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Oft Ure heard a gentle mother,
As the twilight hours began,
with a son of duty,
Urging him to be & man.
But unto her blue-syed daughter,
with love’s words quite as ready,
Points she out this other duty,
"m"hhhl“’-"

What's u lady? Is it something
Made of heopsand silks and wirs,

Used to decoraté the parior,

' Like the fancy rugs and chairs?

Is it ope who wastes on novels
Every feeling that is baman ¥

1f "tis this to bea Iady,
"Tis not this to be s woman.

Mother, then, unto your daughter
Speak of something higher far,
Than to be mere fashion's lady—
“ Woman," is the brighter star.
I ye, in your strong affection,
Urge your son to be & true man,
Urge your danghter no less strongly.
To arise and be a woman.

Yes, 8 woman—brightest model
-Of that high and perfect beauty,
Where the mind, and soul, and body
Blend to work out life's great duty—
Be s woman—naught is higher
On the gilded list of fame ;
On the catalogue of virtue
There's no brighter, holier name.

Be a woman—aon fo duty,

Rise the world from all that’s low,
Place high in the social heaven

Virtue's fair and radisat bow !
Lend thy influence to each effort

That shall raisc our nature’s haman ;
Be not fashion’s gilded lady,

Be o brave whole-souled, true woman.

e E————

From the Waverly Magazine,
The Fortunate Loss.
OR, THE REWARD OF HONESTY.

BY HARRY NANTLAND,

“ That will do, I think,” soliloquized
Frank Stanley, it will not do to be too
explicit; and then if it belongs to a
poor person, & short advertisement will
not cost them as much as a longer one;”
and he read,—

Forsn—* A ':mnll sum of money, which ﬁ::
Tt Doy, 6 Palis Rveamr o

Then he rang a bell and handed it
to the servant, who appeared to answer
his summons, with instructions to earry
it to the office of the Ferald, and have
it inserted three times.

Frank Stanley had ounly recently

rty, by the death of a bachelor
lmcic, \z-hm;e last words to his nephew
were, “ take the property, my boy ; I've
willed it all to you; live comfortable,
don’t spend it too freely; and above
all things, never get married.”

Now, committing matrimony was
something that had bardly entered
Frank's head ; but his uncle was not in
his tomb one month before he, wonder-
ing why his uncle should have made
guch a desire as that, had wondered if
it was not better for man to be married?
then he began to think that he should
rather like matrimony ; and, finally, he
decided that he would make Mrs. Frank
Stanley of the first lady whom he should
like well enongh,—that is, if he could
gain her consent.

Frank’s means, until since the de-
cease of his uncle, had been very limit-
ed ; and although he was of good fam-
ily, and was possessed of a good educa-
tion, fine accomplishments, and pleasing
manners, yet he was not considered a
“good catch™ bg managing nAmmas
with marriageable daughter’s ; there-
fore he had received but few invitations
to their soirees ; and, at the few which
he had attended, he noticed that he
was by no means a great favorite with
the ladies ; so he became disgusted with
female society, more especially that
which iz ealled fuhionubl‘;? nni if his
wealthy uncle had advised him then to
remain & bachelor, he would readily
have promised to, and would have de-
voted his life to his books,

Frank 1?: én et::t;;‘ay inclined to dis-

ipation ; he the company of
m:;g men more than I:edl;d {hm‘.
of fashionable younﬁ ladies ; and all
their efforts to inveigle him into their
mode of life, ed fruitless, But
since he had become a man of

some dozen
lite-worded re-
dﬂ;r the wnde:}
; and he thought
of each and every one, and
‘wondered if there was one among the
fair dozen who would contribute to

would
the inditer of

) wondered until he
tired of thinking and wondering ; then
he took his hat and cane and walked
out in order to change the channel of
his thoughts, As he walked down the
broad avenme, musing on the easiest
way to relieve his mind of this trouble-

jeet, his fellupona
Serict | through the meah::?f whi gm

e |

shining ; his meditations were

|brought to an abrupt termination, as

he picked the up ; he immediatel
e s
3 Armnvy 13 id th
. 'mtablemd _" t.o.i'
to find the owner; as a
course he decided to adver-

come into the possession of a large P

a portmonaie containing about five dol-
lars, some wallets with from ten to
thirty ; others had dropped purses with
threzorfourdoﬂam inr.henr; one gen-
tleman had lost & roll of bhank-bills;
quite a number had dropped bills, some
ten, some five, some three, some two
dollars, and some one ; one ymmF girl
eame who hoped Mr. Stanley had found
the quarter that sh& lol:: down one of
the gratings on Washington street,
abougrtwog'weeks before ;gr;ul an old

man just dropped'in to see if it was the
half~dime that he had dro in the
omnibus that morning. 1 of these

callers the servant to show to the
door disappointed,

The next morning Frank had dis-
missed some dozen applicants for the
found treasure, when an Irishman was
shown into the room; without remov-
ing his apology for a hat, he exclaimed,
“well man, dear, let me have my dol-
lar and a half, and T’ll trate ye to whis-
key for yer honesty.” When told that
it was more than a dollar and a half
that was found, he desired to know the
amount ; this Frank very properly ré-
fused to tell, wherempon the visitor
became saucy, calling Frank an “old
cheat,” and threatened to pound him if
he did not give the money up, and
finally vowing that he would sue him
for an imposter. Frank had just rang
his bell to have his servant remove the
man, when the door-bell rung, and the
porter showed in a young lady.

She was a very pretty young lady,
and, somehow, Frank received an im-
pression that she must be as good as
she was pretty; and he almost blushed
as herose to receive her, and say, “good
morning.”

“1 called,” she said, “to sec if the
money which you have advertised is
mine.”

“ Could you deseribe your property 2"
asked Stanley.

“ Yes, sir, there was fifty dollars, all
in gold ; one eagle, three half eagles,
six quarter eagles, onc three dollar
picce, and seven gold dollars; it was
all in a faded, green silk, net purse, and
my name, ‘Mary Edmands," was on
the inside, near the month ; T dropped
it yesterday morning about ten o‘crocl:,
somewhere between the residence of
Mr. Ralton and No.— T

“This, then, must be your money ; 1
found it not a dozen rods from Mr.
Ralton’s hounse,” and he handed ler the
urse,

“Oh I am so glad,” she eried ; “and
80 will mother be, for we never expect-

ed tofindit. Mother thought it useless [the bell of a neighboring church rang
to call upon you, as you advertised it| the hour of noon 8 loud as to call
as a small sum; but, as I was on my |Stanley to a sense of daty.

way to Mr. Ralton’s, I thought that
there could be no harm in calling. It
probably seems a larger amount to us
than it does to you, as it is all we have,
and I have been all winter earning it.”

All winter earning it! and Frank
was astonished, “are yon employed at
Mer. Ralton's #” he inquired.

“Yes, sir. I have been making
shirts for Mr. Ralton, and doing other
sewing."”

Making shirts for Mr. Ralton, thonght
Stanley ; and he was again surprised,
for Rose Ralton had boasted to him,
only a few days before, that she made
all her father's shirts, and that she had
made him two dozen during the winter,
besides doing other needle-work.

“ And how many shirts have you
madefor the Ralton’s " inquired Frank,
inelined to unravel this mystery.

* A dozen pair, sir.”

“ Has Miss Ralton assisted you?”

“ No, sir.”

“1 presume she makes the anti-
macassars and the lamp-rests.”

“No, sir; I did them all, and have
engaged to make another lamp-rest for
her, which she wishes to present to a
friend,”

“Ah, T understand it now,” said
Frank, in an under tone; Miss Ralton
had promised to work him a lamp-rest
similar to one that he had admired in
her parlor; she was trying to eatch him
by a pretence of industry, by claiming
Ot'l:f{a s handiwork as her own.

ve you a permanent engagement?”
he in uia?;d, ag:uptly.

“ 0, gir.”

“Then I wish you to make some

. | shirts for me.”

“1 should be happy to after I have
fulfilled my engagement with Miss
Ralton.”

“ But I-cannot wait; what does Mr.
Ralton pa‘f fou for making .shirts #”

“Two dollars a pair.”

“Well, I will pay you four dollars a

ir, and for other work in proportion.

will give you work for a year, and

ou § make this house {?r home.

will introduce you to m nsekeep-
er:"” and he pulled the bell-cord.

“But I should prefer rcturning to
my mother every evening, as she isan
invalid.”

“ Where does she live ?”

“ At L—— street.”

“Tell Jobn to bring the

round to the door as soon as possil

said Frank to the servant, who had

answered the bell. Then turning to
the astonished Mary Edmands, he said,

“Twill goto your mother's with you,

it you have no objections.”

! had scarcely got over her sur-
rise when the earriage drove up to the
oor, As she and Frank descended the

JIII: ing the door. G

morning, Frank,
snid, her face all smiles. “ You must
not steal away my seamstress before
she has finished her eng

el
us ;" and she lang '"m’:u?&

street.” | her seat at the instrument and sang, in

merely a confidential adviser 7 asked
Miss ﬁalmn, sarcastieally.

“I hope to have the honor of being
both at a future day,” replied Frank,
quietly, He handed Mary into the
carriage with as much esee as though
she were a titled lady; and springing
in beside her, they drove off, leaving
Rose upon the side-walk, surprised and
chagrined.

Upon their way to L—— street,
neither one spoke, so I will take the
ﬁﬂportunity to inform my reader that

ry, an only child, had lost her father

five years before ; he left her nothing
but a good edueation and an invalid
mother,

She had attempted tgachin‘z
several times, but she was unsuccessful;
for, although she was a finé scholar, she
was too quiet, top clever; too geod-
natured for an i ctor; so, to sup-
port herself and mother, she had re-
source to her needle.

It was before one of the many
“ model houses,” 80 ealled,—which are
one of the Boston notions—and a very

ood notion they are, too,—where

rapk’s carringe Stopped. Up. two

air of stairs were the rooms of Mrs.

dmands and her danghter ; into these
he was shown, or, rather, into one of
them, a very neatly furnished parlor.
In one corner stood s piano, and over
it was suspended a guitar; in another
stood a what-not, upon which were a
few of the standard poets, two volumes
of a late novel, a fresh cut magazine, a
work basket, a portfolio of sheet musie,
and very few other articles; upon the
walls hung works of Mary’s pencil ; and
everything in and about the apartment
bore signs of ease and comfort, which
might have been looked for in vain in
houses of greater pretensions.

“ Yon play, then ;" remarked Frank
to Mary, after he had been introduced
to her mother; and his eyes for the
third time rested upon the piano.

“Yes, sir, [ am very fond of musie,
when. 1 can devote my time to it; but
I find little time for practice new.”

“ Do you sing

“In my way.”

“Will you favor me with this #” and
Frank took up * Gentle Annie,” which
lay upon the piano.

“With pleasure;” and Xlary took

fine taste, first the piece asked for, then
another piece which Frank wished to
hear; then they sang a duett, then
Frank sang a comic song with good
effect ; and there is no telling how much
longer the would have sung, had not

He apolo-
ized for detaining them so long, but
1e had really forgetten himeelf in snch

excellent company, He then informed

them of his uncle’s death, the advice
and property he left to him, his posses- |
sion of the property, and his doubts in
regard to the advice; of Miss Ralton’s
deception in claiming Mary’s needle-
work as her own, of his thonghts of
marrying, and of his thoughts of her
and one or two fashionable young ladies
the morning that he found the purse.

He then invited Mary and her mother

to make his honse their home for a|

year, at least; there Mary could find
time to devote to her musie, her draw- |

ing, and her books; and if, upon a

riper acquaintance, they were mutually |

Elcasod, he should be happy to make|
er Mrs. Stanley. |

Need I tell my readers that Mrs.
Edmands was surprised ? all my other
characters have been in their turn, why
should not she? Frank Was surpriced
when he learned that Rose Ralton did
not met those anti-maccassars; Mary,
when Frank expressed his determina-
tion to wisit her mother, and Miss Ral-
ton, when she saw him hand her seam-
stress into his earriage with so much
grace ; now,. as it is nothing more than
right that Mrs. Edmands should take
her turn, dear reader; please consider
her surprise,

Notwithstanding her surprise, the
more Mrs. Edmands thought of Frank’s
offery the more she was inclined to ac-
cept ity and it was but a few weeks ere
they were both domiciled bepeath the
roof of Stanley Hall. A large room,
with windows facing to the south, was
assigned to Mre, Edmands; the walls
hung with Mary's drawings, and her
gnrlar furnitnre was here; in a recess

a window Frank had placed an arm-
chair, and to thisroom and he
came every, afternoon and , played,
and sung to her mother ; was she not

a happy mother? Her health had im-

proved very much, and she often rides

out with ry and Frank. 9

. = ® #

Last night there was a wedding at
Stanley Hall. Mary Edminds is no
more ; s they stood before the man
of God, and.she vowed to love, honor
and obey, Frank forgot alike Rose Ral-
ton and her fibs, the advice of his
uncle. Mrs. Edmands- thinks it was a
most fortunate loss when Mary drop
that purse; but Frank always inter-
rupts, by reminding her of the loss to
him if he had failed to advertise it!

il o din

£ A man who sold m
the hall of the Chisago'} pom’not
agreeing with Mr, i man on the
B tay, B destst s i

day, has received notice 1o quit.
The pop-corn individual must be ann-
chanan-Lecompton-Démocrat. Ttis ex-
ceedingly ﬂer' that he should be of
this faith ;

A, THORSDA

Country Notes. )

“ He resps the bearded st
Pyl e
How many there are, that in their
?10 for the flowers, altogether
orget grain. The grandest bon-
g::: in the world was not culled by a

ist’s fi in a conservatory, for
it is a well-bound sheaf of ripened
wheat.

Set nr in the field, and gilded with
such gold as lines the buttere what
fluted column wasever so fair? What

richness there is in its beaded eapital ;
what Corinthian grace in its corved
entablature ; how hke a gigantic flower,
it seems, that grickened by some genial
sun, expands its yellow disc to-day.

Rear a rural temple unto Ceres, and
let the column be crowned with “ conn-
terfeit presentments” of full sheaves,
and what had Greece or
could be fairer to look upon

A gentleman who honors ns with his
friendship, sowed a field with wheat,
in front of his snmmer honse, not for
the sake of the Jushels but the beauty.
And it is a royal lnxury thus to be able
to sow wheat for the return it shall
make to the admiring eyes ; to be bereft
of the perilous gift of “second sight”
that looks through all that beanty, as
through a veil of gossamer, at the zold-
en garner, the plethoric bag, and the
snowy wealth of floar,

Think how, earlier than the blue bird
and the violet, it shows green cu the
dark earth, and bravely fringes the
decaying drifts ; remember what phases
of beauty, there are, between the bright
grassy field, and the rustling ranks of
zold; what sunlight walks, like its
Maker, on this sea and is not whelmed;
what clonds drag their shadowy an-
chor over the Learded heads, a myriad-
million strong; how it rolls its yellow
surges in the wind like billows at sun-
riso, r

And how noiselessly it puts its glory
on ; by what imperceptible tonches, do
blade and stalk and head, alonz the
broad sweep of the prairie, and the

aceful swell of the hill, bresk and un-

ulate in gold !

Such a field is waiving before nsnow,
rich and strong with promise; the tips
of the spears are not yet tonched with
the yellow noon that lingers till reapers
begin to sing, but there is nothing in
all the landscape half so beautiful,

“ Ruth no longer hauntsthe pastures,
Sobs no more amid the corn,
Follows not the other reapers,
Through the dewy fields of morn,”
But Beauty is the Ruth of our modern
fields, and though Boaz is gathered to
his fathers, yet may
# —— the master love to linger,
Looking backward o'er the plain,
Beeing there a sweeter treasure,
Than the summer-scented grain.™
Why should the reaper prize the beanty
less than the berry, because he toils for
the one, and the other is his for nothing?

By and by, the binders will follow
the cradlers, and girdle the sheaves
with a yellow zone; by and by, the
dumb reaper will move like a whirl-
wind, and leave the golden drifis in its

[ wake; the ground squirrel will unroll

its striped ribbon of a back, as it flashes
along the angles of the fence, and ¢laim
a kernel from the rustling harvest; the
birds will sit upon the swinging blades
and take the httle price for their sum-
mer'ssong. And as the Jewish maiden
is not there, many a master of the field
will say,
“Let them gleam among the shoaves,""

It is wonderful to think that the little
grass we call wheat, is the staff that
life leans upon and grows strong ; that
what we make of it was deemed worthy
a I:Ince in that petition of the Lord of
Glory, for every best thing that is worth
a prayer, and against every evil that
deserves a fear: “ give us, this day,
our daily bread;” that the least of all
the grains of the earth should furnish
forth the tables of more than half the
world !

A strong-box bound withiron hands,
would have been man’s way of securing
this precions kernel from all harmn;
such is not Nature's plan, but a slender
stem and a filmy hosk instead. Tt

gs and ripens in a hostile world;

e enger air; the tattered, heggar-
K winter - with its keen demands;

e beetle’s long-nosed cousin, the
weevil ; “rust™ that dims the grain’s
fine gnfrl ; rain that beats it down irto
a matted bed of rich, laxuriant death;
with these and many more for foes, how
rank and green it grows from year to
year, quickens the merry play o{?&il_s,
the pulses of the murmuring mill, the
E'rmfnl throbbing of unnombered

earts.

Paree -¥rox BEET-ROOT.—A new
material fo::pnlmr is aaid to have been
discovered in the fibre of the beet-root
which remains after sugar-making and
distillation, It is twenty per cent.
cheaper than common paper, and has
been used in cartridges at Woolwich
arsenal. It is to.be introduced in this
country,

— e i

45" Tell me ye restless winds, that
round my pathway roar, do ye not
know some guiet spot where hoo

worn no more ? some island or some |MED

cave where girls ean walk three abreas
along. the village pave? luuk
winds hissed around m.- and sigh-

ing answered, “nary place,’

Y, JULY |,

grace, that | gifts.

158

From the Chicago Journal.
How we fall Asleep, and how we Wake.

Men generally, neither fall
nor wake up all at once, bat by
ments ; the aroused sens:s do not obey
the reveille with uniform alaerity, and
they fall into the liuquh%h s
company of militia, S

A man not quite awake, is composed
of, lers, it we may say itis
only when the order, “ close I;of" has
heen obeyed, that he becomes a com-
pact integer. There are who
never wake ull over; they constitute a
sort of vulgar fraction of ¥arying values:
some are expressed by 2-3; otge are
9-10,-and & few are finished 1.

We never wonder that “ He
His beloved sleep,” should have
deemed w of sacred
next to life, it is the most beautiful of
ifts. There is nothing more pleasant
to look at, than ealm 1 sleep;
po dreams to mutter in; no halfsmoul-
dering passions to e up anew ; the
hard lines of the face all softened ; the
knotted muscles relaxed ; the lips ajar;
the life going sofily to and fro; the
Curfew has been rung in the soal, and
the fires are covered for the night.

We have heard men !ruy that they
might not pass from sleep to death;
they would be broad awsake for the
journey; their faculties alert; their
thoughts rallied, like soldiers at beat of’
drom. But this is not a wuniversal
choice; we do not know, any night of
the vear precisely for whom we are
disrobing ; the Brothers are so much
alike, that many a mother has bent

in her heart,

“We thought her dying when she alept,

And sleeping when the died.”
Sleep is the narrowest Isthmus between
two worlds, and just there the transit
must be brief; a Sabbath-day’s journey
or so, from Earth to Paradise,

There are two things that sadly mar
the beauty of sleep sometimes: leaving
the door open to the—stomach, and
snoring. We like the Belvic word bet-
ter—snorken ; there is character in it,
not retained in the smoother term we
use. Itis a grating of rusty machinery,
a creaking of unlubricated hinges, a
family of sneezes, a kennel of barkings.
Think of repose as full of growls asa
tiger-jungle !

Not every one that closes his
knows how to go to sleep.. How o
a mand kindles a great fire in his heart,
overturns a whole hive of busy thonghts
in his brain, invokes the * swceet re-
storer” and retires! He beats his pil-|
low as if it were an anvil; he turns like
the nine-acre giant with monntains for
counterpanes ; he is spitted like a goose
before a flamne of his own making ; he
plays Macbeth, and murders sleep.
And when yon meet him in themorning,
he is like a sword witout a scabbard ;
forever exrooed, the hungry air has
eaten its edge, and slo v combustion has
rusted out the worl “power,” once
traced upon the blale, as no service
could have done. We wish, when we
look at him, that he had fancied he
would be hanged to-d v, for then, if we
may believe the tarn%eys, he would
have slept soundly last night, Ifa man
heeds the injunction, * take no thonght
for the morrow,” but once in twenty-
four honrs, 1ot it be wh *n he is about to
sleep ; let his plans end with the ended
day ; his plongh left in the furrow, as
when men are summoned .to battle ; so
lmi he slumber as if’ he were abont to
be hanged !

The process of going to sleep is like
a pleasant lapse down a dreary river.
One has no use of his head, and the
muscles have a holiday; we all nod,
from Homer down, like so many Man-
darins. The eyes close; “there is n~
speculation” in - them. "he olfactory
nerve transmits no message; we can-
not tell A bognet from a button, The
B:lata grows dall ; l:;picu. and shavings

ve equal savor. “The danghters of
music are bronght low;” they do not
rise up at the elink of gold. *““The un-
ruly member” holds out the longest, but
at it dies away in a murmur, and
the man. is asleep all over. One after
another, his vigilant sentries have
Kielded and sunk down at their posts;

is mind has retired into its inner sane-
tuary, or has gone abroad arrayed ina
white dream. Now mark how salu
the difference; if’ it comes back with
gib n'ev:r day, why, it is pothing bnt
3 if it never returps, we give it the
nlﬁ of Death, - it
dYourmppe‘ r; who catches little winks
e

e

ble in a witch’s ealdron, but onl
clined upon the pillow,
#Gaiiton, Wit

it ia. pleasant to see, in
pillow; a little matrice j
den bowl”

;

for

over the couch, with the poet’s doubt | Lad

, enyies him who sleeps like a | g

SR

until of the last it shall be said=*
ﬁamrflnl::r," oy

* Night'saweet m.“ '
Murworing like s noontidebee,” -
has reversed more _ s than all
the courts of the world ; out life's
poor Julian year, many a rich and
ripening dn'l,o:nd'm“iu harvest
:::a.-m. ghts, and yet are bind-

e

into sheaves,

men who
npi;'n”ﬂihmﬁrzm. .
kil .
when we wish wgeésm‘mo
. castles—

the

the j=

times, like a calash top ; the eyes

the man has awuhn:? m
and at last, he is all dmb, ﬂﬁh-

Tt
jected from a catapult; butsuch m
Nature’s way, upon the

order of her g:ing," sad very seldom

goes “ at once. %
programme there for

dawning day : the dimmest tint of lig

the faintest finsh of rose, the least.

how beautifal are the

M -
Elnm in of gold; ivis sunrise at
last, and the day was worth waiting

for. -
Despite the old rhyme4hat has
ted down to us like a
panunier of wisdom, “early to bed and
early to rise "—we
morning made of tallow
fancy for a whale-sil dawny or
ene n;;m To blunder
es by candle-light,before
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