der is that old veteran, Butter Hill.
The more appropriate title cf Storm-
King has been bestowed npon it by the
Poet of Idlewild ; but Butter Hill it is,
and Butter Hill 1t will remain, From
its summit a wide; extended view may
be obtained. At our feet the Hudson

'Ceruuuly, sir, T &m coming to the [sclf The bishop guve hisman affection: | expands into a brosd, emple bay, on
point, but your unscewly interruptions | ate admonition, which he Pl‘dmlud with | whose smooth bosom rest the motiouless

vessels. The bay iteelf scems bpot like
common water. Indeed, were it not for
white-winged vessels, one might think it
a portion of Heaven’s blue canopy, en-
closed, like a beautiful picture, by the
everlasting hills around. The pretty
Moodna crock steals cut from the west-
ern shore to join its waters with the
mighty river; and from its northern
verge juts out the thickly wooded emi-
vence of Plaum Point, its dark green £-
lisge standing in fine relief to the gne-
rounding water. In the Jdigtance, the
white buildiogs of Neowbargh glitter in
the potopdsy sun. The lofty Beacon
ilills, from whose summits flashed the
watchfires of the revolution, lis on our
right, with Breskneck and Ball Hill
{Mount Taurus) following in their train.
Here the river contracts its boundaries,
and flows in a winding course, amid
scones of beaaty and grandeur, world-
famous. Bouthward, there meets the
¢ye an endless succession of hills and
mountains—among which, directly op-
posite Undercliff, rises old Croneat; the
scene of Drake’s ¢ Culprit Fay.” West,
the view embraces rolling plains, diver-
sified with ocezsional - forests, and at &
sceming stone's-throw from where we
sit, nestles the protty.yillage of Canter-
bury; peeping out from smong the trees.
To the Northward, the blue peaks of the

the sir, apd shut in the landscape like
s frame. The silence is unbroken, save
by the-rush of the iron ‘horge along the
track, 6r the oecasional dash of the pad-
dle-wheels of a passing steamboat. Such
is a faint picture of a very small portion
of the nghlmd uunry npon the th-

[W"" niady mmm

won.

B

rouuded me, and now I really thought !

Catskill rear their cloud-liko forms in |

HONESTY AND TRUST.
The following pleasant anecdote is
from ‘Glances and Glimpses,’ a new
book by Dr. Harriet K. Hunt, who was
once a teacher in Boston.

A cousin of mine in Cherlestown;
having passed away, it became proper
that I ghould attend her funeral: It
was school afterncon; I did not dismiss
the scholars, and, ss they disliked a
monitor I hit upon the following plan
of leaving them. I placed in the chair
the large old fashioned slate (it had been
my fatler's) wrote on it the name of the
scholars in the order in which they sat;
arranged the needldwork and reading—
for Ialways had some interesting work
read aloud by some elder pupil every
afternoon—and then said, * Now, chil-
dren, when the clock strikes five, leave
your seats orderly,.gd to my chair, and
place on the slate by each'of your names
a wnit for good behavior, and a oross
for bad. When Lreturn, I shall anx-
ionsly look at the slate, and in the morn-
ing, when you are assembled, I will read
the list aloud that every thing may be
coifirmed. But I frust in you? On
my-return [ visited the school room, and
found but ong cross on the slate; and
tbat where I least expected it, append.
ed to the name of a benutiful, open,
bright brave child; who then promised
much for the world—the fact of her
having rich parents being her greatest
drawback. She was the last child in
the school I should have thought capa-
ble of any misconduct. Well the next
morning came; the list was read it
proved truthful; but when I came to
this name, I said, *My dear chiid you
must explain; why is this?® what did
you do? ‘ Looking up to me with those
soulful eyes, and spesking with a soul-
ful tone, which ever made her an. object
of sacred interest, she replied, ‘I laugh-
ed aloud. ‘I lnughed more than once;

[ couldn’t help it beeause a slate was
Leeping schooll’ o

ABOUT"LUCK.

Henry Ward Beecher, in areoent lec-
ture says: ]

“ ] may here, as well as anywhere,
impart the secret of what is called good
luck and bad luck. There are men who
supposing providence to have an impla.
eable spite against them, bemorn in pov-
erty to a wretched old age the misfor-
tune of their lives. Luck forever ran
againt them and for others.

““One with a good profession, lost his
luck in the river, where he idled away
his time in fisking when be should have
been in the office. Another with a goed
trade, perpetually burot up hisluck with
his hot temper, which provoked all his
employces toleave him. Another with
a lucrative busioess, lost his luck by
amazing diligence at every-thing but his
business. Another, who steadily fol-
lowed trade, as steadily followed his bot-
tle, Another, who wna honest and con-
stant at his work, &rred by perpetual
misjudgments ;| he lacked discretion.
huadreds lose their luck by endorsing:
by #mbguine speculation; by trustiné
fraudulent men,—and by dishonest
gains. A man never has good luck who
has a bad wife. T ncver knew an carly
rising; bard working, prudent man; care-
ful of his earniogs, and strictly bonest,
who complained. of bad luck. A good
character, good habits and iron indus-
try, are impregnable to tho assaults of
all the ill luck fools ever dreamed of.
But when I see a tatterdemalion creep-
ing out of a grocery late in the forenoon,
with his hands stuck into his pockets,
the rim of Lkis hat turned up, and the
erown knocked in, I know he has bad
luck—for the worst of all luck ia to be a
sluggacd, a koave or a trippler.”

HOW THE IRISHMAN CONVERT-
ED THE JEW.

A “rale hard sioner,” 4 native of the
Tmerald Isle, went to confession the
other day to his parish priest, and so
shocked theclergyman with a recital of
his sins, that Le exolaimed—*‘My son,
did you ever do a good deed in your
life?” ‘I did,’ said Pat; ‘I contérted a
Jewonce.” ‘How was that? inquired

the confessor. ‘You =ee,’ said Pat, ‘the

long-nosed, porked aiting, murthering
blaggard fell overboard, and I putaftber
his carcase in & bote. I sazed him by
the top-not just as he was going down
the gecond time, dnd pulled his head
above the shtrface, andsays I, ‘if I save
you, will you be a Christian? ‘I won’t,
says he; and with that I deposited his
head about three feet under water again.
Palled him up onee more, and put the
question anew. ‘Will you be a Clhris-

tisn?' to which he again snswered ‘No,’

grufily. I gave him another dip snd
brought him up puffing like & poipoise.

'Will you be s Christian pow? says L.
+Y-e-s;" says he; and his teeth chatter-
ing for sl the world like & monkey that
hsd burned his toes. ‘Well,’ says I,
‘ydu sre now converted, and you'd bet- |
- ter die in the fuith;’ nd-o eaying I held
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Myself and l‘olly Carter.

Bright is the tint of Auturhin leaf
When first the fell frost nips it ;
8mart is red pepper and cider mixed,
To the mouth which gently sips it:
But bri_hter far than Autumn leaf,
Than Cayenne pepper smarter,
Is the pride of my keart —my own true love—
My gentle Polly Carter.

I loved her when a litile girl,
And loved her more when older,
And never once shall T forget,
When first my loveI told her:
She blushed, and sighed, and turned herLead,

(Her eyes were filled with water);
I ook ber hand withis my own

And whispered—* Polly Carter!”

She only blushed & deeper red,
And sweeter looked than ever ;
My heart it seewmned to run & rmce
With my old “patent lover ;"

I told her that I loved her well,
And that I me’er would barter
For sught on carth, however prisad,
The love of Polly Carter.

I told her that I hod a farm—

Well tilled was every scre—

And that Thad a snug farm house

To which I longed to take hur;
And told her that unless she'd go,

For life I'd be a martyr

To Cupid’s cause, nnd break my heart
For gentle Polly Carter.

She turned, and oh! how sweet she amiled
And said she loved me dearly:

Then what cared I for anghtbeside?

I was quite blest or nearly ;

The “old folks” sa’d we might be wed.
And ne'er did I feel smarter ;

Than when the parson made us ono—
Myself and Polly Carter.

THE OLD VILLAGE CHURCH.

BX 1K MARVEL.

Last evening we were walking leisure-
ly along. The musi¢ of the choira in
three churches came floating out in the
darkness around us, and they were all
new and sirange tunes but one;j and
that one; it was not eubg as we hawe
heard it, but it awakened & train of
long-buried memories, that rose to us
even as they were before the cemetery
of the soul had a tomb in it. |

It was sweet old “ Corinth" they were
singing—strains that we have scldom
beard since the rose-color of life was
blanched ; and we were in a moment
back agsin to the old village church;
aod it wes o summer afternoon, and the
yellow sunbeams were streaming through
the west windows, and the silver hair of
the old deacon, who sat in the pulpit,
was turned to gold in its light, and the
minister, who we used to think ecould
never die, 8o good was he, had concluded
‘“applieation;’" and * exhortation,” and
the village choir were singing the last
bytin, and the tune was “ Corinth.”

It is years—we dare not think how
many—since then, and “the prayers of
David, the sour of Jesse,” are ended, and
the choir are scattered and gone—the
girl with Blue eyes that sang alto, and
the girl with black eyes that sang air;
the eyes of the ove were like a clear June
heaven at noon. They both became
wives, and both mothers; and they both
died. Who shall say they are not sing-
ing * Corinth” still, wheres Sabbaths
never wane, and congregations never
break up? There they sat, Sabbath nf-
ter Sabbath, by the square columu at
the right of the ‘‘leader;” and to our
young ears their tones were the * very
soul of music.” That column bears still
their pencilled names, as they wrote
them in those days in life’s June, 183—,
before dieams of change bad overcome
their spirits like a summer’s cloud.
Alas! that with the old singers most
of the aweeter tiines have died upon the
air! but they linger in memory; and they
shall yet be sung in the sweet fre-union
of gong that shall take place by:and-by
in a ball who#e columns are besms of
morning light, whose ceiling is pearl,
whose floors are all gold; and whaere hair
never “turnps silvery and hearts never
grow old. Then sho that sang alto; and
she that sang air, will be in their places
once more.

A Suant Boy.—At a school #xdmi-
nation provious to the holidays, the
master detefmined to give & finishing
stroke to show off the proficiency of the
scholars, ad well as to give the pafenta
sod visitors a touch of hia quality, as a
superfive professor of penmanship shows
the copperplate style. Propounding
and expounding the questions to his dear
scholars, he concludes—not very gram-
matically, you will say—with this grand
question and key to the art of writing:
—What's the throe first requisites to
penmanghip?” A shock headed and
auburn genius, with a decided love to
the vermillion, burning to be distin-
guished as a prise-holder, shrieked out,
“ Basio bilitiveness, and dispatoh-
itivences!” “Who't that?’ says the pro-
fessor. “I, Bill Vickers™ Old
Vickers, who was , with & tear

of e at the ulnmdtl of his son
exclaimed, ““Well, after
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LADY LANMB'S PASSION FDB
BYRON.

Suveral women were in love with By-
ron, but none so violently as Lady Caro-
live Lamb. She absolutely besieged
him. He showed me the first letter he
rceeived from her, in which she msspred
him that, if be was in any want of money,

They frequently had guarrels; and more
than guee, in coming home, I found C.
walking in- the garden, and waiting for
we, to beg that I would reconcile them.
When she met.Byron at s party she
would always, if possible, returu home
from it in 4is carriage, and accompanied
by Aim. I recollect particularly their
retarniog to town together from Holland
House. But such was' the insanity of
her passion for Byron, that, sometimes,
when not invited to a party where he
was fo be, she wonld wait for him in the
street till it was over! One night, after
a great party at Devonshire House, to
which Lady Carsline had not beeg in-
vited, I saw her—yes, saw ber—talking
to Byron, with balf of her body thrast
into the carriage which he lind just en-
tered. Yo spite of all this wbsurdity,
my firm belief is that there wos nothing
eriminal between them: Byron, atlast,
was sick of her. When their intimacy|¢
was at an end, and while she was living
in the country, she burned; very solemn-
ly, on a sort of fuveral pile, transcripts
of all the letters which she bad reecived
from Byron, and a copy of s miniature
(his portrait) which he had presented
to her—several girls from the neighbor-
hood, whom she had dressed in white
garments, dancing round the pile, nnd
singing a song which she had written for
the ocecasion, * Burn, fire, burn,” ete
She was mad; and her family allowed
her to do whatever she ehm —RRogers’
Table Talk,

CURED OF LOVE.

Mrs. was @ protty widow of
twenty-eight, left rich by ber husband,

s respectable and wealthy farmer of
8 ,in the county of Oakland, who
judiciously died about the age of fifty.

B , & sighing swain of twenty, fell
in love with thischarmiog widow during
a school vacation, and was thereby dis-
tracted from study and nearly franmtic,
His father, who ““designed him for the
ministry,” had a peculiar borror of the
sweet widow, whom he regarded as little
better than one of the wicked, Her
black eyes, het heaving bosom, and her
elastic tread, were to him only the sym-
bola of Old Nick. e was in despair,
and in his despair he visited the widow,

and besought of her, if she bhad a parti-

cle of meroy; not toruin his son. In
vain the widow protested that she had
used no arts—had only seen the youth
a few times, and was entirely indifferent
to him | the father still insisted, snd the
pretty widow promised that if the boy
sume again to see her, it should be his
last visit. Not many days passed whea
the enamored youth made his arrange-
ment for a visit, of which the widow bad
notice: The few previous intervieis
had taken place under circumstandes
peculiarly favorable to romance and
sentiment, upon moonlit vales or in par-
lor tete-a-tetes. This time the timid
youth was told upon his arrival that
Mrs. M—— was at the bar, whither he
went, and found his belle ideal with
skirts knee high, dressed in man’s boots,
and covered with a man’s bat, 4 pipe in
her mouth, a mug of cider in her hand,

superintending her men—killing hogs!
He never came sgain—it was too xILL-

ixe.— Detroit Advertiser.

PERSUADING:

Lawyers are constantly in the sojoy-
ment of fun. A trisl hidrdly ever gets
through with withotut eliciting some
stroke of wit—some grotesque or hu-
morous idea, or abused use of language
that will keep the bar in pleasant humor
& ¢ill the next cne tomes along.” Of-
tener than any other oclass, witnessas—
cithef very sharpor wilfully stupid—
farnish the sport. “A high legal fanct-
ionary in this State tells about & cross-
examination which he condueted omos,
which run somewhat after this fashion :
Lawyer—Y ou said Smith and Simons
wore engaged just outside of the gro.
cery-ddor; toward the heel of the fight;
now tell the Court and jury what you
wore doing at that particulat juocture
yourself. :
Witness—Me? I was persuadin’
Johnson that he was doin' of & wrong
thing; bat he wouldn’t listen to me.
ZLawy:r—What was it he was doing ?

Witness—Well, he hilt me by the
coat-collar.

Lau,w—-hyihmg else ! Como, let's
have it all outs -

Witness—0Ob, ‘yes.” He hilt me by
the collar with gne haod, and was pass-
in”: numiumnm;hnd with a great
h‘ih& in t'other,

thﬁpﬁor

“gll her jewels were at his service."'|i

‘not know its patornity,

mmwm .t",'

“01d Unolé - Heotor ﬂm
baving the lnr.eltm;._ 1 cape Fear

formmlhmglo&hk. Bm_ rk
for fear be would pitch against.

of his room, which was usnslly lefi's!
ing open, he groped. ﬂq ]
iioordmtlybdmhl suds

ceived the edge of itfull M
end of bis nose.

y: -
“ ‘Well, T tlnphﬂwl"‘id s
nose, but T pever the ng
than my_arm before. M1

Dum—Enth mwr-ﬁlh

follawmg waif, afloat'on ﬁl WN‘
ing;" we ullp from an - Wedo

some wholesome tmtlu,
forth :

Desth is thagrulm ponist F1ide,
the cold thought of the hﬁﬁ\m
skeleton of all fessta. 'We do Hol wans.

to go through the dark valley, IM !

its passage may lead to paradise: apd,
with Ohsrles Lamb, we do ‘pot” ﬂ to

lie down in the muddy grave, aven

kings' and -princeés for our ‘be

But the fiat of patore is

Thereisno appesal or relief I

great law which docoms mm %r‘
flourish and we fade as the lesvs

forest, aud the flower that

withers in & day has not &

upon life than the m

‘that ever shodk the ea

 bis
steps. Generations of man w “
vanish as the grass, snd the m
multitude that throngs the world &
will to-morrow digappesr as M

sle s on the shore: =~
o the beautiful drama of Ion tllq,k

stinot of immortality, so eloqnenﬂy ut-
tered by the death devoted
s deep responss in every .
soul. When about to yield his m-
existence ss a sacrifice to fate, hisbajov=
ed Clemanthe asks if they shall not maed
again, to whioh he replies:—'I ‘have
asked that dreadful question of the hills
that look eternsl—of the clear stresms
that flow forever—of the atars, smeng
whosa Gelds of azure my raised spirié .
hath walked in glory. Allwmi-k
But whiles I gaze upon thy living fage,
I feol that thera is momething in the
love that mantles through its m
that eannot wholly perish. We shall
meet sgain, Clomanthe.’
—yde =t
‘A w:wu Fasmy anuum-ﬂ'h
following passage is from the pﬂ-d l!!
Albers Baraes; of Plﬁhddp!:h. S
‘A whele fnmt\y in heaven—who ocsm
describe their dnrliﬁmgjny? N one
ia absont. Nor father; nor mother, Qﬂ'
¢on; nor daughter, are sway. In “the
world below they were united in
and love, and peace, y
wmorning of the resurrection they *-——
ded together. Beofore the throne
bow togathcr in nli.u& ulorthﬂl..

&)

ed hand i hand, and as & i
hareoommonudamrof_ - whi
shall be everlasting. There is hereaft
to be o separation in that ﬁmﬂy.m?
is to liedown on abed of pain. * No sue
to wander away into temptation. HolP
to sink into the arms of duéa. g
in heaven is that family to move &

the slow procession, clad in the i
ments of wo, to congign unaofitui.l_ﬁ
to the tomb. God grant in his isfie
mercy that every fmﬂy w il'
united.’
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Bravrirrr  Ingingwr.—Ons of ‘t
sweetest incidents which we have noticed
for many = day, and one which shows 1
effort of early training, sasisted By s
simple and undefiled iw
Jn:?fnllm under our m g’u
thus related: :

A lady Istely visited New )
and saw one d=y on the nM‘ii!r
ged, cold and h:mgq lietle girl
wishfully st some cake in = she
She stopped, and taking the little
by the hand, led her into ‘lﬁ"- e
though she was aware that bresd
be better for thechﬁdl!lll. :

one, she bwghtudgni

oMMM&om‘i’
shawl, and other articlesof
Mhtmmw the be _

nonlutlul up full in tbx m‘g
ll.'t{l- ﬁhﬁien)r
Gods’ wifaP Did the ma




