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[From the (Century.]
A DIRGE!

Mourn for the young !
Mourn for the brave :
Peep in the unquiet sea
T!w.dunwl lie peacetully,
Wihout a grave

And shall he go unsung?

for the young and brave!
arts cease not complaining
or of wind and wave ;

Mour?
QOur

0f the ang
(ease nOt arraigning

The rious decree

Tha emoved him hence.
N r the excellence
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'
n for the young :

for the brave !

t was, that would have been, and yet was not to be

RISk . o ASIAN S A

The 8]

The bod

| even more beaming than the one she had be-

' stowed on me. It never occurred to me that

| she could be thinking of my future home as a
convenieut place for herself and three children.
She answered warmly :

“ An excellent idea, brother Sandie, it yon
| are prepared for all the expenses and trouble
|'it involves. The expense to be sure is not
! much of a consideration to you. You have
been so successful in business that you will not
| require so much economy in your house as I
| used to practice in poor Robert’s time. ie
always said { used to make one dollar do the
work of three. Dut there will be a good deal
of tromble. In the first place you will have to
find a good housekeeper.”

“The very thing 1 was wantieg to speak to
you about.”

“How kind, Sandie.”

“ Nou kied at all, troubling you about my
affairs.”

SRS

be a trouble.”
{ A very just remark, considering that her
velontary services on my bebalfl amounted to,

ing cap with & green-eyed poodle couchant.

I hastened to place before her the paper in
which I had marked the advertisement which
heads this article.

“There, Eliza, this is what I have been |
thinking about. Somehow I fancy I should |
like Mrs. M. L. Smith ; Mary, I imagine her
name is. 1 am going to write to Box 1064.7 |

“But aren’t you acting on impulse, San- |
11:(: ?” 1

“ Perhaps so—I always do—and somechow |

“For shame ! as if you ever had reason to |
think that anything I could do for you would |

besides frequent visits, a pair of slippers with ‘
a pivk-eyed pussy-cat on each toe, and a smok- |

cemnsmae

was not-ordered as she managed it in poor,
dear Robert’s time. Housekeepers, even the
best of them, she was wout to say, required a
little looking after. They ean't be expected
to take so much interest in one’s affairs as
one’s own relations—her comments did not give
me much uneasiness, however.

I went home oue day a little earlier than
usual. T thought a little quiet chat with
my hbousekeeper over the dining-room fire
would not be unpleasant. I bad begun already
to take altogether more interest in her than I
was prepared to ackwowledge to myself. I
pictured, as I hurried home, the cheerful room,
the table handsomely laid, and Mrs. Smith, in
her neat, quiet dress, sitting with book or
work, waiting for dinmer to be brought us. As
I reached my own door, however, I found it
open, and in the hall were three children of
varying ages, taking a most affectionate fare-
well of my housekeeper. I had never ecared
enongh for any one hefore to experience sach
an emeotion as jealousy, bat I think no other
{ word would adequately descrite my feelings as
I walked into the parlor and shut the door.—
Presently Mrs. Smith made her appearance.

“I am sorry,” she began.

“ Not at ali madam.”

“Ob, but I am. I remember your stipula-
tions about the children, perfectly. I surely

| did not intend they shounld annoy you. T pre-
! snmed you wonld have no objections to their

coming sometimes in your absence, and I like
to see them as often as I can, but they shall
not be here again at any hour when you are
likely to come home.”
She must have thought me an ungracious
boor, for I growled out merely :
“ No matter—uo matter at all
I was in an ill humor.

)

ks

What songs are hush
» marches to a trinmph air
conquers everywhere.

let them move

sonsecrated ground—

nd,

sles b
rnful wicatks of autumn-brewn

ith a laurel crown !

Motrn for the young and brave!

No friend was there

To place the stiffened limbs at rest,
To
And wring

)ld the garments on the breast,
the drowned hair.

Mourn for the young!
Mourn for the brave !
Beneath the throbbing billow
Sleepa he, with ocean for kis grave,
Its green pall o’er him tlung.
He hath white coral
¥or his coffin pillow,
And seaweed for his crown and laarel !
e —————
“WHEN THE TIDE GOES OUT."”

lay, on his cough ¥¢ lay,

i the dew on his cold brow gathering fast,
As the pendulum-numbered moments passed.
I heard a 1g, say,
When the tide JABS AWAYF.
Pray forla sonl’

That the weary spirit may rest in peace,
When the tide g 8

s out.’

And hopes that fo
0! the ocean wide sl

When the tide g
But of all that drift from the shore to the ses,
Is the human soul to Eternity ;

from a silent shore,

ship to return no more.
1

Saddest —most solemn of all—a soul
Pans own waters roll.
Vhere s r current tend,
Blowly

hen the tide goes out?
For our parting spirit, 0! pray,

e tide of life is ebbing away,
soul may pass o'er sunnier scas

sped of o'd the Hesperides.
k whose sails, by angel hands,

ur

my ventures have been tolerably fortunate.

Of cou
er uneasily—‘“that you will be sure to marry
the lady.”

Marry ?
the

element of Eve. Here was an apple 1
It was my turn to langh.

“ Why, no, Eliza. Thatis anidea of cours»
I pever thought of. I don’t imagine it would
prove to be oue with me. I am uot a marry-
ing man. Besides she is, without doubt, a
widow with children, and”—

I stopped, for I remembered my sister’s be
reavement and incumbrauce. Her face turued
crimson.

“ All men do not think it impossible to mar-
ry a widow with children, aud you may not
when Mrs. Swith has kept 1we for six
months, though to be sure, I dout think some

ry again.”
I suppose “some woman™ referred to her-
self, and I was glad of this hint as to her sen-

very comfortable, aud 1 did not want to see
his children sabject to the untender mercies of
a second papa. After a few wmore cantions
from Mrs. Bishop, and a few strong expre
sions of admiration of various aiticles of fem-
inine adornment for little LEliza, which extract-
{ ed fromn the pocket of the good-natured uucle

the customary amonnt of hush moiey, my vis-
| itors departed, and I wrote my letter to Box

[ 1004. In it I stated my residence, the salary
I was willing to pay, and the nomber of my

household. I gave her my pame aund the
names of a few of my friends who would be
ready to afford whatever information she re-
quired as to my means and character. 1 ad-
{ ded a postscript to say that I particularly ob-
! jected to children, and should make it a point
{ with my housekeeper to leave hers behind. If
she liked the terms and stipulations, I request-
{ ed her to call at iny counting room the eusuing
evening.
| It would be idle to say that I attended very
i closely to business the next forenoon. The
| housekeeper fever, the home lodgings, had ta-

{ ken full possession of me. I must confess, be- |

| sides, to no small curiosity as to the personal
[appearance of M. L. Smith. I wanted an
| agreeable housekeeper. Not too young— that
wouldn’t look well—no
croune to sit opposite me at my board, but a

toothless, wrinkled

“Yes, but this is such an important thing. |
you know,”—and she laughed rath- |

I believe every woman has in her |

never should have seen but for my sister-iu-law. |

women could ever make up their minds to mar- |

timents, for poor Robert had left his fawmily |

The pleasant anti-

not been realized. Moreover, I suspected I
was becoming too much interested in my house-
keeper to like to be reminded that others had
stronger claims upon her. That evening I sat
| on one side of the bright fire—Mrs. Smith on
the other. I abbor furnaces —it is one of my
i I loved, when I was a boy, to make

pictares in the fire, and the habit and I had
| grown old together. Wesat silently for some
time; I was watching in the embers two little
boats sailing side by side. At length I asked
abruptly :

“ A merchant. He was in adry goods firm
and able to give us every luxury autil he died.”

So that was it.
and left her all those children to support. 1
| looked in the fire again. The boats had drift-
ed far apart, and were sailing down a flame
colored river—

“ He on one side—she on the other.”

¢ Perhaps I could have stood the children,
if it weren’t for thinking she had loved some-
body else. She’d be looking back all the
while, comparing me with No. 1.”

“Sir ™

My voice had attracted Mrs. Smith’s atten-
tion from her book, but she had evidently not
understood what I said, and was looking up
{ inquiringly. Thauk fortane for that. I laugh-
ed u littie nervously, I imagine.

“ Nothing—I was not speaking to you; I
think I was talking in my sleep.”

She looked down again, and I watched her
instead of the fire. She was pretty—prettier
than I had given her credit for at first. There
was a delicate peach blossom on her cheek, an
innocent, almost childish expression to her

face. Well, cheek and expression were noth- |
ing to me. I gotup and went disceusolately |
to lunl.

The next day my sister in law came to see
me. As usnal ghe had pleaty of snggestions
to make to Mrs. Smith, which that lady re-
ceived in silence, but with a pecualiar twinkle
in her eyes. At length Mrs. Bishop followed
me into my library.

“ Well, Sandie,” she remarked, seating her-
self, “since you do not seem disposed to fulfil
my prediction, and marry your housckeeper, 1
suppose I may speak freely. I have thought
from the first thatshe wasa very artful woman.
I have no doubt that when she came here she
meant to marry you. She is very attentive

cipations with which I had hurried home had |

“What was Mr. Smith’s business, madam? |

He had failed acd died, |

led on a strand of golden sands;

1e friends that stand on a silent shore,
that we shall return no more,

h us joy of & voyage fair,

alm sweet skies, and favoring air,
When the tide goes out.

W

Stlected Tale.
My Housekeeper.

ho can give the best references as to charac-

ox 1004.
' I was a bachelor.

rrived

ed that my error was the want of a
wy own. Conceiving a sudden dis-

t n .
Lown, ?!.1 began looking for a housekeeper.
¢ advertisement which heads this narrative

a1 +

in the evening paper. It pleased me.

W‘I Was reading it for the twentieth time,
hien

Tl announced my sister-in law, Mrs. Eliza
"300p, and her danghter Eliza. Mrs. Bish-
b Was the widow of my oldest brother, and
o tion to my comfort was really tonch-
= She followed the servant into the room,
g ler pretty daughter, eldest and best
ed u'f the three. She wus a handsome
i o, of commanding, imperial order, and
ber 'flr;‘;‘l:‘,l.}, l;»-r best that wintry afternoon in
the pﬁ'}...-h velvets, her cheeks crimson with
T of the keen frosty air and the
‘Teise she bad been taking.
am very glad to see you, Eliza,” I said,
“m“’i‘ﬂ;ul"tlv her a chair. “There are some
oid ‘bl .‘(m women kunow more about than an
achelor like me, and I want to consult

You.

ing.” lisve concluded to g0 to housekeep-

Cadin
g

{

a8

Elim, ; :
s b beightened into ap expression

wishes a situation as housekeeper in a
iily. Reference required. Address M. L.

I had plenty of money, |

I was thirty five years old and had never
t a satisfactory way of spending it.—

botels and boarding houses, I took a
ome house in a respectable part of the

St met my eye as I glanced over the

4 servant knocked at my parlor door | i
y parlor d ri than ever, since I had seen her, but fortunate- |

! pleasant, cheerful woman, euough to make my |
|
|
|

home lively.
it was ahout 11 o'clock when my young
| man ushered the lady into the counting-room.
| My previous favorable impressions were fully
| confirmed by her appearance. I did not think

| her handsome, certainly not in the style of my |

| sister-in-law. She was a swmall woman, light-
| footed and slender, with a sunny, pleasant face,
[ which might have testified to twenty-five sum-
| mers, but no winters surely; or if she had
| met storm and chill, she had borne them with

such brave paticuce that her face reflected on- |

| ly the sunbeam. Her brown hair was put

face. Her mouth was not small, but winning
and smiling. When she spoke, her low, pleas-
' aut tones endorsed the expression of her coun-

smoothly and simply away from her tranquil |

now, but of conrse she has her own motive. If
any trial should come you would find out who
| your true friends are.”

Mrs. Bishop was right in this, for the trial
did come and I saw who my true friend was,
my own friend.

I was taken ill early in the spring. My
sickness came on suddenly. I was attacked
with u severe headache and sharp pains in my
 back. The first two days Mrs. Bishop spent
in assiduous care of me; though, to confess the
truth, her attentions were unwelcome, and I
| would far rather have been abandoned to the
| tender mercies of my honsekeeper, who rarely

| came into the room when my sister-in-law was
there. The third morning my physician pro-
nounced my disease small-pox. Even in that
moment of terror I looked at Eliza Bishop.—

| temance. i .
| *“Mr. Bishop, I believe ; the gentleman who Her face paled, 'ﬂ"fl I conld i her hand
| 'wrote thid lettar 1 shake. She spoke in a trembling voice.

She drew the epistle from her pocket.
“The same, madam.”

{  “Icame, sir, to say that I would accept
| your propositions, if you still wish it, now that
| we have met.

I was abont to say that I wished it more

| Iy recollected in time that compliments to mwy
housekeeper were no part of the programme,
and very decorously concluded my engagement
in a matter-off-act and business manner.
The next week she entered upon her duties.
I had never known what it was to be so com-
fortable. My house was a model of convenience
and simple elegance, at least my sister ln-law,
when she went over it previous to Mrs. Smith’s
commencing, pronounced it perfeet. I had a
| sort of home feeling that I had never known
| before—room enough for all my possessions, &
| place to welcome my friends to and a very
agreeable companion in my house-keeper when
| T chose to talk to her, and an unobtrusive
| mipister to my comforts when I was silent.
True, Mrs. Bishop found, when she houor-
ed me with a visit, that something or other

“ T wish I could stay with you, Sandie ; I
“\'ish I could. If it was ouly for myself, I
| would; but my childreu !”
| “I would not have you stay.” I answered.
{“T would not have you stay for worlds. I
{ trust you have not endangered yourself. Good-
| bye, sister Eliza.”
| “She went out of the room, aud I turned to
{ Mrs. Smith, who was standing near.

! “ Now you must go also. The doctor will
find some one to nurse me, and you, too, must
look out for your children.”

“I mast look out for you, sir ; my daty is
here now. Live or die, I shall stay with you
while you need me.

The little woman’s voice was firm, and her
eyes shone with a clear, resolute light. I had
not thought she possessed so much resolute
will and courage.

“Consider,” I said, “do you realize all the
risks you run ? Of loathsome disease, disfigure-
ment, and perhaps terrible death ?”

“T have considered all, sir, and shall die.”

Was I selfish to allow it ? Perhaps so, but
even in the hour of deadly peril, I who had

pever loved a womaan before, longed to have

her at my side, to share my danger—unay, to
die, if I died; to live for me, or failing that,
for no other.

I need not give the details of the sickness
that followed—the weeks of terrible suffering
when my soul and body could scarcely cling
together. I look back upon it, strong man as
: I am, with shivering dread. It was owing un-
| der God, to her that death, who stood waiting
day after day at my pillow, at last passed by
me. What & narse she was | Vigilant, sleep-
less, untiring. Perhaps it was owing to her
calm courage that she did not take the disease.
She seemed to be always near me, and yet
she found time to make herself look as meat
and even tasteful as usnal. Everything in my
room, after I was able to notice anytning,was
in serupulous order. Delicate flowers, as fresh
and sweet as herself, bloomed on my table; a
pleasant, dreamy half-light filled the apart-
ment. What & chaoge from boarding-house
days !

I was thinking of all this glorionscareand
tenderness as I sat up for the first time at the
window, Mary—1I had learned to call her so
during my illness—was out of the room, but
the tokens of her presence were all around me.
Presently she came in and sat down at my
side.

“Mary,” T said, almost involuntarily, “ 1
have been thinking I ought to thank you for
{ saving my life. Aud yet I do not know as i
[ am grateful. Life will not be of much value
{ unless you will share it. With you for my wife
| T could be happy; but if you cannot love me,
{ you might as well bave let me go by the
{ board.”
| I hadspoken as I felt, seriously and sadly,
i but a merry twinkle danced in her eyes.

“ 8o you think now you counld stand not only
e children but my having loved some one

“Then you heard that foolish speech, after

{all. It wasn't meant for your ear—forg
You are too good for me, anyway; I ask noth-
ing better of you, if you can love me, than to
take you just as youn are.”

|  *Children and all 7

“ Children and all ; I'll try to be a father |

| to them. Heaven help me.”

I shall be satisfied, siv, if you will be a |

brother to then, since they are my mother’

’

! children and not mine.”
“ Aud Mr. Smith is—?”

“ My father. He failed in business last year |

though I am happy to say he is living and
well. I wauted to help him, but the only thing
I kuew how to do was to keep house. It seem-
i ed a proper enough occupation for an old maid
like me. You see I am not very youung, sir.

{ When I found that you thought I wasa widow |

{ with children, I determined to favor the odd
| mistake. T am not Mrs. Smith, theugh, but

| Mary Smith, spinster, at your service in your
family, if you like that way of stating it bet-

ter.”
{ *““And you will change your title and retain
l yonr situation 77

Six weeks afterward my sister-in-law was
! invited to my wedding

| but she torbore auy comment save the remain-

der of her prediction that Mrs. Smith would |

| conquer my prejudices against widows with iu-

| enmbrances. 'The laugh was against her when

{ T told her that Mrs. Sandie Bishop was to go
to the hymenial alter for the first time.

{ I have been married five years. My preju- |
dices have vielded to the fascinations of a |

bold little Sandie, and a winsome little Mary,

known to my house keeper,
SR T

Mr. Spinuyvaxy had just married a second
wife. One day after the wedding Mr. S. re-
marked:—

“ 1 intend, Mrs. Spiliman to enlarge wy
dairy.”

“ You mean our dairy, my dear,” replied
Mrs. Spillman.

“ No,” quoth Mr. Spillman, “ I iniend to
enlarge my dairy.”

“ Say our dairy, Mr. Spillman.”

“ No, my dairy.”

“ Say our dairy, say our——"
she, seizing the poker.

screamed

band.

“ Qur dairy, our dairy !
wife, emphasizing each word with a blow on
i the back of her cringing spouse.

Mr. Spillman retreated under the bed.
| passing under the bed clothes his hat was
brashed off.
al minutes, waiting for a full in the storm.
{ At length his wife saw him thrasting his head
| out at the foot of the bed, much like a tartle
from its shell.

“ What are you looking for ?” exclaimed
the lady.

“ 1 am looking for our breeches, my dear,”
says he.

"

e s

Tue Priest’s Avxswer.—Paddy Malone
went to his priest and asked him “ what is a
DMericle, your reverence ?” The priest asked
him several questions, and found he had been
to a revival meeting and heard the strange
talk. He was very mad and telling Paddy
to stand out before him, he gave the poor
fellow a tremendous kick in the rear. Did it
burt you ?” asked the priest. ‘ To be sure it
did 7”7 said Paddy. “ Aad it would have
been a miracle ifit did’nt,” replied his rever-
ance, with which Paddy went away—answer-
ed, but not satisfied.

S b e S

A Privter’s Rise.—The Roman Catholic
Bishop of Pennsylvania recently visited Iort-
land Maine, and in noticing his visit, the
Bangor Whig says: ““Thirty years ago, he
was an apprentice in the Argus office. He
entered a Catholic college in Ohio soon after
he become of age, and has now been Bishop
for six years. Printers can be made into
anything.

B

A negro on being examined, was asked if
his master was a christian. “Nosir, heisa
member of Congress,” was the reply.

Woman.

Mrs. Murray, an Eoglish lady, has been a
gipsying among the Spanish Islands, and bas
written a book wherein she enthusiastically de-
seribes woman. A London critic takes the la-
dy up as follows :

* These are pretty portraits which the lady

bevy. The merble skin and languid loveliness
of the harem beauty, her glorious eyes, her
matchless hair, her bewitching month, make
her very effective as a portrait; so is the
Spanish woman, with her natural flowers
braided into her magnificent hair, and her dark
eyes beaming so eloquently from under her
arched brows. Let the palm of beauty pass:
let the fair-baired English girl lock pale and
expressionless beside these glowing beanties ;
but at home, who bat she bears off the prize
| before all women of the world 7 Who so neat,

its, o charming in her management 2—who so

sweet a home companion,so reliable, so truthful,
8o mate life as she? Not the Moorish maiden,
ignorant, and to be protected by cage wires
and impregnable walis ; nor the Spaunish wo-
man, who waslies the babies on the dining ta-

has givcu us : but one bright, brave English- |
as H sul, 5 | . ohiil X -
woman with her energy and her cours ae, her | courage hb own (qulren, strenglhen the an

self-reliance and her honor, is worth the whole |

!

so hourly well appointed, so regalar in her hab- |

- Chucational Q:pnttmcﬁi.

B e

-Visiting Schools by Parents.

This is a backneyed subject, constantly talk-
ed about,—but seldom Cone, acknowledged by
all to be a duty, aud yet, a duty neglected by
all. Every parent concedes that it would en-

thority of the teacher, assist him in control-
ing unruly pupils, if ke have such, and greatly
benefit the whole school ; still every parent
stays away from the school, from oae year's
end tomnother.

All parents are interested in the education
of their children, and they feel apxious to
have them make’ the greatest possible pro-
gress. Yet they seldom go near the house in
which they are to receive their education.—
While they give strict attention to their do-
mestic a , and watch carefally the indi-
videals having charge of them, they pay but
little attention to their own offspring, so far
as their edacation is concerned, and seldom if
ever go to the school house to see what the per-
son having charge of them is doing with them.

They would immediately dismiss an unfaith-
ful man from their employ in the shop, or
store, or farm, but the teacher may wholly

> 4 I roalant N A b o 4

| ble, trails through the morning dressed like a | "®#'¢CF 2t du 3 to ['.‘0 Q‘fll",l?m‘ and no par
rageed beggar, and may not even £o to mass | €8t Il know it unless his l-mld‘ren cnter com-
without her duenna and her guardian. For | Piaint. Lhe teacher may teach morality, or
immorality, he may instruct in the sciences

our own part, we would rather pay our homage | " ™% 8 Sk SR e o

to such women as we see painted in the Acad- | N',“,‘. v o l:.!‘u» e 2nd  the ﬂpurcut will

emy, in scarlet” petticoats, Balmoral boots, | "% !\""".“““ : l"’f? doivg unless he be io-

turned hats and gauntlet gloves, with that fear- | formed by Fun}n of the pupils.

less look of honesty and daring which only ex-| N0 why do parents thus neglect an ac-
3 %, - | knowledged duty, a duty too, which they owe

ists where there is freedom, self-respect and | . e :
to the objects of their strongest affections, to

il
| their

pe it. |

| Her answer is no one's business but my own. |
She looked surprised, |
l

rem.’
| Yes, or to any American woman, whom
| home of a cottage, and smiles her gentle sway,
a queen in calico. But it so happens that we
have a great many ladies and not nearly so
many women as we once had ; the
a frame more than they do a family
write poc

light alone’

)

t\ulm‘.x!‘ but neither Rachels nor Ruths.

classic happy accident, andsois a |
| fashioned atter Appollo’s bow, the nether
{ as if “some bee had stung it newly ;” but
sweet spirit and a graceful life are not acci-
dents ; they are lorn of patience and seif

nose is a

[ denial, and womanly faith.

| Itis the nonsense of the thing called gal-
} lantry, that has robbed the world of many a
| woman, ouly to make a lady of her; the stuff
‘angels in ruise,” and ‘kneeling at
| their feet,” and ‘paying homage to beauty’ is
as ab.urd to day, as the scene in the yard of
the inn where Sancho Panza watched the
| first night of his erranty. Asifit were pos-
| sible to be anything Letter on earth than a
| woman; a woman in its true sense, who like
| Mary of old is last at every scene of suffering
|

| about,

|and first at every resurrection of a 11“;"‘,——;

¥ :
Chicago Juurnal,
|
———————

Carolina Bombast.

The Charleston Mercury of the 29th indul-
ges in the following calm reflections :

|

| At this moment, the army and navy are |

{ both demoralized; and with half a dozen States
| to be sebdued, the Federal despotism will have
its hands full and the Treasury empty !

But the problem is to be worked out, al:
Scott, by a due reference to Jackson's policy

and the Brookly

n

{
and possibly a score besides, are to hang about |
our ports, and the daties, which are all our |
loving brethern want at our hands—money— |

l donian, and the Wyoming
3

tribute—uot love, nor fellowship—these are to
be collected at the entrance of our harbors!
{  Wewill pay no tribute!

| Let the ports be blockaded. Charleston and | ;

| Savannah, and Mobile, and New Orleaus —
| We will form goodly fellowship when cur
‘ £ y ielio P

ports are blockaded. We bid you welcome to

the simple fare of an agricaltural people. We

|
|
|

|
|

se who erace |

too, and sing, “Meet me by moou- |
teo, and make “Books of Beanty” | II

social esteem, than to all the lightsof the La- | 4 : : :
’ = iren whom they love as they do their
o

own ¢

» say they cannot find time to visit the
but, let me ask do they not take time
hings net kalf so important? If
were at work for them, would
e, to at least occasionally see
getting aloug? Even if it
, should not parents af-

interests of their chil-

at stake !
others, we do dot understand the

¢ v do some of them. They do know
when their children rcad and spell well, if
they hear them, they can tell whether they re-
cite readily and promptly, whether they are
stud acd obedient, or lazy, idle and trou-

blesome.

If they will go to the school occasionslly,
they will know whether or not, their own chil-
dren are supy with books such as they re-
gnire to make goed pre they will find
out too, what many parents seem not to know,
hether the school house is comfortable and
convenient, or whether their children, whom
are most careful to make as comfortable
as possible at home, are obliged to sit all day
in roomsso cold that they are in danger, every
Liour, of contracting diseases that will consign
them to early graves ; they will ascertain, by
going to the school now and then to spend
an hour or two, whether seats without backs,
stoves without doors, and outside doors with-
out latches are sach things as the pupils and
teachers ought to be satisfied with.

rs it is the business of the Direct-

| they

the teachers and visit the schools
re thus exonorated from all re-
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! superintendents to examine and license teach-

ers, and also, to visit the schools does it there-
fore free parents from the duty they owe to
| their children. Shall ¥ neglect my child be-
| cause the law obliges directors to hire persons
| to teach him, together with the other children
of the neighborhiood? Shall I pay no atten-
to the health of my boy, becanse a phy-
ias been employed to lock to his bodily
wentz 7 No attention to his morals because
S

he has a Sabbath school teacher, selected per-

| haps, and appointed by some other person ?
Well, exclaims another, we have a first rate
| teacher, all the scholars says so, and I am sat-

have provisions enough on every homestead
in South Carolina to last a year—hog and

re-echoed the | @ good corn crop.
{ gathering from millions of acres of cotton.—

In | the world wants.

|

| have been cheatingus year after year.

l hominy in abundance. We will buy no more

“ My dairy, my dairyl’’ yelled the hus-| Northern bickshaws. We will make our own.

By next August God will give to our gravaries
In September we shall be

We have much cotton on hand now, which
What Great DBritain and

France will do for cotton, with our ports

He remaind under cover sever-| blockaded, we can’t exactly say ; but we sus-

pect that they will find a way to bring us Eng-
lish and French cloths and cassimeres, s
negro cloths, in place of those rascally, shaggy
and worthless stuffs, with which the Yaukees
\‘E'U
will wear those cloths, be sure, and Great Brit-
ain and France may get our cotton as they
can.

The bully programme, for it is nothing more
will soon cure itself. Up to the very moment
when our shot smote the Star of the West in
her cheeks, these scoundrelly asses of the
Northern press were telling the miserable
moonlings whom they have gulled to their rain
that ours was the bullying game ; that we
were not in earnest; that all they had to do
was to hold on, and they would see us, cap in

hand, begging to be received to favor. They
judged of other people by themselves. They

bave been playing the thimble-rigging, the
bragging, and the bullying game all their lives
and as each best measures his neighbor’s corn
by his own false bushels,so these people would
measure ours. But there must be a finish some
day to all games ; and the thimble-riggers are
likely to find themselves at last ia the hands
of the constable. We shall play out our game
honestly, as we begun it, and fling our shot
into the faces of the bullies whenever they ap-
pear.
R e

mast prepare for the worst.”— What!"” ex-
claimed the alarmed husband, ““is she likely
to recover ?” e
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isfied that all goes right, and even if it does
not, I cannot alter it, so what is the use in
my spending time in renning to the school.—
Suppose you have a first rate teacher, he may
not have all first rate scholars, and let me say
to you in all kindness, that it takes good schol-
ars, as well as a good teacher to make a good
school.  Ie wants sympathy, and encourage-
ment, and perhaps advice, if he is a first rate
teacher, and ke wants them from you, parents.
You have a first rate hand in your store, or
shop, or on your farm,—do you therefore
neglect him for months, and thereby show to
him that you feel no ioterest in what he is
doing.  You employ a first class physician
when your child is sick, but do you not want
to know whether he is killing or caring him ?
Do you never give any attention to a suit in
court, because you have secured the services
ef a first class lawyer to manage the case?
Parents, if you only knsw how glad vour
teachers would be to see you at the schools, if
it were bat once a term even, you could not
stay away. If youknew how much you wounld
delight your own children, how much yoa
would encourage the teacher, and how much
good you could do the whole school by spend-
itz an occasional hour with the scholars and
teacher, you could not stay away, term after
term and year after year.
"ill you not go and see what kind of hou-
ses your children have to spend their days in,
what kind of desks and seats and out-door
conveniences they have furuished for them in
their young, sprightly, hopeful days. Go
among them in their sports on the muddy high-
way, see bow those little dear ones, of whom
you are so tender when at home, are obliged
to get along and suffer and endure in the
houses in which they are to attempt to get an

“Ah, Doctor, how is my wife to day?” | education.
The Doctor shook. his head and said: —* You |

Lo cambes

“There, John, that’s twice yon've come homa
and forgotten that lard. “ La mother ; it
was so greasy that it slipped my miod.




