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My hushand, *t was as for thee I left
My own, my happy home!

For thee T1aft my cotnge bowoers,
With thooe in joy to roam;

And where ara all the holy vows,
The truthy the love, the trast

That won my heart—~all scavtered now,
And usmpled in the dust,

I'loved theo with o love untold;.
And when I stood beaide

Thy noble form, I joyed 1o think
I was thy chusen bride!

They told me, ere 1 woae thine own,
How sad my lor would bo;

I thought not of the futuie then—
I only thought of thee,

1 left my home, my hoppy home!
A sunny-heatted thing,
Forgetting thot my happiness
A shadowing cloud might bring,
The sunny side of life is gone!
Its shadows only mine;
And tharns are springing in my heart,
Where blogsoms used to twine,

1 do not blame thee for my lot,
I only pry for thee,
That thou may'st from the tempter's power,
(O, joyful thought!) be free;
That thou may'et bend above my grave,
With penitence mncers,
And for the broken-lenrted one

Let full n sober tenr,
e _ _— ______]

From the American Union.

THE DOOM OF THE DESERTER.

BY 1. MANION BTEFHENS.

#Love him! Though my hopes nre blighted!

Thrown like worthless weeds apart,
Seared in soul, nnd lone and slighted,

Love him! yes—with all my heart."

I doe't knvw where I found that quo~
tation. I dou’t know thot itisa quotns
tion! It enme into my loart with the
memory of Annie Cloyville ns [ saw her
before despair had tempted her to the
deep revenge which soon afier, stanled
the regions of the sunny south, Thas
there had been aud wos o mystery and a
gloom nttached to her history,nong could
doubt, who were brought in contast with
lier, yet the real kindnees of her noture,
the harmlees unobtiusiveness of her gen-
eral besrning closed up the door of curi-
osity, and silenced the imputations which
otherwise might have Invaded her chur-
acter,

She had been simply a village girl—
one of those bright, glad things, which nre
found ne where but in the wilds of the
sunny south—at tho timie of my story she
wns an actress!  Tiery, stormy and poes
sionale in her delinention of other’sa sors
row, those who most applanded, linle
thought it wag but a trapscript of her own!
One night she wosmiezing from the Thea-
tre and her home, ‘Then came n story
of wrong end suffering snd revenge—
then the rumor of despair and death, and
the seene closed vpon the lifesdroma of
Anpie Clayville!

It was a night of unutierable beauty—
go the legend runs—when every breath
of air was laden with the fragrance of sum-
mer blossoms, pure in their bloom ne was
the heart of the young bride who sat in
the embrasure of ¢ window, looking down
upon the long reach of hill and dell bath-
ing in the moonlight.

Norah Mailie was the daughter of a
rich banker who liad made it his lhome
amid the splendor of southern scenery,
and as she stood upon the threshold of
womanhood, earth never shrined a fairer
vision of lovliness, or left the taint of
mortality ' upon the spiritswings of a
brighter angel. In her short life, there
had been but one etepping from the child
to womon. She loved—ond that en-
wrapt her whale existenco.

A slight rustle of the curtain stailled
her from her revery, but after & moment’s
pause, thinking hersclf mistaken, she
passed from the room 1o seck the truam
whose long sbsence at such o time she
was disposed to chide. The emile would
have lefther lip, snd the blood hor cheek,
could she have seen the durk eyes that
glared out upon her from the folds of the
opposite window. A sironger conlrast
could not have been found, then between
the youg girl whose step slill echoed in
the eorrider, and the sirange dark woman
whose eyes atill fastened upen the door
through which she had departed,

1¢ the bride was beautiful in her trusts
ing innocence, fearful was the stranger
whose quick convulsive breathings gave
the only sign of animation. The same
moon that showered ita lustre vpon the
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happy girl, was floating in glory sround
the victim of perjury—the snme starlight

|'which glittered around the brow of inno~

cence lell upon (he withered fuco of guilt
and despair! Oh, the oching of that
wronged and slighted heart,  Dear lady!
you who have never been templed, pity
the erriug—for out of all the world they
wrestlo nlone with apgony.

“And for her I she murmered a! length
—“forher! Can she love him as I have
done? 1 hed no home but in his heart,
no future but wae weded to his linppiness!
My lifo, soul, being, were his—my heav~
en wea his presence, my eterily bis
love, and now that [ bave turned from ev-
ery tie of carthly fellowship for hia soke,
he abandons me for o child like that,"

A step was heord to braak the silence
of the hall, and a8 it approgched, the deap
erimson of her cheek tutned to deadly
pallor.

“It is his step,” she whispered, “whe
ghould know it 6o soon na 11"

A flrod of radiance poured into the
room, o8 the door opened to ndmit Austin
Willard,and 28 ho paused for o moment, a
more superb picture of manly beauty
could scarcely be imngened.  Slight but
exquisitely formed, with dark, bright eyes,
and n face besming with health and hnps
piness, no one would have thought his
henrta recepticle of crime, or lis eyos
but minisiers to a guilty soul.

“Norah,” said he, in s rich, musical
voice, which sent the blood back upon the
hientt of the guilty creature who cowered
am'd the eurtning.

God only knows how the sonnd of n
voice once dear to the henrt, must forovs
or linger there like unforgotien muse!
God only knows how the fice we luve
once gnzed upon u affection, is forever
graven upon the tnbleis of memory! nnd
God only knows how we yearn for that
voice, pine for that face, and go down al
fnst to despoir with only memory 1o ligit
our anward pathway to the grave!

A ha!f uttered sob attracted the ats
tention of Austin te the window, and
quick a8 thought he was at the fect of his
victim,

“Norah,” he exclained but no Norah
rogponled. The tall form of Annie Clny~
ville stood like a spectre before him,
“Whot brings you here, Annie," he
gasped, when enabled tu speak,

“To witneas your nuptinls,” she re-
plied. “No fulse priest for her. No
shamelesy vows to be flung aside with
ker, No more onths to be ragistered
ngninst you in eternity. Mine Lo (he
ruin and the shame! I waos poor! Who
cared that be, I thought & priest, wos o
base imposter. Austin, I told you il you
married that girl, I would make one at
the altar. My heart shall not be the on~
ly one broken, snd 8o I give you warn-
ing."

“Annie arc you mad! he exclasimed
in terrar,

“Mad !" she repeated, and her words
were now low and sad. *No, nof mad!
that is pussed! The maduness—the dream
which created it—all is passed now—the
madness of a pure Lenrt which yields
ed up ils warmest wishes for a glos
rious star that glimmered for one moment,
then sunk in eternal darkness! It is ol
past—1'm not mad now !

“Annie, you gave your free consent lo
thia.”

“]My fee concent! and had I not, what
then? My power was pone—my place in
your henrl usurped by another; and yet |
loved you—aoh, you can never dream how
fondly! I would not if I could, retain a
fuith wevering as yours had done! I
might deceive my heart, but not my reas
son, and that hour, when ‘mind and soul
and intellect were n wreck you ehme 1o
me, and oeked mo to emile while you
wrampled vpon my hean! [did as you
say, consent that you should cast ma off
and wed this child, for the love of my life
wag lurned to hate; but I swore in my
misery,that my revenge should be ag deep
as my wrong had been great!"

“Annie is it thus you threaten?" urged
Austin.  * You—-"

“No not me—not Annie, but the de~
mon you have mede her. Ab, who would
have thought that the happy girl in her
cottoge home, whose quick eye followed
the stranger's step, whose untutored heart
pchoed the atrunger’s voice, who loarned
to love the man whom accident hnd sent

for aid—who would have eyer though!

|
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her hand could have been raised ngnist
hie life? Notyou, Austin, or you never
would have wiled her into crime. Not
you, or the simple eountry girl had been
atill lightshenrted and lappy. She loved
you with a. pure love, she trusted you
with a lioly trust, and when she swoke
from her dream 1o u sense of her degra-
dationy when a futher's enrse was ringing
in her enrs, and her mother’s tears burns
ing into her brain, she trned from them
ull, and made her world with you!"

“Annie,” exclaimed 1tlie econscious
stricken man, “I cannot listen 1o your
ravings, What do you require—if mons
G}'—-“

“Money! Can monay give me back
the life | have wasted —my tender parents
—my broken hoant? I'ell you, sochanged
is my nature that I conld see you flutter-
ing from heart to heart—winning wor-
ship n& you won mine, to crush the soul
into datkness, but lo s3e you st the slior
with that gitl—tendering vows which are
mine; giving her o name which belongs
1o me— Austin vou shall not do it!?

WShall not I" ha echoed scornfully.

WAy, shall not!  There is not in the
wide world a heart (o beat for me; not
ona face to look kindly upon mine, and
yet the memory of my utter lonoliness
cannal bring a tenr to my eyes.  Again |
any, you shall not! for as sure as you
atond at the altar with that gitl, so sure
let me tel} you, will it be a signal fora
ttagedy fearful beyond concoption.”

Beflore Austin could have time 1o de~
inin her slie was gone and he alone,

“8he dare nor!" hie muttered, but Lis
foce hoggared nnd pnle, gave the lie 1o
his words. IIe knew Annio wus just
the woman to revenge a wrong and lils
own conscience told him how deap her
wrong had Leen.

Agitated and perplexed, he knew not
whut cousse to pursue, [t was near the
hour fur the nuptinl ceremony, and
his ubsonce” hud slready been eom-
mented upon by the gues's, Nuow
it wos that retribution was vislting the
black sins of hislifo, He had loved An-
nie ng much ag it was possible for him 10
love anything but himsell, but the fear of
the world prevented his making ler the
only reparation in his power, Ilis set
would ridicule him, and her shame and
remorse were nothing to that horrible
bughear. ITis intended marringe, waos
on e part, one of convenience, not ol
love; and the fear of losing her father’s
brond acres, rather than the sbliorrence
of Ler own pure mind, deterred him from
openly confessing the fuet of his intimacy
with Annie, The Actress!

He knew that public sentiment would
uphold him; for when was there anything
tco bad to be believed of an actress!
Tiey may be, and often are, pure minded,
high hearted, noble women, but wio
cored (o defend their cause. There are
no ways of plessaninoss for their lives,
and no paths of pence for the weary foot
travelling upon the road 10 public favor,
and su he knew.

Gushes of music recalled him from tis
unplessnnt revery and proceeded to join
the Lridal party in the chapel. The deep-~
toned organ hed pealed a solemn strain
of davotion, and the aged prieat hud lified
up hig voice in prayer for the happiness
of the young couple whose destinies were
to be forever united, WNothibg now re«
mained but the imposing ceremony of
martiage. Tle last link alone remained,
uand as the bridegroom produced the ting,
a thrill of horior ran through his veins,
for be detected the pale face of Aunie
whiter than the marble against which she
leaned. In desperate haste he sought to
plnce the ring upon the finger of the bride,
but as he raised his hand, the intruder
dashed it aside, snd confionted him with
folded arms.

%1 told you I would be at your wed-
ing,” she mid at length,

“She is wild—mad! he screamed,
Uiake her away "

“Not till my revenge 18 sated!" and
with the words her deserter lay o bleed-
ing corpse ot the altar,

"“You are the csuse—ay you!" she
cried, “you atole him from we, and with
the strength of maduess, she raised the
bride and flung her with violence a senso-
less mass upon her dead husband’s bo-
som,

But why continue the story. [t is still

vividly remombered in the south; where
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they 1ell of the Liorror of the etowd which
nllowed her to escupa—of the insunity of
the widowod bride, and yet there is siill
another leaf to be turned beforo we pan
with Ananie Clayville.

An old man, and a gray-baired woman
sut brooding amid the shadow that even-
ing wus {linging nround their humble dom-
icile. It was the Lirth:day of their only
child, and thnt ¢hild was'on outcuse. N
wonder their hearta lay in shadow. No
wondur their spitits were shrouded
A deep sob broke tlicir silence,
nnd tha child of their sorrow
them—changed, worn,
there.

Don't; don’t toneh me ™ she exeloimod,
shrinking from their owstretched arms.
“Don't touch me—mother! let me dic
hare—here &t your feet, }ending furgives
ness in your der face as [ do now— bui
not there—not in yous arma—not on tlie
bhogom that pillowed mae in innneense,”

“Annie, my boawtiful child! Mine even
in yoursin!
forsnke you,”

41 nm dying mother—dying ! My heant
8 broken, bleeding 10 demth—but 1
couldn’t die away from you, 1 coulduh
hoar 1o be luid in the ground by strange
hands.  No tenrs for me, no prayers in
my buhalf, no blessing on my head. Oh,
motlier you will hear o fenrful story—
sometling of wrong and murder! No not
murdet! he was mine, What elaim had
she to my husbnnd.  Cunld she love hin
ng I did? Would she suffir for him as |
have?  Noy no! He would heve frizanto
death in her arms, so [—I killed Lim
away from her,”

Ilor brain was wandering, nnd with ev-
ary word her voice grow weakoer. Tt wus
plain that reluse wog near, 50 they gnthi-
ercil er upy and laid her upan the bed
where sho had so often slept in innocemt
childiinnd,

#Don’t ery mother,” she murmured,
afier o moment’s pause, *and yel some
eny should waep for my misery.  Futher,
yon used 1o pray for me when [ wasn lit-
tlo child —why did I ever lorget it.  Pray
for me now !

And the old man did pray for lior.—

Never had thoss beautiful wornls, “ Neith

er do 1 condemn thee,” been given with a
stronger foith thyn there at that bed of
death. Ob, that deep abiding fuiti which
strengthens the soul in hours of wildest
grief to lay lold of the promises of
God. Give me the religion of fuith,
whose attendants are charity and mercy,
and [ renounce all claim to erecd in fu-
vor vl those who clioose to grope their
way lo heaven through the door of doubn
nnd despondency. If reason and philoss
ophy must needs deprive me of the trust
{ have in the will and power of Gad, let
me bu ever in the dark, for iny weak mind
could never comprohend the soplistry of
roligion. 1do not defend crime—~God
forbid! but I do believe that true repent-
ance never comes too late!

Bhe was dead! and the law which de~

manded “blood for blood," was satialed.
oo fit of inndnoss, ke hud destroyed him

who had murdered her name and happis
ness, There was no law for thas, no com-
miseration for wrong which never could
be redressed, but had she lived, the gal-
lows of the sunny eouth would have
gronned above a woman’s corpse, and un-
other vietim have swollen the list of legal
murders,

There are many living, who will ree-
ognize the incidents,but na [ have learned,
no near relatives to be sanoyed or pained
at its recital, and ilin their perusal, one
heast bus felt the truth that guilt is its
own avenger, then is the author more

than repaid for lier effurte,
= e

Warer axp Morazs.-- A very slight
declivity suffices 10 give the running mo-
tion to water. Three inches per mile, in
n smooth, airaight ehannel, gives o veloc-
ity of about three miles per hour, Now,
what is truo of water, is equally true of
morals. The best of men only need s
slight push from adversity, to obtain o
downward momentum. Bocareful, there-
fore, how you loso your equilibrium,

gloom,
was beflore
wild, but still

It ig not for n mother tp

Preur against a basty temper. A
spark may set & house on fire; a fit of
passion may cause you to mourn long and
bitterly, Govern your passions, or they
will govern you,

Swurr and sound is the sleep of on

Gems from Alexander Smiflu

TIE TWO FRIENDS,
We two hove moet, like shipn npon the gen.
Who howd an howr's eonversn, so ohort, a0 awoel;
O Hetle noue! and then, swny they spoed
On lonely putin, tirong i mist, nud eloud, and fonm,

Mo oot no moke,
N

A CIIARACTER,
D'llahot you one who might:hova beon an nhiboy
In the olden thime; o large nind portly mnn,
With merey eyed, and erown thnt ahinok ke glnas,
Ko thinwmiled April he, bedept selthy teare,
Dt appled Autumn, goldon.eheeked nmil tan;
A Jeit T ks o’ fesls awaes se erpsted wing.
An if oll tnger for n merry thomght,
Tiie plte of Inughtar dimploin his ehaekn,
Ule spaach I laenrons, pvormore he talke
In & warm, brown, nutumnol siyle,

FAME.
Ab Pamel Pame! Fronal next grandent work to God!
I seok the look of Famel Poor fool—so 1ries
Home lonely wnnderer "inong the denart snndd
By swhois to gain the notlee of the Sphilnx,
Buiring right oa with ealin eternnl eyes.
THE 8EA.

T wew the fitdre siretell
Alldark and bnrren as o ruiny sen’

Thn hrbdagroom son
Tntoying with the whora, Iis wodded hrlde,
And, Inthe falness of fis murriod Joy,
o dorornien her tawny lirow with shalln,
Retirew n wpaco. to see low falr alie Tovks,
M, proud, rang up 1o ki her.

Stxrws or Inun.—We wandcred into
a machine shop yesterday.  Everywhere.
up stais and down stirs, ietelligent
muchines were duwng the work, once
done by thiuking and 1oiling men. 1o
one plrce n ehucklesaeaded uffhir, lovking
like an elephant's frontispiecs, was qiiet-
ly biting bars of coll iron in two, ns il
thiy had heéen so muny onten atrawa,

lu snother place, n fierce little thing,
with n spindle shnped weapon—n sorl of
mechanicul »“Dovil's Darning Needle”—
wis boring sguare holes through sol.d
wooden wheels, tiiree inclies or more in
thickness,

Away there, in o comer, u device,
about vs lurge nod noisy ns o hummings
hird, wag nmusing isell cutting vul pieees
of steel lromn solid plates, as ensily os
children puncture paper patterns with o

]Hll.

All by iwdll, in another ploce, wea o
michine 1hat whistled like n bopiswain,
and rougli boards cume forth, planed and
grooved, finished, ready for o place in
something, somewliere, for somebody.

Everywhero these queer mnchines
were busy, Coing all sorts of things in all
sorts of ways; boring and planing, and
grooving and morticing; lurnivg and
bending, and sharpening and sawing,

Duwn stairs, in o room by itgell; as if
it would be nlune, wo found the grand
mover ol all these maclines,

In a corner, snme distance from tbe
geniug we write of, a fire wos burning,
perhags to keep it “just comfortable,”
and perhaps, not .,

It was very busy—the thing was—
moving an arm of polished sieel, bock-
ward and forword over o [rame, cqually
polished and glinering; as one 1n thought
sitting by o tuble phases Lis fingers 1o and
fro, along tle emooth surfuce of the
mabogany.

We said it was busy, and 8o it was;
busy deing nothing, |t went nowhere;
it hammered nothing, uvlened nothing,
ground nothing, but just passed its pon-
derous arm bockward and forward, Tt
noither ate nor spoke, but there, frum
“early morn to dewy eve,™ it timed (le
il going on, everywhere around snd
shove it

There were indeed, s few men made
of flesh, sixty ur 80, here and there, about
ihe estublishment, furnishing, rather than
doing the wotk,

Thut thing with the iron arm works the
wonder. It will work more.~New York
Tribune.

“I don't sce,” snid Mrs. Partington, as
lke came home fiom school, and threw
his books into one chuir and his jacket
into another, and his cap on the floor,
saying thay he didu’t get the medal; «I
don’t see, dear, why you didn't get the
meddle, fur certainly a more meddlesome
boy I never knew. But no matter; when
the advarsary comes round again you'll
get it What lope there waos in her
rematk for him! Aud he took courage
and one of the old lady’s doughnuts, and
sat wiping his fect on a clean stocking
that the dsme wus preparing to darn,
that lay by her side.— Boston Post.

The man who an away with himealf
was brought up sunding, sgainst a stub-
born fact, and returned to the bosom of
his fomily, satisfied thet oll things ave not

industrious man,

what they ought to be.

—— —

Trmvruaxce.— We swallow tea, go fo
bed, and wurn and toss; keop awake, gat
up, complain of unsirung nerves and
weak digestion, and crawl 10. the doctor,
who shikas his hesd and solemnly. says,
“Tes!™ This ic what e snys: but what
e means, if he knows his biviness, is
“Salts of copper.” “Foraignara,” sy the
Chinese, *!like 10 liave. (beir tea uniform
nnd pretty ;" so they poison, the plant ta
gratily the maihetie tastes of England sad,
America. A Chinese wonld, s soone
thiuk of drinking dried tea, such as wo
duily imbibe, as of speakiog 1he irath to,
lase money by it; but the more gypsum:
and blue he can communicate to the
plant, the higher becomes its value in the.
ayes of the veritable barbarians, and the,
dyeing process aceordingly goes on 1o an
extent actuslly slarmiong.  1n every hun-
dred ponnds of eolored green ten, consu~
med in Eugland, more than haif & pound
of eoloring, hlue und gypeum, is contain.
ed. The fact is now made known 1o the
British public for the first time; yol, ac-
carding 1o the. best accounts, the lueras
tive dycing trade, is not decreasing in
the Culestial Bwpira. - I'he Chinose may
cosily regard us with pity and contempt,
as the couts of our stomachs: may: well
rebel ngninst the invusion of so. much
minerul trash,  Our venerable ancestors,
the ancieut. Britons, lived upon acorns,
and we, who wke 1wrde with the lord
mnyor, sile at their lamentable ignogs
unce, Inone regpect, however, the laagh
is agningt us, ‘They painted their slomm
ncha blue, and used 1he colour outside.
We adorn our too, but stupidly per-

furm the beaotiful operation wuhm.ulq'q
don Times, e

_
Grarrrune —Gratitode is a more heny-
euly feeling than luve—Nhecanse it is ot
onee not only the one solitary, unsophis.
ticated exposition of human nature, bug
the lighest munifestation of human sen-
ument, It eomprises all the others, As
Milton snyd, “a gratedul mind-mever pays
—ilis always owing,” A kindness ie-
cewved has fastencd itselfin the memg
jurt ns oo island s fastened amid’ ‘?q
ocenn;and altliough the waves snd winds
of foriune beat and war against it, the
firmsses earth itself, is'not firmer. Love
requires sustenance, It mpst be retyrn-
ed, or, like o fire unsupplied with fuel, it
barng itsell ont,  Gratiiude never dies —
if itever did, there would be litle coles-
tial light in' the universe. But it is not
every person who can be grateful, * I ia
only the finest organizations (hat ave sus-
ceplible of the fecling. The chord is
too delieste, for the sordid soul of the
sordid man, or womay, Ivis the lest
flower of Eden lef on earth, and it only
blooms in the sunny atmosphere of kind-
ly desires, puro omotions, and generous
aspirutions. Giving overything and taking
aothing Lot tho sweet theill of sotisfoc-
tion at baving done right, it wrns all it
touclics to gold—the gold of the evers

lusting life.
e ot ool o8

Tiie Imypasvranee. —Time i3 im-
mensirb'e. The light that gleams upon
us, with feeble lustre, from the immova-
ble sturs of heaven, have Lieen thousands
of years on its way, Some of the for-
malions which constitule the crust of the
enrth, to o depli of many fathoms, ars
composed merely of the remains of ani-
maleulue, which must have Leen millions
of yesrs nccumulating. T mention an
example—Triboli stone is formed of ex-
quisite little shells, 8o minute sad &0
minute and so numberless, that a eube of
one tenth of an inch is said 1o coftain
500,000 individuals, The chalk beds
lisve vecumulated from the excroment of
fish; and tho Numilitic imesiotie, which
hog furnished the imperishable blogk of
the Pyramide of Egypt, is a concrelion
of small shelle, chanbered with the most
perfect symmenry, and deéposited in 1he
course of innumersble ages. What fliﬁ
then, to say, in the devont words of the
Psalmist, that a thousand yousrs are’ es
tecmed by the Deity as but one day? —
In ‘comparison with the vast poriod of
geological time, o thousand yenrs tre u
notking ! '

By the laws ul' 'I"uir.n;. apd tplln.u;‘-
Eastern nations, the Consulotce therpin
may receiva noder their protection strap:

gers and sojourners whose: religion and
social manners do not ium.iim tn'l; Uu;
religion and mauners of those countries,




