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" THE OLD TURNPIKE.

We bear no more the clanging hoof,
And the stage-coach ratiling by ;

For the steam king rales the traveled wrid,
And the old pike's left to die.

The grass ereeps o'er the flinty path,
And the stealthy daisies steal

Where onee the stage horse, day by day
Lifted his iron beel.

No more the weary gtager dreadaz
The toil of the coming morn;
No more the bustling landlord runs
At the sound of the echoing horn;
For the dust lies still upon the road,
And bright-eyed children play
Where onee the clattering hoof end whes
Rattled along tho way.

No more we hear the cracking whip,
Or the strong wheel's rumbling sound;
And. ah, the water drives us on,
And an iron horse iz found?
I'he éoach stands rustling in the yard,
And the horse has sought the plough ;
We have spanned the earth with an irou 1il,
And the steam king rules us now !

The old turnpike isa pike no more,
Wide open stands the gate ;

We have made us a road for our horse to strla
Which we ride at a flying rate; [hls,

We have filt'd up the wvalleys and level’d ho
And tunpeled the mountain side;

And round the rough erag’s dizay verge
Fearlessiy onward we ride!

On—on—with a haughty front®
A pufi. a shriek, and a bournd ;
While the tardy echoes wake too late
To babbie back the sound ;
And the eld pike road 4= left alone,
And the stagers se¢k the plow;
We have cireled the earth with aniron rafl,
And the steom-king rules us now.

' THE LILY OF THE VALLEY.

<\ hat an angel!”—¢Say rather a lily of the
valley !*? )

The speakers were {wo young sporismen in
the Highlands of Scotland, who, wearied by a
lonz day’s shooting, were approaching a hill
side :‘[llt;ng. fumous in that wild district for the
coldness and pureness of its waters. They had
just reached the brow of the elevation over-

ty. sitting by the spring, drew these gjaculations
from them in succession. As ‘hey spoke thes

pearance.

! has a mother, or one_ dearer still!

looking the roral fountain, when the sight of a
voung girl, in the first blush of womanly beau-

stopped, by a common inpulse to maze onthe
fair vision a moment before it should be dissi-
pated, which they Enew it wounidon theirap-

while his friend, kneeling on one knee, sup-
ported the head of the sufferer.  Tmmediately
that the sportsman saw the girl was watehing
him, he shouted and waved his arm for help.

When was woman’s ear cver deal™to the call
of suffering? The timid Scoflish maiden, who
but a moment before was on the point of fiying,
now turned and began to ascend the hill-side,
fleet and graceful as a young doe.

“My poor friend,” said the sporisman, po-
litely dofliing his hat as she approached, shag
met with an unfortunate aceident, and I do not
know what to do, or where to bear him.”?

A deep blush dyed the girl’s cheek as sho
encountered the gaze of a stranger, but it pas-
sed off immediately, and with a presence of
mind worthy of one older, she stooped down to
see if the wounded man was dead.

The face she beheld was as handsome a man-
Iy countenance as the sun ever shone upon;
and perhaps she thought so, for the blush again
came to her check. The features were cast in
a lofty, almost heroic mould, and were indica-
tive of a character at once firm and elevated,
a something above the mere fine gentleman,
which was evidently his social rank.

«He breathes still,”” she =aid, as she Lroke
ofl a delicate leaf from one of her lillies and
held it to bis nostril; and looking at his com-
panion she continued, ¢do you think you
could carry him to the spring?”?

The sportsman answered by carefully lifting
his friend up in his arms and bearing him down
the hill-side, tho young girl fiollowing.

“Place him here,” she said pointing to the
slightly eclevated bank, <«and lean his head
against the rock. Everything,”” she continn-
ed, “now depends on you getling a surgcon
soon. If you will follow that path to your
right around the turn of the hill, you will find
our cabin. There is a pony there which you
can take, and ride to the little town of Aber-
neiby, some five miles off, where, fortanately,
a surgeon may be had. At the cabin you will |
find a shepherd or two—tell them to bring me |

some bed-clothes and a seitee, on whieh to car- |

ry your friend to the house. It is an humble
place, but better than the hill side. By the
time you get back with the surgeon we shall
have your friend in a comfortuble bed, and I r
hope doing better.”?

When he had vanished around the hill the
young girl took some water in her hands, and
bathed the face of the wounded man. But he
still lay insensible. Aftor having persisted in
Prog 4o Ul e a dlewoy WITHUILL Y STETS 2
life being perceptible, the tears Legan to fall
thick and fast from her lovely eyes

¢cAlas,” she said, <<he is dead! What if he

And yet
but half an hour ago he was in the full strength
of health and manhood. It cannot he—1I have
hcard,’” she continued, cagerly, as il a sudden
thought had struck'her, and she began to open
iis vest to get at the wound, «“that my grand-

P . o P e Blood coagala-
iire died at Culloden from the blood coag | sndAo0ks”

ing in the wound, when, if a surgeon had |
een by, he might have been saved.
tiis should be the case here ¥

She had by this time bared sufficient of his
prson to get at the orifice of the wound. The

dirk gore had almosi stilfened aboutit. She
| zosed at it an instant, the tears falling fast in

winanly sympathy, and then o sudden idea
saemaed to strike her and
tenlerly approachingz the wound, coramenced
wiling away tho con soealed blood. She had
oy ocen 1oug, cupsged in her task ol merey

She stocped down,

M-Lx;f: day, when Helen followed him out of

The voung girl was sitting on alow "’fk t}m_t
rose b_v: the side of the founiain, her dimpled
«lbow resting on the -cliff; and her head lean-
ing on her hand. The attitude was f)ne of n:t.-
ture’s own choosing, and graceful in the ex-
treme, as all sueh —careless postures are. ’.l‘hc
figure of the maiden was slight and sylph-hke',
vet exquisitely proportioned ; nor conlq Canova
have modelled a bust of more undulating out-
line, or arounder and fairer arm.

"é-\.‘f, was I not right #°” said the last -of the
two speakers, in a whisper to his companion.—
«:She hag been gathering lillies; there are some
«till in her hand, and a bunch nestles in her l-m-
som, but only to be outvied by the. purity
around it."”

«Yes, Duncan, she is more than An angel—
she is a peerless Scottish lass—a lily of the
vallow indood. What & pity S0 much beauty
w oble born!™’
l‘ai';ﬁit:‘!" replied his companion, impatient-
1y ; “Burns says—

v The raunk is but the guinoa stamp,

The man’s the gowd for a’ that; .
and, to my thinking, a lovely woman is a bfrrn
countess, at least, if she has graces of mmg
equal to those of person. But let n.'-. descend.

He had been leaning carelesson his gun a-sha
spoke, and now, preparatory (o proceeding,
threw it on his shoulder. Unfortunately .t-hc
trigger had caught in a bramble, and t.-ht! piece
went off, lodging its contents in his side. He
staggard and fell. ]

«(io0d heavens!” eried his ecompanion,
springing to his essistance, and lifting the
wounded man up.  ¢“Are you killed? “Do you
hear me, Donald? Merciful Father!”” he ex-
claimed, as he saw nosign of life in his friend,”
what shall we do? Ha is dead or dying, and no
aid to be had for miles!”

The young girl we have described had bheen
buried in a profound reverie, but at the report
of the gun she started like a frightened bird,
looking wildly around to seé whence it pro-
ceeded. In a moment she caught sight of the

when the wounded man stirred, and opening

his eycs fized them carnestly npon her.
£he started from her knecling post ur,v.#_o\'-
erd with beautiful For a ile |
the :ense of maidenly shame cven overeame
her iy at his recovery, and she could not meet
his gze,

«“Whare am I?°? he inquired, for his memo-
ry watyet vague. < What spirit from heaven
are ym? Ah! ¥ remember—my gun went off.
But Wiere js Harry 77 '

The oung girl had now in a2 Measure recov-
ered fren her embarrassment. <1 you meant
your frind,’* she said, half timidly, and ina
a voice g sounded to the ears of the sufferer
inexpressoly sweet, s“he 18 gone for a surgeoin.
I have conented to watch by you till some
shepherds e to carry you to our cabin.—
«And here thy come, Heaven be blessed !
she exclaimet clasping her hands, equally
glad to coneludy this embarrassing tefe-a-lete
and to sec the Wypded man placed in a situa-
tion of more comiyyt,

«Heaven bless Y& 172 gaid the sufferer, with
emphasis, giving hery 1ook which brought the
blusheg again to her Cyntenance. ¢ You have
saved my life. :

In a few moments the' gunded man was pla-
ced upon a settee brough by (he shepherds,
and the little cavalcade weled jts way toward
the cabin. The maiden wah.:d lust, and by her
side stalked sadly the twodoy of the sufferer;
and the dumb animals, with & tpge almost hu-
man, as if appreciating her Kipess to their
master, looked up aﬂ'ectionnwly;‘nm her face
every few steps.

The cabin was like those exilt—lng terywhem
in the Highlands—a rude but cheerfh habita-
tion, but was both larger than usual, ah gdorn-
ed with more taste inside. The wounde pap,
as he was borne into an inner chamby, ¢
which the house had apparently at leasty,

confusion.

returned, bringing with kim the surgeon, who
vas closcted with his patient for more than an
hour, and when he came forth the young girl
was still awake, silting anxiousiy by the fire,
it company with a mid@le-aged wonian, the
Wie of one of the shepherds.

“Oh, Miss Helen,’” said the old surgeon, an-
svering the inquiry of her eves, “vou have
sved the life of as braw a lad as ever shot a
Nuir-cock gr stalked a red deer. T know all
wout it, yclgr_'e, lassie;™ then sceing that elen
wis ready to ery with sheer vexation, he con-
thued, «but it’s in the blaid, it’s in the bluid;
yecame of a gencrousand gallant race,” and
hepatted her head as a father would that of a
fworite daughter, adding, as if to himself,
“%is a pity the Southron has the broad acres
tlet were once her amcestors; and that she,
coning of a chieftain’s line, should have foth-
ingbnt a cabin and a few bits of hill-side for a
flogk or two of gheep.”?

Eelen did not hear these last remarks, for
thaold man spoke in a whisper, and she had
rises, now that slie knew tho result, to retire,
for the feared the other young sportsman would
com: out.

Tie next day the wounded man was pro-
noweed better, but still in a very eritical situ-
atios; and his removal was expressly forbidden
by tle old surgeon.

“Je moun keep him here awhile yet lassie,”
he sad, addressing Helen; <and I'm almost
persmded ye’cl hae to be his nurse.  He hae
nae skters, or mother to send for, it scems; and
and mn are very rough nurses, yve ken. Mrs.
Colinsis here, and will nae doubt help; but ye
maunn Je his nurse, maist of the time, yeerself.
Aweel aweel, don’t look frightened ; *tis what
cin’t le heiped-**

And so, Tielen, timid and embarrased, was
@mpelled, from the urgent necessity of the
@ise, to attend on the wounded man. IHis

fiond indeed remained to assist in nursing 1

Bim; but the invalid, with the whim of a siek
Ban, soon began to refuse his wedicines, un-
ss administered by the hand of IHHelen, and
Feetened by her smile. Morcover, until the
dnger was over, Lis friend watehed every
nzht at his bedside, and in consequence re-
(iring a portion of the day for rest, Ilclen
Wi necossarily left alone, for hoors, with the
wonded man. The surzeon, for the first two
“‘u;t:e, came every day to sce his patient; bat,
nftql:iﬂ, visited him less frequently.

“R: is gotting along weel enough now,* he

the r

-

<Al he needs is

wineh b L0

1, to ask his opinion.

SR S S

. e L---n
gie hif Ah, lassie,™ he continued, smiling

archly nd shaking his grey head, I would,
mysel’pe a’most willing to be
for a fUnight, if I could haec
watchig me.

It wakot long after this, for
ed rapid, that the invalid began to sit up,
and veryoon he could totier (o (he window,

on o sick bed

two suel een

e now mend-

In a day or two more he found

What ir | Pis way! the cottage door, where, sitting in

a chair,k inhaled the delicious mountain &ir,
for an !:_i‘.' or so at noon-day. His friend,
when thénvalid was thus far convalescont.

| tovk to ! gun again, and went out for game;
| and so Hen and her guest were frequently
{ lefk al.h'm;g- wetlier.

It is Mo be sapposed that this intimaev
| between®: two congenial spirits could zo on
! withntlri_-', on one side at Jeast.
dmeTiowlil T ever (hank You sufficiently,

Nelen ."f.'ll Donald, one day, looking at her

fondly. § have nover dared to allude to it
since, theh 1 have thought of it firty times
daily ; blaur presence of mind, when I was
dying b§o spring, saved my life.

The bikiag Helen looked down, and began
to pick $iaces a lilly of the valloy, her fa-
vorite flor; but she answered softly, «Don’t
talk thally, Mr. Alleyne. Yon wonld not,
I I.;nuw,_\iluu were aware how muech it pained
me.”?

«CallaDonald,” said the convaleseont
i-.«urulyﬁa\'c known cack other long enough
for you $rop that formal pame. Orif )‘{m.
will nots me Donald, then I shall address
you as MGreame.”

“Dondthen,’ said Helen archly, looking
up, andking the cnrls back from her face.

«Blegiu for the word Helen,*” he said, ta-
king haind. Nay, dear one, do not with-
draw y@and—do not look away—for I love
you, Hg, as I love my own life, and if you
will nofmine I shall ever be miserable. It
is this,, that Thave been long wishing to
say tof, but never dared.”

And not Helen return the love thus
warmipressed ¢ Had she been with him so
much ¥o know how immeasurably superior

he was other men? Why did she, in fact
shakehead and persist in withdrawing her
hand.!

- rh[ieyne,” she said, though with averted
face fte tears were falling fast from her eyes
she nager said, Donald—«if you would not
have geep out of your sight for ever—if, in
shortg have any respect for a friendless
girl—ot speak in that etrain again,” and
she if to depart. .

«H, for Heaven’s sake hear me,” said
her 19 detaining her ;¢ hear me only for one

i P the
noticed, with some surprise, over 3
an old fashioned target and broad claymore-,

wonnded man lying on the heather above her,

In nbout twd hours ihe friend of the ﬁuﬂ'ﬁré\‘_

word!c. Since the hour that you saved my
lifo Ik loved you,and everyday I have spent
in yabciety has increased that love; but if

ou gay that you love another, I swear nev-
tokk on thet sgubject again.™

[

She endeavored to detach her hand, which he
had canght a second time, but he held it too
firmly. She still looked away, weeping, but
did not answer. <“You are rich; I am poor,’* she
said at last, brokenly ; <you would some day re-
pent of this thing, Even your friends would
langh at your folly.”’

“Then you love me,*” said he, eagerly. «Is
it notso ?”?

But this time Helen faced him, and with a
dignity that quite awed his rapture.

< Mr. Alleyne, will yonletme go 772 she said.
I am an unprotected girl, and you presume on
my situation.” !

“ No, by Heaven,no!™ he exclaimed, bus let
go ber hand; ¢ there, leave me, cruel one.—
You migjudge me, indeed, Miss Greame, for
yvour blood is as good as mine; and even if it
were not, Donald Alleyvne is not the man to
love for rank or wealth.*?

Heien, whose pride raiher than heart had
spoken, was moved by these words, and she
lingered irresolutely. Her lover saw the change
in her-demeanor, and hastened to take advan-
tage ofit. Nor did Helen long continue to
resist his pleadings. She loved him indeed
only too well, as she had all along confessed
to her own heart. Still, even when brought
to half acknowledge that he had a place in her
heart, she would not promise to be his with-
out & econdition. e argued long and carnest-
Iy, but her answer was always the same.

« We must part for a year,”” she said. < You
think now, with the memory of your illness
fresh upon yon that you loveme; but Iam come
of too haughty a blood, though poor now, to
marry even whery I might love ,on so sudden
and questionable—excuse me for T must speak
plainly—so sudden and questionable an attach-
ment.  You are rich, fashionable, and with in-
fluence; T am the last of a line proseribed ever
since Culloden.  Your place is the gay world,

friends; mineis in the humbie cabin where a
few poor dependants have been my only com-
panions, ever sinee my father died. If yom
really love me, you will retarn at the ond of the
year; and if you forget me, > —her lips quiver-
ed, but she went on,s—if yon forget me, Ishall
live here, with the heather and muir-cock, as
I have lived before.*?

Ler loyer was therefore compelled to submit.
But think you he honored or adored her less for
her resolution 2 No he worshipped her the
more for it. There wasa proud independence
in hor Lanishmoent, af lbs —taon TOUCAGRIT, O
said to himsclf, the dpughtor of ahioftains who
bl Arrg e ot Boawaockburn and Flodden Field,
and saerificed their all at Culloden.

Two weeks from that time Donald and Lis
friend left the Highland cabin, and Ielen was
alone. Never before had she known what it
was 10 be really alone. She continually missed
the presence of that manly form, the light of
that manly eye, the deep tones of that manly
voice. Shenever knew how much she loved
till her lover was away.

But even a year will pass) and just a twelve-
mouth from Donald,s diparfure Helen sat at
the spring side which she had named for the
trysting spot if her lover proved faithful. She
had been there alveady for many hours, waieh-
ing with an cager timid heart, half trembling
al her own folly in expecting Lim, half angry
with Lerself for her doubts; bat now, as the
glogming came on, yet no Donald appeared.
her bosom swelled nigh to bursting. She rose
frequently and locked up the bridle path., bui
nobody wasin sight. At last the stars beran
to come out; the wind grew chill; and with an
almost broken heart she rose to return to the

cabin. Ier tears were falling fast.

I might have known this, >’ she said sadly,
“Donot all my books tell me the sune?—
Ever the old story of trusting woman and
deceiving man.”?

At this instant an arm was thrown around her
waist, and a well-remembered voice whispered,
in her ear—*Now lelen dear, one of our eruel
sex at least, is falsified. I thoughtto steal on
you unawares and surprise you; and so went
round by the cottage to leave my horse there.
Had you looked behind, instead of'before you,
you would have frustrated my little scheme by
seeing me coming up the gloaming.”?

What could she say? She said nothing, but
burying her face on his shoulder, wept glad
tears. I have waited a whole vear impatiently
for this day,* said he; ¢ thank Heaven I find
you mine at last.

A month from that time Sir Donald Alleyne
introduced his bride to his ample domains in
England ; and never had a fairer wife entered
the splended halls of his ancestors.

In the great gallery of the castle is a picture
of a young Scottish girl, with a half pensive
face, sitting by a mountain spring ; and the old
house-keeper, as she goes the rounds with visi-
tors, pauses hefore the protrait to say, < That
is the likeness of the last Lady Alleyne; and
lovely she was, and as good as lovevely. By
her husband, the late baronet, ghe was always
called the Lilly of the Valley. Why I bave
never heard.”

But you have, reader; and if you shonld ever
visit Alleyne Castle you will have no need to
be told the tale again.

s

A Boy called a doctor to visit his father,
who had the deliram tremens; not rightly re-
membering the name of the disease, he called
it the devil’s trembles—making bad Latin,

bat very good English.

2 ke

g

where yon will be sarrounded by troops of

God Been in all His Works.

In that beantiful part of Germany- which
borders on the Rhine, there is a noble castlo,
which, as you travel on the western banks of
the river, yon may sce lifting its ancient towers
on the opposite aiJe-, above the grove of trees
about as old as itself.

About forty years ago there lived in that cas-
tle a noble gentleman,whom we shall eall Baron
The Baron had only one son, who was
not only a comfort to his father, but a blessing
to all who lived on his fathers’s land.

It happened on acertain oceasion that this
young man being from home, there came a
French gentleman to see the Baron. As soon
as this gentleman came into the castlo, he be-
gan to talk of his Heavenly Father in terms
that chilled the old man’s blood : on which the
Baron reproved him, saying, ¢« Are you not
afraid of offending God, who reigns above, by
speaking in such a maner?”’ The gentleman
said he knew nothing about God, for he had
never seen him. The Baron did not notice at
this time what the gentleman said, but the next
morning took him about his castle grounds,
and took occasion first to show hima very beau-
tiful picture that hung upon the wall. The
gentleman admired the picture very much, and
said, «¢ whoever drew this picture, knows very
well how to use his pencil.”?

¢«My son drew that picture,” said the Baron.

“Then your son is a very*clever man,” re-
plied the gentleman.

The Baren went with bis visitor into the gar-
den, and showed him many beautiful flowers
and plantations of forest trees. -

“Who has the ordering of this garden?”

asked the gentleman.
“My son,” replyed the baron, < he knows

evry plant. ¥ may say, from the cedar of Leban-
on to the hyssop on the wall.”

¢¢ Indeed,” said the gentleman, ¢¢I shall think
very highly of him soon.”?

The baron then took him into the village and
showed him a small, neat cottage, where his
son had established aschool,and where he cgus-
ed all young children who had lost their pa-
rents to be received and nourished at his own
expense. The children in the honse looked
50 innocent and so happy, that the gentleman
was very much pleased, and when he returned
to the eastle, he said to the Baron,

¢ What a happy raan you are to have s0 good
ason!??

¢ IMow do you know I have so good a son?™
¢ Decause I have seen his works, and I know

th
all that you have showed me.™

« But yon have never scen him.”? -

¢ No but I know him very well, because I
Judgze of Live by Bis works.*?

¢ True,” replied the Baron, < and this is the
way I judge of the character of our Heavenly
Father. 1 know from His worlks, that He isa
being of influite wisdom, and power, and good-
ness,*?

The Frenchman felt the foree of the reproof,
and was carcful not to offend the good Baron
any more by his remarks.

WORK! WORK!

I have seen and heard of people who thonght
it beneath them to work—to employ them-
L selves induastrionsly at some vsefnl labor. Bo-
neath them to work! Why, work is the great
moito of life; and he who accomplishes the
most by his industry,is the most troly great
lian—aye, and is the most distingnished man
among his fellows, too. And the man who
togzels his duly vo himself, his fellow ereatures,
and his God—whe so far forgets the great bles-
sings of life, a5 to allow his encrgies to stag-
nate in inactivity and wusclessness, had better
dic; for says Holy Writ, ¢« He that will not
work, neither shall he eat.”” An idler is a cum-
berer of the ground—a weary curse to himself,
as well as to those around him.

Beneath  human beings to work! Why,
what but the continued history that brings
forth the improvement that never allows him
Lo be contented with any attirement he may
have made—of work that he may have effected,
whawt but this raises man above the brute cie-
ation, and, under Providence, surrounds him
with comforts, lnxuries and refinements, phys-
ical, moraland intelectual blessings? The great
orator, the great poet, and the great schollar,
are great working men. Their vocation is in-
finitely more laborious than that of the handi-
craftsiman; and the stadent’s life basmore anx-
iety than that of any other man., And all,
without the perseverence, the intention to real
industry, canmot thrive. IIonce the number
of mere pretensions to scholarship, or those
who have not strength and industry to be real
scholars, but stop half way, and are smatterers
—a shame to the profession.

Beneath human beings to work! Look in the
artist’s studio, the poet’s garret, where the
genius of immortality stands ready to seal his
work with an uneffaceable signet, and then you
will only sec indusiry standing by his side.

Beneath human beings to work! Why, I had
rather that a child of mine should labor regu-
larly at the lowest, meanest employment, than

‘to waste its body, mind and sole, in folly, idle-

ness, and uselessness. Betler to wear out in
& year, than to rust out in a century.

Bencath haman beings to work! Why what
but work hal tilled our fields, clothed our bod-
ies, built our houses, raised our churches, prin-
ted our books, cultivated our mindsand souls?
“Work out your own salvation,’’ saye the in-

at hL‘. muq‘l‘y\: Eownl m-—‘l—-—mm’”’ "

A Dracos’s QUoTATioN oF SCRIPTURE ON THE
Use or Wixe axp CoLp Warenr.—Mr. Secreta-
ry Marey recently toid an anecdote ata dinner
party in Washington, which runs thuns:— |
He said that a few weeks since Governor Sey-
mour of New York wrote to him, that since he
had vetoed the Liquor Law he had reccived
various letters from gentleman in different
parts of the state, both approving and disap-
proving of his coursein the promises. Among
them was one from an honest old deacon, who
resided somewhere inthe center of the State,
which commended his actipn in the strongest
terms. The old gantleman alluded to informed
the governor that he was deeply interested in
tho debates on both sides of the question, and
did not let one sjot or tifile’ escape him. He
had, too, he said, “locked up’ his Bible from
Genesis to Revelations, in order to see how the
liquor question was there treated, and after ma-
tare delibeation he came to the conclusion tiat
all the great and good men, as Noah, Moses,
David, Solomon, and Jesus, not only were par-
takers of the ‘rosy,’ hut recommended it to
others: inaword, in his researches he only
found one instanee where a man called for cold
water, and that he was in h—1, where he ouglit
tobe.” Thiscut direct at old Dives, who wis
rather wroth at not being allowed to spread his
blanket in company with Lazarus, in the bosom
of Father Abraham,—raised something of a
smile, perhaps we should say rather a broad

grin, among the partakers of Mr. Marcy*wine,
at the convivial set-to in question.
- —— .

A Haprpy LaNp.—A writer from Florence says
that in some respects Italy is the most delight-

all other such interesting cpochs in the Amer-

of cleaning house is owing not so much toa
love of dirt as to the peculiar construction of
the building. Thus, for instanco, where the
ceilingsand wall are frescocd, or-the datier coy-
erod wit -or paper hangiogs, there is no
need ofwhite-washing, and where tho panels
and doors are of marble or oaks there isno
necessity for scouring paint. The ceilis

and walls are kept clean by long-handled brush-
cs. The carpets there are fastened to iroh
rings in the floor, by means of large hooks fu

down again as neisclessly and easilysas 50
-m“i':sm'mgl alnﬂg n:hlng, AHAM.
is done at'an carly hour inthe morning, Lefore
the family are awake for the day : and so qui-
etly is it accomplished that to a stranger ft
secms as if the invisible wand of some mighty
magician had changed all in the night.

-

Served Him Right. i

A drunken husband having advertised hfi
Wiik in the Kosciusko Sun warning the public
not to trust her, she addressed the editor the
following note:

Wno 15 Resroxsipue ?—Mr. Roy: I find fo
your paper an advertisement over the sigana-
ture of T. Cottrell, forewarning all persons
from selling ic any thing onhis account, and
that he docs not consider himself responsible
for any debt I may confract. It was altogether
unnecessary for Mr. Cotirell to insert such an
advertisement in your paper, for no one who
knows anything about his character will erodit
him or his own account. I shall not degmdé
myself by replying o the scurrilous advertisa.
ment of 2 man who has for many vears been a
drunken inmate of a whiskey doggery, and
whose reputation, decency, characfer, and
credit have left him long since; but in concla-
sion, I will remark, that I forewarn all persons
from letting Mr. Thos. Cottrell have wuything
on my account, as I have herelofore paid his
debts and supported him, and caraot congise

S0 ADY more. Martha Anu McOary,

lines are taken from Sir Humphry Davy’s Sal-
monia:—I envy no quality of the mind or in-
tellect in others, be it genivs, power, wit og
fancy; but if I eould choose what would be
most delighiful and useful, I should prefer a
firi religions belief to evry other blessing, for
it makes life a discipline of goodnoss; creates
new hopes when all earihly hopes vanish; and
throws over the decay, the destruction of ex-
istenee, the most gorgeous of all lights; awa-
kens life even in death, and from, ;
and decay calls up beauty and mm
an insirument of fortune and shameythe ladder
to Paradise; and far above all combination of
earthly hopes calls up the most dolightful vis-
ions of palms and amaranths, the garden of the
blest, the security of cverlasting joys, where
the sensualists and skeptic views only gloom,
decay, annihilation and despair. :

0="In & recent familiar chat between Madam ™
Aimz and the celebrated Dr. Humm; the lady
took eecasion to remark that « the men of the
present age, if forany one thing above another,
are celebrated for wearing fals hearts P’ «Yes,
my dear madam,” pithily rejoined the doctor,
¢ and the ladies for false bosoms?”’ Madam

No Max can do_anything, 8@
said & metaphysicisn. +<Faith,”
‘had a brother who went to Bot: ¥

b

spired Apostle tothe Gentiles.

his will, faith and he did.>*
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icar calender, are intolerated and unknown.—
This exemption from the great domestic o?ﬁ"

tently with iy own feelings and intrest to dp :

ful country in the world. Itisa land, for exs .
ample, where cleaning house, washing day< and

the binding, and thus can be raised and laid
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Beavrirur ExTRACT.—The annexed beantiful




