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Select Poetrp.

Snow i‘lakes.

Out of the bosom of tke air,
Out of the cloud-foids of her garment sha-
. ken,
Over the woodlands brown and bare,
Over the Rarvest fields forsaken,
Silent, and soft, and slow
Pescends the snow.
Eren as our cloudy fancies tuke
Suddenly shape in some divine expression,
Even as the troubled heart doth make
In ths white countenance confession,
The troubled sky reveals
The grief it feels,
This is the poem of the afr,
Slowly in silent syllables recorded ;
This is the secret of despair,
Long in in jts cloudy bosom hoarded,
Now whizpered and revealed
The wood and field.
—Longfeliow.

A DAY IH¥ PETTICOATS.

BY A MODEST TOTNO MAN.

“I eouidn’t think of such a thing.”

“Dut yousmust. My happiness depends
onit. ifere, put ou the thingumbobs, and
the what’s his name.”

Ard my friend, Bob Styles, held up be-
fore my hesitant gaze a suit of feminine
apparel.

His idea was that I should personate his
lady-love for one day, to prevent anybody
from suspecting the trutb—namely, that
she had joined him in a runaway marriage
party—uatil it should be too late for in-
terference; that is, until the minister
should have tied a knot between them
that cothing bat a special grant of Legis-
lature could untie.

This scheme was not actually so absurd
as it appeared at first sight. Maggie Lee
was a tall, queenly woman, with an almost
masculine air, and, at that time, I had a
very slight form—almost effeminate—so
that, in fact, there was realiy but little
difference in that point. Part my hair in
the middle and put a bonnet on my head,
and few persons would have suspected but
that I was really one of the softer sex.—
These accessories also gave me quite a
decided resemblance to BMaggie Lee, es-
pecially when, as in this case, the diszuise
was her own.

Then the day chosen for the runaway
match wag an auspicious one. Maggie’s
papa was to drive her to D , 4 small
village near where she lived, and there she
was to join a sailing parfy down D
river, to the grove three miles below, from
which the party was to retarn in the even-
ing, in carriages.

Our plan was, that I should be in wait-
ing in the village, and shouid go on the
t boat with the sailing party, while Maggie
' after leaving her father, should slip off
with Bob Styles, across the country.

At last | got dressed, and presented

myself before Maggie Lee, blushing a great
deal, I believe, feeling very much pinched
: about the waist, and with an uucomfortable
} consciousness that my—my shirt sleeves
| were too short, or wanting altogether.
t Everything finished in the way of toilet,
Bob Styles took me into his light wagon,
drove me over to D , by & secladed
route, and left me at the hotel where the
sailing party was to assemble. Several of
the picnickers were already there, and
they greeted my cavalier cordially, (every
body knew Bob Styles,) asking if' he was
going witk them, ete. He told them he
was not.

“Pressing business engagements, you
know, and a'l that sort of thing. Deuced
sorry I ean’t go, though. 1 just had time
to bring Miss Lee over, and now I'm off.
Mr. Bimby, this is Miss Lee. Miss With-
ergall, Miss Lee,”” and he rattled off a long
string of brief introductiozs, which con-
vinced me that but few of the company
were acquainted with the young lady whom
[ was thus personading—a very fortunate
thing for the preservation of my disguise.

Mr. Bimby, a tall, legal-looking man,
with a hook nose, an eye-glass, and pufly
hair, seemed to be prepossessed with my
?Jr.'r.s'rm_n'ﬁf', aud I overheard him whisper Lo

Job Styles, as he went out:

“Nice looking girl, that Miss Lee.”

“Yes,” answered Bob, with a mischiev-
ous glauce at me, “she is a nice girl, tho’
a little go-ahead sometimes. Keep a little
iook out on her, will you,”—then, Jowering
his voice,—‘‘not a bad match for you, old
fellow, she is rich.”

“Is she 7 said Mr. Bimby, his intervat
deepening. .

“On my honor,” replied Bob.
thousand dollars in her own right.
day !’ and he was gone.

Maggie Lee, artful creature that she
was, kad told her tather that the sailin
party ' to assemble at another hotel, an

“Forcy
Day

thither he had taken her. Having busi-
ness in D , he left her there, merely
saying that he would send the carriage for
her at eleven o’clock. She, like a dutiful
daughter, kissed him, and bid him good-
bye, and before he had gone a hundred
rods, took a seat in Bob Styles’ light
wagon, which had driven up to the back
door as old Lee’s drove away- from the
front, and the old story of headstronz love
and prejudiced age was enacted over once
again.

As for us of the picnie excursion, we
had a delightful sail down to the grove,
but somehow I could not enjoy it as much
as- I ought to have done. When 1 walked
on board the boat, I felt awkward, as it
everybedy was looking at me. I found
Mr. Bimby, as I had suspected, 2 youngz
and rising lawyer, mighty in Biackstene
and his own opiaion. Heinsisted on pay-
ing for my ticket, (the boat was a rezulsr
excursion packet,) and purchasioz enouch
oranges, pears, and candies to set up a
street stand. Four or five times I was on
the point of swearing at his impudent
oiiciousness, bat bit my tongue just in
time to prevent the exposure. DBut itwas
not with him I found my 2ole the hardest
to play.

No; the young ladies were the difficult
ones to deceive. For instance, there was
one among them, a beautiful zirl of seven-
teen, just returned frowm boarding scheol,
who had not seen Magzie Lee for three
years. Of course she was delighted to see
me, when she found out that I was Mag-
gie, which, by the way, did not oceur till
after we had started. She threw herself
into my arms, pulled my veil aside, and
kissed me half a dozen times, in 2 manuer
that made my finger ends tingle for an
heuar. It was all very nice, but if I had
been in proprie persona, L would have
liked it better. As it was, T felt as if I
were “obtaining goods nnder false preten-
ces,” and the lawyer Bimby might issuc a
warrant for my arrest on thas ground at
any moment.

A whole knot of erinoline then surroun-
ded me, on the upper deck of the boat, to
the utter exclusion and consequent disgust

‘of Mr. Bimby and the other gentlemen. I

kept very quiet, only speaking monosylla-
bles, in a falsetto voics; but the others—
Lord bless you! how they gabbled! Un-
der a strict promise of sccresy, the little
boarding school maiden, who had kissed
me 8o affectionately, revealed ali her love
affairs, and also bezame unpleasantly con-
fidential about other muitters—innocent
epough in themselves, but not customarily
talked of between ladies and gentlemen.

I was terribly embarrassed, but it would
not do to give it up then. Ar soonas my
trick should become known, Dob Styles’
trick would also come out; and as news of
that kind “travels fast in the country, he
and his lady-love would be telegraphed and
followed before they could reach Philadel-
phia, where the Styles family lived, and
where the znot was to be tied.

The river breeze was very iresh where
we sat, and I noticed thut several of the
ladies were glancing uneasily at me. I
couldn’t divine the reason, until Jennie,
my little friend from boarding school, laid
her face dangerously close to mine, and
whispered: “My dear Maggie, your dress
is blowing up terribly high—your ankles
will be town talk with the gentlemen.”

Now I was consciogs of having a very
small foot for a man, and had donned a
pair of open-worked stockings which came
up nearly to my waist, with a pair of gait-
ers, borrowed from a servant girl, in all of
which togzery my “running gear” looked
quite feminine and respeetable, but the
idea "of the gentlemen talking about my
ankles, and of being thus caationed by a
young girl who would have been frighten-
ed to death if I had told her the same
thing yesterday, was too much for me. I
burst in a sort of strangulated lauzh, that
I could only check by s=wallowing half of
my little filagree lace edzed handkerchief.
The young ladies all looked at me in
apparent astonishment at such a voice and
I wanted to laugh all the more. 1oriu-
pately, Mr. Bimby came to my rescuc at
that moment, and edged himself iv among
the crinoline.

“May I sit here ?” he asked, pointing
to a low stool near me.

“Certainly,” I simpered in my high
falsetto. '

“Ah, thank youn,” said Bimby—with a
lackadaisical air which nauseated me, as
coming from one man to another—¢“you
are as kiod as you are fascinating.”

“You flatter me !”

“I? No, indeed; praise of you ecannot be
flattery, Miss Lee.”

“Oh, sir, really you are a very naughty
man,” I said, ia the most feminine tone [
could command.

He cast a languishing glance at me
through the black lace veil, and I fairly
began to fear for his “feelings.”

We soon arrived at the grove, and found
our band—engaged beforehand —awaiting

us. Of course dancing was the first amuse-
ment, and lawyer Bimby led me out for a
schottische. It was hard, at first, for me
to take the lady’s part in the dance, but 1
soon got accustomed to it. A waltz was
proposed. 1 resolved to have a little
amusement at the expense of the unfortu-
nate Mr. Bimby.

I had first made him purposely jealous
by dancing with two other young fellows,
oane of whom I knew in my own character

but who never suspected me as Mageie |

Lee. This young man was a great woman
killer—a sort ot an easy, devil-may-care

rascal,-who made the ladies run after him | and accompanied Jennie to the house des- |

by his alternate wrath of action and cool-
ness of protestation, I selected to “pla
off’’ against my legal admirer. 1 alloweg
him to hold me very closely, and looked
at him oceasionally with a half faseinating
expression. When we stopped dancing,
e led me to my seat, keeping his arm
about my waist, and [ permitted it.

Having thus stivred Bimby up to feats
of wrathful valor, I asked one eof the gen-
tlemen to direct the musieians to play a
waltz. Bimby came immediately.

“Ahem—a Miss Lee, ghall I—a have
the —a bonor of —a—itrying a waltz with
you "

I smiled a gracious acquiescence, and
we commenced.

Now. I am an old stager at waltzing. I

| can keep up longer than any non-profes-

sional dancer, male or female, whom I
cver met. As longz as the Cachuea or
Schouncbrunuen is ringing in my ears, I
can o on, if it is for a year.

Not so Bimby. He p'ead waut of prac-
tice, and acknowledged that he soon got
dizzy.

“Aha, old boy !”” thought I, “T'll give
you a turn then.”

But I only smiled, and said that I sho'd
probably get tired first.

“Oh, yes!” he exclaimed ; “of course ;
I ecan waltz.as long as any one lady, but
not mush wore.”

For the first three minutes, my cavalier
did well. He went smoothly and evealy,
but at the expiration ot that time, began
to grow warm. Five minutes elapsed,
and Bimby’s breath came harder and har-
der. On we went, however, and I scorned
to wnotice Lis slackening pace at every
round when we passed my seat. After
some ten or twelve minutes, the wretched
man gusped out between his steps—

“Ah, a—are you not—get—gelting—
tired 7

“Oh, no!” I burst forth, as coolly as if
we were riding around the room ; “oh,
uo. I feelas if I could waliz all night.”

The look of despair he gave was terrible
to see.

I was bound to see him through, how-
cver, and we kept at it. Bimby stagger-
ed, and made wild steps in all directions.
His shirt-collar wilted, his eyes protruded,
his jaw hung down ; and, altogether, 1
saw he could not hold out much longer.

#This is delightful,” said T, composedly,
“and you, Mr. Bimby, waltz so ecstati-
caily !”

“Puff—puff —ah—pufi—yes—pufi—oh
—puff—very delightful !” gasped he.

*Don’t you think we ought to go a lit-
tle faster 77

He rolled his eyes heavenward in ag-
ony.

2‘Ah-—pu!?-—--]l don’t—ah—puff—don’t
Enow.”

When we neared the musicians, T said,
“Faster, if you please— faster ;”” aud they
played a /o whirlwind.

Poor Bimby threw his feet about like a
fast pacer, and revolved after the manner
of a teetotum which is nearly run down.
At last, he stazcered a step backwards,
and spinning eccentricaliy away from me,
pitched headlong into the midst of a bevy
of girls in a corner. 1 turned around
ccolly, walked to my seat, and seunt the
youuz womaun-killer for a glass of ice
water.

The miserable lawyer recovered his
senses just in time to see me thank his
rival for the water.

I gt some idea from this of the fun the
girls have in tormenting us poor devils of
the other six in a similar manner.

At this jnncture, and before Mr. Bimby
had time to apologize for his accident,
little Jernie eame runsing into the pavil-
ion which servad for the ball-room. As
she came near, I perceived that her hands
were elutched tightly in her dress, and I
positively shuddered as she whispered to
me—

“Oh, Magcie! come and help me fix
wy skirts ; they are all coming down.”

What should I do? 1T was in agony.
A cold perspiration broke out upon my
forchead. I wished myself a thousand
miles away, and anathematized the mas-
querading projeet of Bob Styles, inwardly,
with fearful maledictions.

I said I was tired out—couldn’t some-
body else go ?

No; nothing would do, but I must ac-
company her to the house of u gentleman

who owned the grove, and assist her t
re-arrange her clothing. :

So I went.

What if it should be necessary to remove
the greater part of her raiment? What
if she rhould tell me to do some sewing ?
What if, in the midst of all the embar-
rassments of being closeted with a beauti-
ful girl of seventees, in a state of compar-
ative freedom from drapery, my real sex |
and identity should be discovered by her?
I felt as if’ I could welcome a fit of apo-
plexy. .

However, I nerved myself for the task, |

iznated. Anold lady showed us into her |

| ehamber, and Jennie, hieaving a sich of |

relief, let go her dress,
L]

As she did so— |

| pardon my biushes !—a petticoat fell to

| you—why

the floor. She was zbout to proceced fur-
ther in the mysteries of her toilet, but I
alarmed her by a sudden aud vshement !
gesture.

“Stop!” I cried, frantically, forgetting |
my falsetto; *“stop! don’t undress, for
Goad’s sake !”

ohe opened her great brown eyes to
their widest extent.

“And why not 7"

“Decause I am—I am—a—can you
keep a seeret ¢’ L

“Why, ves—how {rightened you look! |
Why, wkat is the matter—Maspic i—
Oh! oh!! ok!!!”

And she gave three fearfa! sereams.

“Iiush, no noise, or I am lost!” 1 ex-
claimed, putting my haad over her mouth ;
“I swear I mecaan no harm; if T had, 1
would not have stopped you. Don’t jou
gee ¢

She was all of a tremble, poor little
thing, but she saw the force of my argu-
ment.

“Ob, sir,” she said, “I see you are a
man ; but what does it all mean ? Why
this deception ?”

I told her the story, briefly as possible,
and exacted from her a promise of the
most sacred secresy.

I then went outside the door, and wait-
ed till she arranged her dress, when she
lled me again. She had heard of me

cis

from Muaggie and others, and wanted to
know all the particulars; so I sat down by
her, and we had a long talk, which ended
in a wutual feeling of friendliness and
old acquaintanceship, quite wounderful for
persons meeting for the first time, and
under such peculiar circumstances.

Just as we started to go back to the pa-
vilion, I said that I must relieve my mind
of one more burdea.

“And what is that ?”” she asked.

“Those kisses. You thought 1 was
Maggie Lee, or you would not have given
them. They were very sweet, but I sup-
pose, in fact, I kaow I must give them
nack.”

And I did!

She blushed a good deal, but didn’t re-
sist—only when I had got through, she
glanced up timidly, and said :

“I think you are real naughiy.”

When we returned, I found lawyer
Bimby quite recovered from his dizziness.
All hands were shorily called to supper,
and I Lad the felicity of sitting between
Bimby and Jennie, and of making love to
cach in turn—to one as Maggie Lee. and
to the other as myself.

After supper, at whick I astonished
several by eating rather more hLeartily
than young ladies generally do, we had
more dancing, and 1 hinted pretty strong-
ly to Mr. Bimby that I should like to try.
another waltz.

He din’t take the hint

Finding it rather dry amusement to
dance with my own kind, I soon aban
doued that pastime, and persuaded Jennie
to stroll off into the moonlizht with me.
We found the grove a charming place, full
of pieturesque little cormers and rustie

| all cawe along

1 n:

seats, and great gray rocks leanine out
over the river. On one side of ene of
tliese latter, a little beneh was placed, in

a nook sheltered from the wind, aud cut
of sizht.
Here we sat down, in the full flood of |

the moonlight, and having just had sap
per, I felt wonderfully in need of a cisar. |

| Aceordingly, T went back to a little stand

near the batl-room, and purchased several |
of the wondering woman who suld refresh- |
wents.  Then returning to my seat by the |
rock, I gave up all cares or fears for my |
incognita, and reveled in the pleasures of |
the romantiz prospect—of the moonlight
—of little Jennie’s presence—of my high
flavored cigar.

How long we sat there, heaven alone
knows. We talked, and laughed, and
eang, and locked in each other’s eyes,and
told fortunes, aud performed all the other
nonsensical operations common amongst
young people just falling in love, and
might have remuined there in blissful
ecstasy till doomsday, for aught I know,
had not the carriage been sent to convey

us home, when the rest of the cowpany
began to wonder where we were.

1 + -
end, and a2 fanas

This wonder begat questiouns, the ques-
tions fears, and the fears a scarch, headed
by the valiant Bimby. They ealled,
lvoked, and listened, but our position down
in the sheltered nook wmmong the rocks
prevented them from hcaring us, or we
them. :

At length they kit upon our path, and
single tile, untii they goL
to the open space above.

Then they saw a sight.

et

I was spread out in a free ang easy po-
sition, my Yonnet taken off, and my haijr
somewhat tousled up. Que foo* rested on
the ground, and the other on a rock, aboat
level with my head, (rezardiess of ankles
E:.I:» Lime,) :::.‘1 there 1 sat, pufliing away
1n very unludylike style at wmy prineipe.
Jennie was sitting close beside me, with
her head almost on my shou

| _ lder, and her
small waiet almost encireled IJ)’ Iy arm.
.‘! ust as the party came along above, I
lanzhed out, in

"rlll"'t [‘:1if."

5

a loud, masenline voiee—
LIy

f poor what's-his-name,

Bimb 1f he ouly knew he had beeg
making love to a man y

“Hush !” eried Jenvie; “look! there
he is—and, ob, my gracious! there is the
whole company 17

[t was no use for me o clap on my
bonnet and assume folsctto :z'_-:tin——thc}
haa all hesrd and scen too muﬁh for that.
Desides, by this tinie Bob Styles and Mag-
gie Lee had doubtless been made “one
ﬁ'.':-l:,” ard Iy ';E“L—'":""': wis of no i‘.trlher
importanee. So I owned up and told the
whole story. [

Lawyer Bimby went off into a towering
rage. He vowed to kill me, and even
squared off for that purpose, but the rest
of the party Iuta:___jl:c-.l at Lim so unmerei-
fully, snggesting that we should waltz it
out together, that be finelly cooled, and
slunk away, to tuke some private eonvey-
auee back to D .

Bob Styles and I are living in a double
house tozether. Tle ofien savs that he
owes bhis wife to my masquerading, but,
then, he doesn’t feel under any oblizations
to me, for he kuows I owe wy wile to the
same thing,

P. S.: 3y wift’s name is Jenuie.

— =

Reser ConTrast BETWEEN Lincony
AND Davis.—Alier the perfect deluge of
detraction and abuse which lias been show-
ered mpon President Lincoln by traitors
and secession sympathizers North and
South, it is peculiarly refreshing to find
one of his most virulent detamers, the
Charleston Mercury, under date Jannary
10, thus grudgingly adwiiting that he
possessess all the qualifications of a chief
among ten thousand :

“When Abrabam Lincoln took the
chair of the Presidency of the United
States, he promised 1o ‘run the machine
as he found it.” Whether he has stricily
kept his promise, those may doubt whe
cheose to consider the sulject. It is
enough for us to know, that whether ‘run-
ning his machine’ in the pathway of his
predecessors or not, he Yias ran it with a
stern, inflexible purpose, a bold, stead
hand, a vigilant, active aye, a sleepless
coergy, a fanatie spirit, and an eye single
to his end—eonquest—cmancipation. He
has called arcund him, in eounsel, the
ablest and most carnest men of his conn-
try. Where he has lacked in individual
ability, learning, experienae, or statesman-
ship, he has scught it and found it in the
able men about him, Whose assistarce he
unhesitatingly accepts, whose powers Le
applies to the advancement of the cause
he has undertaken.

“In the Cabinct and in the f1d Le has
consistenily and fearlessly pres-ed on the
search for men who econia advance his
cause, and has as nnhesitatinely cut off all
those who elugged it with weaknd §s, timid-
ity, imbeeility, or faijure.
lll'.:?l.'ﬂc:.-l‘i.r:t:;
him in every department.

-
css, e hias collected around
3 Blackzuard
and buffoen as he is, he has pur:--.:-_-'d kis
cnd with an encrey as untiving as an

Indian, and a sioglencss ot purpose thas
mizht almost be ealled patriotie. It he
were not an nnsecupulons koave in his

‘12 in his political views, he
» . ] 1

would undonbtedly eommwand our respect
as a suler, s

y far n2 we are concerned.——

| Abrond and at fiome he bas exercised alike

the same eeaseless ener 'y and clicumspee-
tion

“We tnrn our eyes to Richmoud, and
the contrast Js appailing, sickesing to the
nourt.”’

£ Contraband Tow, who has just
come into Sheridan’s lines, says the rebels
are bhaving a ‘“right smart talk” about
arming the negroes, and the negroes talk
about it themselves, bus the blacks are
about equaliy divided on the matter. Tom
says: ““Boat Lhalf' d2 colored men tink
dey would run direetly over to de Yaokees
wid de arms in dere hgnds, an toder half
tink dey would jist stand an fire a few
volleys to de rear fust, fore dey run—dat's
all de difference.” e

o




