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POETRY.
JOY.

There's joy;in the music of morning belts,

Tht float like u spirit.through wild wood dells,

And echoes away o'er the green old hills,

Joy in the lullaby babble of rills,

Joy in the beauty of grand old trees,

And Joy in the humming of honey-bee-

Joy in the clear ringing laugh of a child,

And joy in a ramble through wood-lan- wide;

Joy in the cloud ship that sail o'er the sky,

Joy in a laughing babe's beautiful eye.

Joy in the stars, on the bosom of night;

Joy in rich lips when you put out the light;

Joy in those cousinly strawberry strolls,

Through the grceneadows, o'er the bright knolls.

Joy in the harvest of hoy, fruit and Jgrain,

Joy in the patter of so't summer rain.

Joy in a troop of wild, l'rolicksome;.boys,

Cutting wild capers with boisterous noise.

Joy in the tinkle of feet in a dance,

Joy in improving an opportune chance.

Joy in a "quilting," and joy in a glee

Of old fashioned "husking",or "oppl bee."

Joy in a "spelling-school,- joy i'l the sports

Of "aliding down hill" of building "snow forts. '

"School exhibitions," and "sugar camp" fun;

Joy in most every thing, under the sun!

Joy in my spirit, when this I begum

Doubled in quantity, now thai I've done.
[Musical World] LAURA LEE.

MISCELLANEOUS.
From Gleason's Pictorial.

THE SLIGHTED SCHOLAR.

BY SYLVANUS COBB, JR.

Cases like the one I am about to relate arc
rnuch too frequent in our country ,and they are
euch, too, as should be guarded against by all
who have an interest in education. The in-

cident was brought to mind by hearing a com-

plaint made by the parent ol a poor boy, who
bad been grossly neglected by the teacher of
the village school neglected simply because
he was poor and comparatively friendless!

Many years ago, when I was but a small
boy, I attended school in the town of M .

Among the scholars there was a boy nam.;J
George Henry. His father w as a poor, drink-
ing man, and the unfortunate boy had to suf-

fer in consequence. George came to school
habited in ragged garments but they were
the best he had; he was rough and uncouth
in his manners for he had been brought up
in that manner; he was very ignorant, (or
he had never had opportunity for education.

Season after season, poor George Henry
occupied the same seat in the school-roo-

it was a back corner seat, away from the
scholars, and there he thumbed his

tattered primer. The ragged condition ot

his garb gave a homely cast to his whole ap-

pearance, and what of intelligence there
anight have been in his countenance was

by the "outer covering" of the boy.
He seldom played w ith the other children, lor

they seemed to shun him; but when he did,

for a while, join with them in their sports, he
was bo rough that he was soon shoved off out

of the way.
The teachers passed the poor boy coldly

by in the street, while other boys, in bcttei
garbs, were kindly noticed. In the s'hool
young Henry was equally coldly treated. The
teacher neglected him, and then called liirr

an "idle blockhead" because he did not learn
The boy received no incentive to study, anc
consequently he was most uf the time idle
and idleness begat a disposition to whil
away the time in mischief. For this he wai
whipped, and the more he was whipped tin
more idle and cureless he became. He knev
that he waa neglected by the teacher simplj
because he was poor and ragged, and w ith t

sort of sullen indifference, sharpened at tiinei

by feelings of bitterness, he plodded on ii

his dark, thankless way.
Thus matters went on for several years

Most of the scholars who were of Georgi
Henry's age had passed on to the highe
branches of study, while he, poor fellow, stil
spelled oat short words of one and twi
syllables, ant) still kept his distant seat it
the corner. His father had sunk lower it
the pit of inebriation, aud the unfortunatt
boy was more wretched than ever. The lool
of clownish indifference which hsd market
his countenance, was giving uway to a shadt
of unhappy thought and feeling, and it wai
evident that the great turn point of his lift
was at band. He stood now upon the ste
in life frotr, which the fate uf after yean
must take ita cast.

At this time a man hy the name of Kelt;
took charge of the school. He ,was an oh
teacher, a careful observer of human nature
and a really good man. Long years of guar
dianehip over wild youths had given him i

bluff, aukhoritive way, and in hie disciplini
h was atrict and unwavering. The flru ds;

g he passed In the teacher's desk of otlr echt
was mostly devoted to watching the mot
merits of the scholars, and studying the d
positions with which he had to deal. Hp
Ucorge Henry his eye rested with a kee

' searching glance. But he evidently ma
Ct little of him during the first day, but on tl

second he did more. It Was during the t

jn ternoon or the second day that Mr. Kelh
no observed young Henry engaged in impalii
' ' flies upon the point of a large pin. He wei

to the boy's seat, and after reprimanding hi
00 for his idleness, he took up the dirty, tatteri

primer from his desk.
no "Have you never learned more than is i

this hook?" asked the teacher.
10 "No, sir," drawled George.

"How long have you attended school!"
"I don't know, sir. It's ever since I ca

remember."
- "Then you must be an idle, reckless boy,

,. said the teacher, with much severity. "D
- you realize how many years you have throwi

away! Do you know how much you havi
lost! What sort of a man do you think o
making in this way One of these days yoi

)
will be too old to go to school, and then, whih
your companions are seeking Borne honorabh
employment, you will be good for nothing
Have you any parents?"

"Yes, sir," answered the boy, in a hoarse
subdued tone.

"And do they wish you to grow up to be

an ignorant, worthless man1"
The boy hung down his head, and was

silent; but Mr. Kelley saw two great tearc
roll down his cheeks. In an instant, the
teacher saw that he had something besides
an idle, stubborn mind to deal with in the
ragged scholar before him. He laid his hand
upon the boy's head, and in a kind tone, he
said:

I "I wish you to stop after school is dismis-
sed. Do not be afraid, tor I wish to assist
you if I can."

George looked up wonderingly into the
master's face, for there was something in the
tones of the voice which fell upon his ear
that sounded strangely tohim; and he though,
too, as he looked around, that the rest of the
scholars regarded him with kinder counten-
ances than usual. A dim thought broke in
upon his mind that, from some cause, he was
going to be happier than before.

Alter the school was dismissed, George
Henry remained in his seat till the teacher
called him to the desk.

"Now," said Mr. Kellcy, "I wish to know
how it is that you have never learned any
more. You look bright, and you look as
though you might make a smart man. Why
is it that I find you so ignorant!"

"Because nobody ever helpB me, sir," re-

plied the boy. "Nobody cares for me, for I
am poor."

By degrees the kind hearted teacher got the
poor boy's whole history, and while generous
tears bedewed his eyes, he said:

"You have bgcn very wrongly treated
(ieorge very wrongly; but there is yet time
for redemption. If I will try to teach you,
will you try to learn!"

'Yes, O, yes," quickly uttered the boy in

earnest tones. "Yes, I should 'oveto learn.
I don't won't to be a bad boy," he thrillingly
added, while his countenance glowed with
unwonted animation.

Mr. Kelley promised to purchase books for
the boy as fast as he co'-'.- j learn to need them,
and when George Henry left the schoolroom,
his face was wet with tears. We scholars,
who hud remained in the entry, saw him come
out, aud our hearts were warmed towards him.
We spoke kindly to him, and walked with
him to his house, but his own heart was too
full for utterance.

On the next day George Henry commenced
studying in good earnest, and the teacher
helped him faithfully. Never did I see a

change so radical and sudden as that which
took place in the habits of the poor boy. As
soon as the teacher treated him with kindness
and respect, the scholars followed the example,
and the result was, that we found in the un-

fortunate youth one of the most noble-hearte-

generous, accommodating, and truthful
playmates in the world.

Time passed on, and the boy's mind ex-

panded with the approach of budding man-

hood. He learned rapidly and easily, and he
fairly outstripped many of those who had
long years the start ol him in the intellectu-
al race. He grew eloquent as he grew older,

and with his calm, kind eloquence he saved
his father from the slough of intemperance,
and raised him up to be once more a man.

Long years have passed since those school
boy days. George Henry has become a mar
of middle-ag- and in all the country there n

not a man more beloved and respected than
is he. And all this is the result of one teach-

er's having done his duty. You who art
! schoot-teacher- remember the responsibility

that devolves upon you. In the country o

free schools, there should be no distinctiot
. between elates. All are alike entitled ti
. your care and counsel, and the more weak th
, child, the more earnest should be your en--

desvurs to lift him up and aid him.

Let the sickle do its havoc among the grsir
let the fruit be gathered let fair fingen

. pull the bursting bunches of the grape. Thui
shall good provision be made for the wanti
which wait before us, and the sad rcflectioni

, of the season shall be modified by wine ant
assuaged by fatness.

And still there will be mourners. For al

are not aliko and the life of the one may bi

the destruction of the other Express

Aye, there will be mourners for the deai
I Summer, gone. The dead leaves that shivei

i awhile on the sapless trees, then rustle dowt
I to their grates on the ground, are not rnon

than the beautiful hopes, now dead, but whicl
i had birth in the swelling fullness of (he esrlj

Summer. Young maidens built castles ii
I their glowing dreams, which they deeme
i would be realities when the harvest time o

, fruits had come: where is the reeliretiol
now! Their alow step and pallid face tell i

i sad tale, and the murmured prayers to Hemvei

to bear them oo ia but the voice of the dea
Summer, gone. Young men Ktrted with th

hi Spring to count the houra to the harvest tin
e- - when their harvest of honors should come

is- - the plentitude of riches; but how many s

an weary and worn with the struggle, and wi
in, the Autumn are ready to sink into the dar
de ness of an unpitying Winter! Ah! the ta
ie is not half told Rachel yet mourns for h
if. children, and each year must add to the sorrci
y which is in every earthly cup.

ig Yet there is a beautiful lesson in this pa
nt sing season. Not forever hath the sap got
m from the trees, and the color from the leavi
;d and flowers. There ia a apring time in tl

storehouse of God's bounty, aud His ope
n hsnd shall sow the seeds of new hopes an

new afTections In the days yet to come. The
shsll the bitterness of tho waters be turnc
to a soothing sweet, and the chalice of ot

n dreams be again welled up with burstin
beauty of the young life swelling into bein

V around. And ir, perchance the heart hati
0 drooped and died, and the dead leaves bat
n fallen upon the grave of the mourner, yet i

1 there a still more glorious spring-tim- e ii
f store, when the deadshall arise in the glorioui
i beauty of the Supernal.
s Shall we, then, mourn for the dead summer

gone! Sandusky Register.

FARMERS READ!
The following eloquent remarks we find it

an address of Mr. Curtis delivered at omee
ting of the U. S. Agricultural Society a

Washington, D. C. on the 2d of February
i last. Such remarks have a tendency to mak

agriculturists regard their profession with i
deeper reverence, and pursue it with greatei
zeal. Read it by all means.

Ye generous Americans, "venerate the
plough," the truest emblem of every nation's
greatness! Reward with your honors the
Heroes of Peace! Adorn with the civic wresth
the brow of the conqueror who has vanquish-
ed ignorance and prejudice and dispersed the
clouds of error, to let in the sunlight of im-

provement, prosperity, and national aggran-
dizement! The blameless trophies of the
victor in peace are industry, economy, indi-
vidual and social happiness. On the victori-
ous fields of agriculture are strewn none of
the wrecks of humanity; flowers spring up
there, shedding a sweet perfume and wafting
a grateful incense to heaven. Then "speed
the plough, and onward be the march of im-

provement till every rood of earth will main-
tain its man 1"

Agriculture, the primitive employment of
man, has been honored in all nges of the
world. We learn from ancient history that
in the purest and palmiest days of Roman
virtue, when a Dictator was required to save
the Commonwealth, a Cincinnatus was cho-

sen from between the handles of the plough.
, The great men of America, when their
terms of public service have been accomplish
cd, have all returned to the runk of privute
citizens: and has the lustre attending their
public actions been dimmed when, resigning
blfcb official stations, they have retired to pri- -

vate lile to spend the evening of their days
amid the calm yet endearing delights of ag-

riculture and rural affairs! And he, the most
beloved, when his glorious career of public
service was ended, and stricken in yours and
laden with honors lie too became a private
citizen, was the veneration of his country
and mankind in any wise lessened toward the
Pater I'atrifc, when the Chief Magistrate of a
mighty empire became merged with the illus-

trious farmer of Mount Vernon! Cheers.
Then "speed the plough," and respect the
citizen who patiently tills the soil. Remem-

ber, the furiner is not a bird of passage, but
is riveted to the soil he tills; his life all cen-

tres in his peaceful and happy v home; and
when war's alarms shall threaten his country,
'tis then the husbandman "will show his gen-
erous nature." 'Tis he who looks around
him and beholds the smoke ss it curls up from

his comfortable homestead, who sees

"Tliehuiy houaewife ply her evening cars.
While children run to hep their aire's return.
Or climb hia knee the envied kiaa to ahare."

With all these blessings at his back, think ye
not the husband will defend them aguinst a

ruthless invader! My life on it but he will;
and, let an invader cume from where he may

he will be cautious how he rouses a lion in

sir h a lair!
We have proud and gallant reminiseences

of the value of the husbandman in war from
the annals of the heroic age. Untie the
scroll of fame that tells of "the times that
tried men's souls," and you will find embla-- '
zoned in characters that can never fade, Lex-- 1

ington, Concord, the Heights of Charlestown,
' in the North; with the Great Bridges in Vir-

ginia and the Kind's Mountuin in the Caroli-na-

In these memorable combats the hus-- !

bandman uppeured not in the panoply of arms,
' nor in aught that savored of the "pomp and

circumstances of glorious war," hut went al
' his work farmer-fashio- in his shirt-sleeve-

' and that the job was done in a workmanlike
' manner let the best disciplined veterans o
' Europe, flying "like a herd of hunted deer'

before the farmers snd farmers' sonB, show
while it proves the value of the husbandman

' in war.
i

Sale or Robesherrk's Gcillotise
' Sad Loss to Barbum. Among the itemt
1

of our late French news, there ia one whicl
' will be highly interesting to all our readers

but doubly interesting to Barnum in view o
'

a grand speculation thrown away. Ainungt
'

parcel of old Government lumber recently
ordered to be sold at auction to the highesi

' bidder, in Paris.the identical guillotine of tht
f horrible Reign of Terror, and the baskei
1 belonging to it, into which the heads of iti

victims from ten to a hundred per day
dropped, under the bloody system of Robe.

' spierre, including the head of that heartless
butcher himself. This horrible machine
frame-wor- sliding-knif- and basket certl
fied by a Government officer, were sold a

1 public auction, before an immense crowd o
1 spectators, for fifty francs; and directly afte
n the articles were committed to a bonfire
- amid the cheers of the people. The guillotim

Of Rbespitrre.preaeTteid Moag tin rtlic'a o

B91 t
le, 'the first French revolution for more than hi
in j a century, snd then sold at fifty francs! Wh
re a speculation waa thus thrown sway, su
th enough! Barnum could hsve given two tho
It- - sand dollars for it, for in hia hands it won
le

'
have been worth a fortune to him at twent;

er five cents a ticket, children half price.
W

FAITH—AN ANECDOTE.
s- - A few days ago, a little boy sailed gayl
io j

down the waters of the St. Lawrence. H
ss was but aix yeara old, an image of beaut
le floated for him on every distant cloud. Hi
n favorite reading for many months had bee
id De Foe's Robinson Crusoe, and as the bos
n passed in and out among the thousand island
d of the river, he painted to his mother in glow
ir ing colors all tltaf it would be possible to do

g
j if, thrown adrift upon a spar, he should b;

g some strange chance find himself alone upoi
1 j the pebble beach. Very charming he tho'
e the fairy-lik- e islands, with their tender screet
s of birch and maple, veiling just enough fron
i feeble human sight the warm glow of tht
) sun.

The dsy wore on, the islands were passed
, and now the boat began to descend the rapids.

A head wind lifted the breakers, the sky dar-

kened, but the child and mother felt the ex-

citement of the scene. Like a living human
i creature the strong boat kept its way. It
. took a manly pride, it seemed in msstering
t

the obstacles to its course, and as it rose and
fell with a heavy swing, a sense of power,
half divine, filled the hearts and souls of the

' passengers.
i The boy stood still. Tighter and tighter
. he grasped his mother's hand, and, with blue

eyes darkened by earnest thought, looked up-

on the face of the water. Soon the rain be-

gan to fall heavily, the water was still more
agitated, and thetnoth felt that when the
keel of the vessel grates against the rocks,
visions of storm and wreck passed through
the little one's mind. She saw that he was
frightened, and began to question whether it
not be best to carrry him to the warm cabin,
and by song and story to beguile his excited
mind. Just at this moment he gently press-
ed her harfd, and looking down upon him, she
saw the expression of serious thoughts give
way, a sweet smile drawing on his lips, as he
said softly to himself, rather than to her, the
following lines:

"Then Hie Captain', little daughter
'l ook her lather hy the hand,

Sayinp, ia not God n on Hie water.
Justihe aauie aaon the laud?"

The pleasant poet who wrote the simple
lines of which the above were the child's bio-ke- n

remembrance, is now in a foreign land.
The drav ing rooms of the noble open readily
to his genial presence, and the tables of the
literatiring with the cheer and merriment his
joyous tunes excite? hot on wnnls ..." eo.i.lj.
compliment, though spoken by royal lips, will
fall more sweetly upon his ear than would these
words of that trusting child, could he have
stood by his side, and watched the dawn of
faith in his pure soul rs he spoke. Oh, little
children! God teaches us, in many ways,;
that to m ike others happy is one of the tru-e-

objects oi life; it is better to make others,
good; but it is best of all te turn the heart of
a little child in trusting ljvelo its Heavenly
Father. If, like the absent poet, we are ever
able to speak or write one word which shall
du this, let us bless God for his high privilege.

Montreal Juvenile Magazine.

The Three Generals.
Of the three military chieftains Y

Bonaparte, and Wellington Wash-

ington, by large odds, exhibited the finest
specimen of physicsl manhood. Bonapurte
possessed the largest brain, and had the finest
cerebral developing!: Washington bad,
however, three mental qualities which the
Corsican had not, to wit: calmness, perse-

verance, and adhesiveness. Bonaparte was
in his youth a very handsome man; in his age
he was decidedly pause; Washington from his
earliest youth to the hour of his departure,
had a benignant expression in which serenity
and goodness ever warred for the mastery.
Wellington's face was that of a martinet,
and had what is called a vinegar aspect; it
was stern, but it was not intelligent in its ex-

pression. Of three, in maturity, Washington's
face exhibited more forcibly "the action of
the mind within." Napoleon, in youth, was
slim in form, rather meager in outline: in

age, quite corpulent, or rather pussy, ap- -

prouching the obese. In height, Napoieon
was about five feet six inches, and when not
on horseback was rather insignificant look-

ing, and would in a crowd have passed un-

noticed, but for his marked iutellectusl char- -

' acteristics. However, he was more presen-

table than Wellington. Both in physique
were inferior to Washington.

The following from the Buffalo Express, is
in Chestkr's happiest vein:

"Met a right hands. me young lady coming
from the Post office yesterday, who was in-

tent upon a love-lette- r. How do you know
f it was a love-lette- Why in the same way

that good Tom Moore
knew hy the amoke that ao aracfiilly curled

.5 m, ok the(reenelui.,thatscouage waa hear.
Wss it not smiling sll over her face dan-

cing in hereye bounding in her step, and all
that sort of thing. Of course it was a love-lett-

and a good hearty one at that. Like
'

to see such pictures They brush sway the
dust, and thrust a green leaf through the in- -

'f terstice. Hope tho course ofthe affection thus
owned will run smooth and be true beside.
Great days these before the hesrt is pick- -

led, and the tender-line- s become toughened.
Heigho! who wouldn't be ao do so!"

The Poorhavehad anoion or it. While
the City Marshal of Bangor, Me., was engaged

' in destroying a quantity of liquor that had been
' seised, some one in the crowd inquired, "why

wss not this sold for three hundred pence and

given to the poor!" A voice from a distance
' replied: "The poor have bad enough of it, lei
1 it go!"

r N i ve dispute with a woman, or buy drug!
of a boy. The former mistakes loquacity fo

't loglo, and tht latter ratsbane for aal esda o

r pearluhi

AMERICAN MANNERS.
at Dr. Potter, in a recent address at Alban
re said:

"I am a little afraid that a great many pe
pie in this country are rather too prone

f undervalue this psrt of education. Certain
we have no admiration for anything finical i

affected in manners. We do not want tli

manners of a village dancing school. Bi
X genuine good breeding, gentle manners, easi
'' modesty and propriety of besring, we do e
y ceedlngly vslue. When shall we cease t
" be described as a spitting nation! as aloung
' ing people! When shall we cease to b
I known by our slovenly speech, by our prac
a tice of sitting with our feet higher thsn ou
" head! During an excursion of seversl month

in Europe last year, I met hundreds, o

f English at home, and on the continent it
1 every situation. I never saw one spit.
' cannot remember that I every saw any one

however fatigued, lounging or sitting in any
unbecoming manner. So long as the State
shall feel itself obliged to provide "spittoons"
for its Legislative hall so long ss the direc-- i

tors of our railroads shall find occasion to put
inside their carriages printed requests to the
passengers to use the spittoons snd not the
floor, and not to put their feet on the seats
so long as we shall continue to fill our con-

versation and our political harangues with the
slang of the t, let us not be sur-

prised, nor angry, if foreigners sometimes
make themselves witty at our expense. And
in the meantime let all those who are intrust-
ed with the care of the young, use their
utmost efforts to correct these national bar-

barisms, andfo form the manners of the ris-

ing generation after a model more elevated
and more refined."

Parting Compliments.
A Syracuse correspondent of the New l ork

Evening Post, locofoco, draws this flattering
picture of the Adamantines:

"Their separation is not to be regretted.
They are, as a body, such a corrupt set of
rogues; so many of them have been cheating
our State prisons of their dues for so many
years; so many ol them never appear in
politics except to make mischief; that there
was no possibility of giving the party in-

fluence or strength while their connection
with it gave them any sort of claim to its
forbearance. For the sake of peace, many
Democrats have hesitated to stigmatize the
bank-robber- steamboat thieves, canal con-

tract thimble-rigger- and post-offic- e robbers
who compose a majority of them, as they de- -,

served, because they did not wish to create
bad feeling, and disturb the harmony of the
party with which they were in apparent com-

munion. Now we hone the pi"- - mon nr tho
party will have their tongues loosed, and that
they will be prepare 1 1 call a thief a thief &. a
robber a robber, and tr. at t em accordingly."

A consummation devoutly to be

but The Post, Prince, John St Co., rather
seem to have their tongues tied than loosed
as respects the Fugitive Slave Law. .V. 1.
Tribune.

A Tall Scarecrow Scsrecrows
manufactured arrangements, "Set up in the
cornfields to scare away the crows" have
their merits, just like every body else. Al
least we were once led to believe so Irom
what we overheard while listening to a small
gathering ol juvenile rustics "over in the
Jarseys."

"Scarecrows! Hj! he!" says ons of the
party an over-grow- slabsided, spojney-lookin- g

youth "He! be I" say 1 he, evidently
in reply to some remarks that had preceded
his. "You don't know anything about scare-

crows. If you'd seen one that Uncle Ben
made once, I guess you'd think so, too.
Why, Uncle Ben made one once, and set it
up in daddy's cornfield, that nearly frightened
the feathers off of every crow that looked at
it; and by golly! one crow that had been
pecking around the field for two or three days
after he'd seen it, actually flew away, and
brought bac': all the corn he had stolen in that
time fact!"

Paiht your Houses. Now is the time
for preparation; soon after the heat of summer
is over, say in September At October, is the
best time to paint. One coat laid in

Autumn is equal to two in Summer; the
lead dries moreeve tily, and the oil holds it
much longer than when spread in hot weather.
Paint laid in the Fall wfather is more lasting
than when put on in the Spring, becau-- e (he

surface becomes hardened in the winter with-

out exposure to the intense hast of July and
August, and is therefore much less likely to

(suffer from the effects of the ensuing summer.
Whenever while lead adheres to the hand
when rubbed over it, put on a thin coat. A

house once well painted, if lightly covered
every third year succeeding, will be mora

' economically painted, and kept in better
preservation than in any other way.

Oy-T- of the more prominent feminine
actors in the recent "Whole World's conven-

tion," in New York, are thus graphically de-

scribed by one of the papers of that city:
The Rev. Mrs. Brown is one ofthe best

specimens of the human beings who have of

late years broken out of the sphere for which
they were destined by nature, and who have
aspired, not only to the stations occudied by

the sterner sex, but to the important privilege
of wearing nether garmenta. She has a very
pleasing expression of face, and a remarkably
sweet and musical voice. Her slyleof speak-

ing iaoccasionally forcible, abounds with fig-

ures, and very seldom wearies the listener.
Unlike the generality of temperance speakers
of both sexes, she scarcely over indulges in

anecdotes to illustrate her arguments, but in-

stead thereof she embellishes her speeches
with quotation from Scripture very n t ni-

si that, foradivine. Our reverond orator dres
esvery nestly, but unfortunately there is no-

thing in her style that marks th profeasior
to which she bAlouge. In that "good tii

i coming" (we wish they would fix th day) i'

r is to b hoped that some plan will be-- dfviatX

by v til? mik' saal'Ki o U ajU'r

(may be bistihguished from the laity. Inepci
7, ing, she gesticulates very little, never heaiti

for a word, but flows on without let or hi
o- - drsnce, except, of course, when interrupt
to by the applause of oer sudien-- e. This, res
ly cr.ia the portrsit of Rev. Antoinetie L Brow
jr How do you like the picture!
e Miss Stone Was dreaaed on this occasion i

it she always is, in the plsi nest and neatest styh
?, She wore a striped silk dress, the skirts t
- which rcschee a littlh below the knees, leai
0 in? the distinctive bloomer pants visible- .-
- For the gratification of the curious in sue
e matters, wo may state here that Miss Slon

does not wear them gatheret at tho ankle al
r ler the Turkish fashion. She "never wear
s any jewelry, and her head is never set ol
f with any kind of hesd-dres- her hair fallinj
1 straight upon her shoulders, except a smal
I j lock on each side, which is turned up undei
, each ear. She has a clear sweet voice, which

in the expression of tender emotions, almost
steals the tears from the eyes of her hearers.
Wherever Lucy goes she is sure of a large
audience, and she is always the lion, or per:
haps we should say lioness of the occasion.
let it must notabe supposed she isone ofthe
furious, rantingorators. Not at all. On the
contrary, she is exceedingly mild in her man-
ner, never gets in s passion, but speaks in a
firm, determined tone, and every thing that
she says is characterized by such an air of
sincerity that, while you differ with her in

you must give her credit for that qual-
ity at least. She is an abolitionist, a tempe-anc- e

advocate, a woman's rights supporter,
and we believe she is in favor of many ofthe
isms of the day. Miss Lucy is evidently one
of those women who imagines she has a
mission to fulfil, and who really believes she
is now working in the path which her Crea-
tor has marked out for her. Well, let her
think'so every one has a right to their own
opinion.

TRIAL OF KISSANE.
The Closikg Scese The famous forgery

case, which has so largely engrossed public
attention for the last two weeks, has finally
closed. The trial at Lebanon, it is generally

lmitted, has been ably and impartially con-
ducted. Judge Rogers has received deserved
commendation for the ability, moderation and
a'.rong sense of justice he has displayed. He
has proved himself a competent, a learned
and an impartial Judge. The jury was com-
posed of Bound and sterling men, unpreju-
diced in their opinions, and determined to
perform what to them wss a sad and solemn
duty. The case has been energetically and
ably conducted both by the counsel for the
State and the defence. No eflurt nor honor-
able means have been spared to give William
Kissane a fair and impartial trial, and we be-

lieve, as far as nature can be infallible, he
has received what were his just deserts.

The verdict was returned by the jurors af-

ter a retirement of three hours, and its an-

nouncement was most solemn and effective.
The general impression in and th J"t Lebanon
was that Kissane would be acquitted or that
the jury would disagree. Th.ir decision of
"3uilty" caused general surprise, accompani-
ed by a saddening influence, as a large 6hare
of sympathy had been awakened la behalf of
the unfortunate man, who, whatever his sins,
has suffered greatly, and whose position can
not but be calculated to arouse pity even In
the sternest bosoms. Kissane's lat; stand- -

ing in society, his previous reputation, his
youth and his sudden fall from high position
into dishonor and probable cririK have link-
ed tj his name a specie of romance and mys-
tery, and strange curiosity, that have been
felt throughout the land.

We know not when we have witnessed a
singularly impressive and mournful scene
than that which attended the reading of the
verdict.

The Court room was dimly lighted, the
night without was dark and stormy, as if in
unison with the fste of the prisoner, when he
was brought in to hear the decision of those
twelve mrn upon whom his future destiny
hung, and with whom his every worldly ex- -

pectation rested.
Kisssne lookedjull of hope, as he stood up

before those jurymen, and gated fixedly at
them, as if he would read their sentence ere
it was uttered. The awful word guilty"
fell not upon his ear, ss much as upon his
soul, which seemed to shrivel before that fear-
ful sound. Every rsy of hope died in his
countenance; he started and gated wildly

as il to seek for protection, add sank
overpowered beneath the unanticipated blow.
He grasped nervously 'he arm of his counsel,
Judge VValker, who had struggled bo nobly in

j his defense, and who had fought so bravely,
though in vain, against the dark and impend-
ing fate which awaited him, and exclaiming
in a trembling and appalling tone: "T.'io is
wrong. Judge! As Heaven is my witness, 1
did not do it!" burst into an agony of teats.

Each spectator in the Court room felt a
thrill of woe, in that painful and awlul scene,
dead as tho hope ol the unfortunate who wept
weeping like a child before them.

Justice, perhaps, had been done; but justice
Is stern and terrible; it softens nut its rigor
though human nature is ita victim. Justice,
thou art tearless and stony, and dreadful, when
meek-eye- d Mercy folds thee not beneath her
snowy wings!

That scene w ill be long burned upon out
memory. Near Kissane sat his young brother,
bathed in 'ears, and sobbing as if his heart
would break helpless then he seemed and
deserted: The elder brother, to whom ht
had looked up as to a father, plunged in

despair and affliction, was near him, a
felon. The mother of these twe

young men, thank Heaven, was not there
She had n.-- t yet learned that fearful intelli.
gence Which will slopa the darkened descenl
to her no distant tomb. She wss awaiting
with breathless suspense and anxious m nd
and high, beating heart, the return to bii
home of tho cheriahed aon. A mother's lov
had neveraccused hitn in her sight he wai

t aa innocent as when he lay, a smiling infant
I upon her bosom. The hour approachei
' wJr rt iwajted kit etaing the fec!artioi

ik- - fof his acquittal. How bitter, ho v crushing
ite the dissppsintment!
n- - And who was to bear the sad tidings.to that
sd mother! Who was to awaken her Irom the
d- - happy dream to the horrible reality!
b. j Her younger Son, Who wept there by hit

j convicted brother, he was to apply the torch
is to his mother's hopes thrt would burn them

. into blackened embers,
if j We thought of this, and others thought of

it. And is it strange, if a tear sprung into
- the eye, and for a moment shut out even the
h form of jusii :e, and turned the vision inward
e toward the weakness of our common nature,
- and the sr.rrowinggazeofMercy.cvcti praving
b at stern justice'sfeet.
t Kissanehas, since his conviction, attempted
f suicide. Death must be welcome to him. It
I were better much that he were in his grave;

that hie shroud had enfolded him while the
robes of innocence lay about his childish
heart.

"Vestal to ih ha ,nr I hOS arttorriMe!
B8I in, H,e? n retched love to thinl oflhc', thou trae eoaifoner lh.. tre nd of all '

i Who haw no friend beside!"

C. Times.

Tiic Bible. "How comes it that this lit-
tle volume, composed by humble men in a
rude age, when art and science were in tbeir
childhood, hastened more influence on the
human mind,' and on the social system, than
all other books put together! Whence comes
it that this book has a :h;eved sueh. mar-
vellous changes In the opinion ol mankind--has

abolished infanticide has put down poi
ygamy and divorce created for fanatics that
blessed thing, a christian home and cau-sed.-

other triumphs hy causing benevolent
institutions, open and expensive to sprint up
with the wand of enchantment! What sort
of a book is this, that even the wild waves
and human passions obey it! What other
engine of social improvement has operated so
lng, and yet lost none of its virtue! Since
it appeared many boatod plans of ameliora-
tion have been tried and failed many codes
of jurisprudence has arisen, aud run their
course, aud expired. Empire after em- -
pire have launched into the tide of time, and

.gone down, leaving no trace on the waters.
Iluttiiis book is still going about and doing
good leading society with its holy principles

cheering the sorrowful w;;h its consolation
strengthening th tempted encouraging

the penitent camming the troubled spirit- -
and smoothing the pillow of death."

A Teavellixg Hotel. A Paris corre-
spondent of the Cincinnati Qaiettc in a let-
ter dated August 11 th, g Ives the following
account of a novel mode of travelling in
Frame. He writes:

"If we are in the advance of the worid in
sea yachts, French have beuten us in the
article of railroad yachts. A rich capitalist,
Monsieur the Count of L , has invented
and superintended the construction of a rail-
road hotel, for his o.vn private use which he
intends to travel with his family, over all the
railroad of France. It is a complete houe
with all its dependencies, principal and ac-
cessory. There is a purlor,
billiardroo.ns, kitchen offi-- a cellar which
will hold a good store of wine, ice house, die;
i:i one word, all the elegance und the comfort,
the agreeable, of a d.veiling the most com-
plete and the most rich. It is very long, and
like all French cars, very w ide. It is made
so that it can be transformed from one set of
wheels to another, though that seems of nj
importance, as the roads of France are all, I
believe, of the same wide guage. This
travelling hotel has cost its proprietor about
50,000 francs, and is at thin moment attract-
ing great attention at the depot ef the
Orleans railway.

Rum Last evening we saw a well-dress- ).

ed, gentlemanly man, walking with an un-

steady step along Chestnut streev holding by
the hand a sweet little girl four er five year's
old, who was vainly endeavoriug to accom-
modate hertiny steps to his tnsteady mafd-ment-

With a sorrowing heart we observed them
as the little child gazed at her reeling protec-- i
tor with a wondering and bewildered look,
saying as they crossed 5lh streei,"Papa is 'ou
sick, what nukes 'ou walk so queer paps!"
"Hey," he replied, "sick, no, come along Su-

sy, nothing's the matter only these pavements
are sj uneaven itome along." don't
think the pavements unesven, papa, the bricks
is all smjothe to my feet, papa, look here,
hov fltt it is," and the pretty innocent tried
to place her foot on a single brick, hut a aud- -:

den lurch o! her leader drew her roujhty on(
and they passed beyond our view that drun-
ken lather and his little unconciousehild

but soon to awake from the sweet
dreams of childhood to the fear u! life of the
Drunkard's Daughter. PhiU. R'j.

Thiros that abe Course Jtinho.i
will tome, old age will com , aud the dying
bed will come, and the very last look you
shall evercast upon vo ir ut taint a ee will
coine'.iind the agony ol the parting Ureal h Will
come, and the time when you are stretched S

lifeless corpse te'ore the eyes of weeping
' relatives will come, and'h-- ' coffln that is te
enclose you will come, and that hsnr when
the company will rssemble to carry you to the

j churchyard will come, and that m nute when
you are put in the grave will eome, and the
throwing in of the loose earth into the narrow
house where you are laid, and the spreading
ofthe green sod over it all, all will come en
ei ery living creature who now hears me; and
in a few little years the minister who now

, speaks and the people who nut listen, will
be csrried to their long homes, and make
room for another gen 'ration. Now, sll this,

I you know, must and will happen your com-- t;

mon senae and common experience serve W

; convince you of it. Perhaps it may have
. been little thought of in the days of careless

and thoughtless and thank less unconcern
which you have spent hitherto; but I call

b uponytMi to think of it now, to lay it seriously
, to heart, and not longer to trite and deity,
i when tho higTi matters of death .nd jmlgartWt

i ndrternityajMsjUMdj


