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) [RECTORY. e “Some Day.”

.. LIST OF POST OFFICES, Y'c:u smooth the tanglf:s from my hair

) Post Offices. Post Maslers. Ihstrictas. With gentle touch and tenderest care,

) Carolltovs, Steven L. Evans, Carroll. And count the years ere you shall mark,

: Chess Springs, Henry Nutter, “m“'. Bright silver threads among the dark—

' cosemaugh, j‘\'lg;‘ Crooks, @E}ﬁh}'n Smiling the while to hear me say,

O ebara- Yohn Thompson, Ebensburg.| “Youwll think of this again some day,
' n Timber, C. Jeffries, White. Some day !
palled J. M. Christy, Gallitzin. )

| w3 Wm Tiley, Jr., Washt'n. I do not scorn the power of Time,

\ ¥ _::,'u, 1. E. Chandler, Johnst'wn. Nor count on years of fadeless prime,

y Ko, M. Adlesberger, Loretto. But no white gleams will ever shine
r-_,;-_:".\jl. '1-«111,::-?\::[Ju'Fcrral. g:::‘:l;;n Among these heavy locks of mine:
Plattsvikie, ;"“Ln‘l Wharton, " Clearfield. Ay, laugh as gaily as you may ;

§t. Augusting, l";-nrw‘ Rerkey, Richland. You’'ll think of this again some day,
gealp Level, H'. M'Colgan, i Washt'n. Some day !

a-. gf:u:zlu-ﬂ‘-r‘“:“ (zeorge B. Wike, Croyle. )

YR SummetiEh . WConmell,  Washt'n. Some day ! I shall not feel as now,
:\‘l;ﬂulil- J. K. Shryock, S'merhill. Your soft hands move about my brow—

g ! I shall not slight your light command,
CHURCH ES. Jllals,TER s SO And draw the long braids thro' my hand ;
r_.-,,‘h-,r.-r.--,'.-'!H-’“’-"- T M W ILSON, Pa:stor.-_— ‘ I shall be silent un_d obef

| oepaching CVETY Snbh::\lh morning -_Lt -..;“1,% | =3 h" o e '71 that

' Jelock, and in the evening at 40 clo:-k. Sab- | And you—you will not laugh that day,

! path School at 9 o'clock, A. M. _PI.‘:?-\_{'?"IH(.‘LI- Some day !

: tne overy Thursday évening at 6 o'clock. i : i . lovi hand

: Wethod ;}:'J,-:.-,uf_.!--u!f,",'inrfh-—[{ﬁ‘\'.'.'\. .B.&h:::l_, I lm-ow how l'o::g your loving hands

- peancher in charge. Rev. J. PERSHING, AF Will finger with these glossy bands,

. }uv,‘s_v.chi-.:g': every raltemut? :w.lullml.:x' When you shall weave my last crown

: -1 . at 10} o'clock. :':1".""_'2“,1.' _::.‘l\l\tfggr._,; Of these thick braidings.long and brown ;

{5 o A. M. l:m__\'-;r .“‘i‘l“mgt i Jut you will see no touch of gray

1 day evening, 8t ¢ 0 ClOCK. o - ; o

5 Witeh Independent—Rev  Lt. R. PowgsiL, Adown their shiniog length that day,

byl Past r.___-l.“_‘:‘. hing every H;L;};l;.'\fh tl.lilll_"l"li:‘l;:_lfl Some day ! |
0 1ael- and in the evening At L O clock.

ﬁ, Sohool ut 1 o'clocly, P M. Prayer | Ang while your tears are falling hot
' eting on the s "I::'“"- ] lmunrg f‘:\‘:l;‘l; | Upou the lips which answer not,
ath 1 S \ r 1 .1,l 5,.;;;'..._"_- 1;|;':[ ::'..;-'ukmin - You'll take from those one treasured tress,
e g o _ And leave the rest to silentness—
- t" tie Mathedist—TEy. MORGAN E:,:.rs, | Remembering that I nsed to say,
Prstor.—Preaching every Subbath evemng 8t oyq000) ehink of this again, some day,

) 2 and 6 o'clock. Sablath S _--..-..-', 1 o'y 1|_n‘l|‘.‘ l Some day Y
A. M. Prayer meeting every ITiCAy CVORIDE, | '

2!l st 7 o'clock. Society every Tuesday evening | e e e

ol 7 o'clock . Martinstower. |

R Digeiples—Rev. W. L1OYD, I‘;t_-l—.-rl.—-l’rcdch- { =

e every Sabbath morning at 10 o'clock. | «J¢ {5 nlmost dark,” said Lizzie Eiliott,

2 e fiay _T_‘ ;1‘,","-,‘-l..l_\'..“.l\"i\..‘\,"',‘:{ ? perched on the bars that led into the

k. Sabb 1_‘- Jlat a f, sk, P, M. | solemn quietudes of the Martinstower

_Rev. R, C. Cumisry, Pastor.— ! woods, with her brown hood hanging from
; every Sabbath morning at 1*'.'_. o'cloek | oue arm, and a scarlet shawl drawn l“v(.ri

3 ind Vespers at 4 o'clock in the evening. | her tanzled black earls. *1 wonder why
- . . : apa den 't eamaoe . |
ERESSEL l’:(:. Ri'.‘ll‘a. ' | !I...t.a e was a selfish sort of a damsel, |
:'.'\11.:‘.}' .11‘1:[‘ | L ‘;" e 'i"-'-r‘k s an bt nsanhire ) ‘]. 'i]':-i |

i Yaile. at 12.60 o'clock. noon with great via i eyes and peacia-red clicths,

: " T 12.00 o'clock, noon. | apd a blae eaiico dress fearfully torn by
i IALILS CLUSE. some jeeged bramble. She was not par-
g8 o I*. M. | tiealarly gracelnl, nor were the hands that |
tern, 8 o'clock, P. M | 0] the shawl rozether under her chin |
v The m fromi Newn s Mills, Crr- | dlander nod snowy. Ou the contrary, the |
D ; M : \{' '1, v  Marck wind had reddensd thenm:, and |
.p. g bBentiburee ‘l..__:,-;_ [ : biown lier .-.‘: wt curis about uwai you

aud Saturdave. at-7 o'clock. A. M wuld secarcely have told, from any out

1 : i R \t':“... indication, Tal]-_'liu‘[‘ she were ‘I_h_l}' OT

RAJEROAD SCRIDDTULE. irl |
(‘RESSON STATION. “Lizzie! child ! coma down *hisinstant !

C West—Balt. Express leaves at 917 A M YWhen wiill you learu to be a little more |
Phila, Express " l:!.l:‘_l'!’. ;\I. ladc-like 7 < |

s {E; ". “ 828 P. M And Lizzie slipped guiltily dowe from |

' a Erie Ex ! . M her peat on the Lop-1most har, as a stout |

T Altounu Accom, *F .20 P. M. old gentleman, with iron gray hair, and a

» Express ' &.050 P. M, | suit to matek, came trotline dows the rosd |

& t Line ' 1.43 A ML 4 gn g stout little pony. -

vie Ex N3 ,\ \. “Oh, papa! I thought you mever was

B4 y 10 P. M. | eoming

A \ s 11.10 A. M “I'il tell you what I am going to do,”

:}‘u BN - L i gaid the old gentleman iraseibly, as Lizzie |

ze COUNTY OFFICERS. | sauntered along by the pony’s side, with |

(EQl _Julzes of the Courts—President Hon. Geo. | one hand thrown over its shaggy mane, |
Bailac’ Henre €& : ociates, George W. | 354 the reddened fingers playing with the |

"l Protionctirg—Joseph M'Donald. | loase locks. : , |

] sr—James Grifin. | “I'm goiug to buy a pair of loose trous- |

86 Iyers. = | ers and a coat, and set you to work eut- |

ey oz —Philip 8. Noon. e | ting trees “:nh‘ the rest of the men-folks. |

Al L e Joba Camphell, B | 10s all & mistake trying to make a young |

an . s U - . angy o on. |

v b | oA - hm-. '?[ \T;)t-ll you would, papa,”’ cjaculated |

% Vike | Lizzie, “it would be such fun!” '

ltu ' i -John Lloyd [ “Fuun!” echoed the old gentleman,— |

zin e, 2 'l, ' s—George M'Cullough. [ «Now [ give you fair warning, Miss Liz-

,;"! e Tne By s e . X b, | zie, you have got to ‘hc :; little more cir- |

= _Aud ~Frun. P. liervey, Jro. A. Ken- | eu!us-'p‘(:ct in future. Mr. Martin is coming |

of st 5L I : - | hotme. 1

or > ry Scanlan. | “Mpr. Martin of Martinstower 7" |

d & 1, : |  “Thesame.” |

:'!si Sup'l. of Commian Sehootsrd. F. Condon. | 1022 locked back to where the sunsct

e EREX _ — iy 1 | was turning the \'u:-'t gothic windows of |

f gt -BENSBYRG ROR, OprpiCERS. | 1he gray stone mansion among the Maur- |

er ., LAY LA | tinstower woods to gold, and opened her |

e Bamnr g 1 e € Leace—Harrison Kinkead, | black eyes very wide. l

pre o Ly Il “] wish he would stay at I"uru—-l’arnl

”;ni . Sehoo! D ora. S Noon. Awell —what’s its pame? I can’t steal any |

es th U3 David J. Jones, Hugh Jones. Wm, M. | Bore reses from l_lu: la':rn, nor play at hide |

=gy ones, Jr | aud seeck with Nero in the great ztone |
= / r—Geo. W. Oatman. | portico apy more. What does he want to
ConstableXom s I ARD, come back for ?” o —
Town Counesl__ o “I’robubly because he is tired of living |
0. 1. Brgne v ughes, Evan Griffith, | in foreign countries,” dryly responded her |
Thewnen v Wm. D, Davis, Maj. Jobhn | father » A
SEE ;T - s 215
T —Hichard R. Tibbott. Robert D. |  “Aud when will he De here?
i . “In the course of a wmonth or two.— |
‘55¢ of Election—Daniel O, Evans. I1is confidential clerk comes immediately |
o e R gEs. | to see about refurnishing aad decorating |
Canztizhle s _"_";”IT{:‘f;‘.l“”l'w . | Martinstower for his reception, and—" !
2o T8 Council—lsnae Crawford, James P | i@ wmust be a very fine young gentle-
Ban ! . Kittell, H, Kinkead, George W, | 0an 1 II‘.f:» ulr_l .!urmturc_ 1sn t ;:'uo:.il
Raectons ok ' | enough,” said Lizzie, elevating her little |
Judms - —1obert Evang, Jne. E. Scanlas. | nose.

f "‘»r.-.n.—-.hnhn D. Thomas.
Fo—Lapt. Murray.

SOCIETIES, &c.
M. —Summit Lodge No. 312 A. Y.
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!of a man whe must be worth, at

AL
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“Will you hold your saucy tongue,
Miss? How dare you speak in that way
least
b ati { f illion? 1|
computation, a guarter of am

: _ - |
was going to say that T hope Mr. Martin |

will make it his home at onr house for a |
day or two before he takes possession of |
Viola is a pretty gicl, |

his new residence.
and it may not be a bad idea to establish
some intimacy between our place and
Martinstower before—"

“I understand,” said Lizzie, nodding |

ber head kuowingly. “Viola would make

a splendid fine lady, and so would Blaunche. i
Mrs. Martin, of Martinstower ! wouldn’t

Ll

it be glorious !

| tion.'

{ ATC EO

1 saw it fall upon the hearth.
Is it beecause you are poor, |

tone somewhat. There is somebody cowm-
ing down the road—hush !”

The words were yet on his lipsasa
tall, well built young man, in a coarse
gray overcoat and a felt hat, came up.

“Can you tell me the way to Martins-
tower, sir?”
“Martinstower ! repeated Mr. Elliott,
staring at the stranger. “Upon my
word, it is a strange coincidence, young
sir.  You are undoubtedly Mr. Hartwell,
referred to in the letter I this moraing
received from Maurice Martin—and beg
leave to introduce myself as Job Elliott,
agent for the Martinstower estate,” &

“Letter,” repeated the young man, “has
the letter but just arrived ?”

“This morving,” returned Mr. Elliott,
courteously. “Perhaps you'll return with
me co-night, Mr. Hartwell, and we can
g0 over the property to-morrow. 1 have
the less hesitation in extending an 1nvita-
tion to ysu, young wmaa, as your employer
gives me to understand that you ure an
exceedingly worthy person, although—
ahem—of common-place exiraction.”

The stranger had removed his soft hat,
probably out of comphment to the red-
fingered young lady, and stood with a
pair of large blue eyes fixed on Mr. Elli-
ott’s rather pompous face.

“Thauk you, sir,”” he said composedly
“As it is late, and 1 am totally unac-
quainted in the vicinity, I shall accept
sour hospitable ofier.”

Viola Elliott, a handsome, olive-cheeked
airl of abuvt twenty—was eagerly await-
ing her father, just within the threshold
of the cozy, though plainly furaished
family apartment.

““Oh, papa, is it true that Martin js—"

She stopped short, and
plump, languishing blonde who was curicd
upon the sofa with a novel ia her hand,
burst into a giggle as the confidential
clerk’s tall figure loowed up behind her
portly parent

“My dear,” said Mr. Elliott, flourishiag
his haud, “this is Mr. Hartwell, the sec-
clerk—1 scarcely konow whal to
call him—dispatched by Mr. Martin to
nrepare Muartinstower for a fitting recep-

»

Tetory,

T . * 1 .

-~
v ioa bent ner Lead 'L'ln;_-';';.
2"y

just nedded. Truly the confidential clerk
felt that his greeting could scarcely be
characterized 48 over warm.,

*Papn,” said Viola, following her father
into the dinine room, “*what made
ask him home with you just when you
hurried 7”7

“Iurried, Viala 7"

“That’s just 2 man’s view of things,”
pouted the young lady. “You .
have known thuat Blanche asd T have
nothing fit to wear—we mus«t have our
mew pink dresses made awainst Mr. Mar-
tin's retarn—and the best bed roam must
be repapered, and the parlor paint is
shoeking, aod here you bring a great
staring feliow to lounge round in the way

| Why eouldo’t he go to the villiage tav-

s
ern :

“My dear, you forget that he is Maurice |

Murtin’s confidentiai clerk.”

“No. papa, I don’t forget anythicg of
the sort,” retorted Viola, sharply. “But
[ 2am sure that is no way to give Mr. Mar-
tin a favorable impression, for him to find
us hand and glove with his trampery

clerk. He will suppose-——he must sup-

pose—that our associations are of the very |

"

lowest. Papa, it is too bad !

And Viola burat into tears.

“T am astonished at 11:!?{!," added
Bianehe, who had entered to participate
in the discussion. “[nviting a clerk-—a
common clerk—to our hosse! At any

rate he must sleep in the little dark roowm |

over the kitchen. So Viola, we can have
the best bed room papered just as if he
were not here.”

The confidential elerk, standing in front
of the bright red sparkle of the fire in the

room beyond,smiled to himself even while |

a deep avd indigrant flush mounted to his
furchead, as he involuntarily overheard
the little sotto voce by-play in the other
rouTl. X

“And chis,” he murmured to himself,
sadly watching the gloomy masses of coal,
“is all the welcome a wanderer receives,

| after twenty years spent on the sterile

rocks of a forsign land. Home ! the word
has a pretty echo, yet there is something
holiow in the sound after all.”

“Mr. Confidential Clerk, you are cry-
ing "

He started with a guick blush, as a
little hand, red aud frosted witn the cold,
was laid upon his coat sleeve.

“(Crying! 1!”

“You ncedo’t try to deeeive me, sir,”
nodded Lizzie Elliott, who had erept to

' his side, with a white kitten in hor arms.

“[ saw the bright drop sparkle on your
eve-lashesrlike a zreat diamond, and then
Why are
you erying ?
iriendless, and of—what did papa call it 7
oh, of common-place extraction !”

He did not answer. 'There was some-
thinz in the soft pitying shine of those
black eyes that enthralled his gaze. Lizzie
came close to him, winking hard to keep
a sympathetic moisture from her own
dark lashes.

“Don’t ery!” she vleaded softly.—
“Cheer up! I know papa is patronizing
and the girls are cross, but I'll be your
friend. Ounly think how many men have

“Lizzie!” eaid her father, sharply, | begun the world as poor as yourself, and
“you will oblige me by moderating yourd yet heve triumphed over fortune.”

Blavehe, a!

Blanche

Yyt |

Ill;;}i?!
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He smiled.

“My dear little gir]l—"

_“I am not a littlegirl I interrupted Liz-
zie, indigonantly. “I was sixteen last
November.”

“Well, then, my dear young lady,” re-
sumed the Confidential Clerk, smiling,—
| “1 will accept your words as an omen of
coming good fortune. Tell me abour
Martinstower. Js it a pretty place 7

“It is a splendid place,” corrected Liz-
zie, with great enthusiasm. “With mar-
ble mantles, you know, all covered with

inlaid wood, and ceiliugs to lock like
yellow sunsets, and spots in tle woods
when the vines are growing overhead.—
And there are Jawus aod wide gravel
walks, and 1 onee peeped through the
glass doors of the conservatories aud saw
great blue passion flowers and cactuses like
tassels of flame, and orange trees with real
ripe oranges growing on them. Itis like
a fairy story.”

“Lizzy ! Lizzy! you are talking far
more than 1s proper for a child,” interrup-
ted Viola,sharply, breakicg in upon their
tete-a-tete. ““Put down that kitten and
go to your French immediately.”

And as the abashed damsel with the
tangled curls obeyed her elder sister’s be-
hest, the energetically whispered words,
“dignity of the elerk,” reached Hartwell's
ears, together with Miss Lizzy's pettish
reply—

“1 don't care—1 like him !”

The next morning, the confiduntial
clerk exchanged the “little room over the
kitchen” for a more comfortable and spa-
cious apartment in the village inn, whence

| gossip was exchanged between him and
Lizzy in the course of her daily rambles
throush the: Martinstower woods It
Blanche and Viola had only known of the
rapidly eementing friendship which had
gEprung up between
i!ln'i:' aristoeratic tendencies would have
| received !

“Lizzy ! Lizzy Elliott! T am ashamed
| of you.”
| “Bat papa, he says he loves me.”
| “Loves you I echoed Viola, holding vp
!‘.rc‘ih hands. “Papa, only listen to her
t A paltry clerk to dare fall in love with
{ our Lizzy!”
| “A mere child, too—not seventeen,”
' chimed in Blanche, whose twenty-seventh
| birthday wus looming darkiy over bher
| “Papa, 1 wish you wonld buy Lizzy a doll
'and send her to boarding-school.”
“(virls! girls! will you give me a chance
| to speak ?” panted Mr. Elliott despairing.
ly.  “Lizzy, I don’t kaow which astoon-
| ishes me most—this fellow’s audaecity or
your ridientons follv.”
| “Papa,” said Lizzie, gravely, ¢I intend
{ to mwarry him."”
{  “Silence!” thundered the old
jman. “You shall not marry him! T'll
| write to Mauriee Mactin to discharge the
impertiment puppy at once.”
| The evening ineal was already snread,

]

'and the lamps lizhted, when Mr. I‘:!liuui

| came, the nex: night. Blanche was read

ing,
Icaves of her favorite geraninm.
“Where's Lizzy, girls 7 said the old
| gentleman, taking his seat in front of the
pile ol buitered toast, and liberally help-
ing himself to the same.
. “In her room, 1 suppose,’

Viola.

returned
: “I have twice rang the bell.”

| “Go after her, then. She’s sulking af-
| ter her beloved clerk, I suppose,”” com-
j mented Mr. Elliott.

|  Viola went, but returned almost im-
| mediately, with a pale, trighteved face.

| *She's not there, papa, but this note
lay on the table.”

} Mr. Eliiott broke the =eal, and hurried-
| ly glanced over the tremuluusly written
| words with a face that had grown like
ashes:

DEAREST PAPA, YoUuR LIzZzy WILL BE ANOTII-
ER's. B] suaLr mMarmy Mr. HamrweLn., 1
HOPE IT IS5 NOT WRONG. INDEED, IXDEED, 1
LOVE

[
| By THE TIME YOU READ THESE WORDS,
]

16 6.0 Pl

As he folded the note with stern, rigad
| features, a light step crossed the threshold,
| and Lizzy's arms were around his neck,
| the Confidential Clerk standing by the
| door with a face where pride and indomi-
table resolution struggled for mastery.

- Papa, forgive me—Ilorgive us !”
“['ll see you hanged first ! roared the
old geatleman, turasing purple uround the
mouth. “Begone, both of you. Beg,
for aid or help !

“Ridieulous !"” sobbed Viola.

“Preposterous !’ scolded Blanche.

“Be it s0,” eaid the elerk, quietly.—
“Lizzy, we need nothing more than one
another's love. Come, my little wile !”

“Put, papa,” persisted Lizzy, “I want
to explain.”

“VWill you begone 7’ ejuculated Mr. El-
liott, opening the door wide, and wotion-
ing toward the road.

And so Lizzy and ber husband left the
unfrieudly shadow of the paternal roof.

Blanche Elliott, surroundel by an at-
mosphere of lavender, viuegar, and eau-
de cologne, was just coming out of the

ted conduct had thrown her, when there
was a low tap at the door, and a young
man bearing a peculiar-looking foreign
carpet-bag in his hand appeared.

ancient gods and goddesses, and floors of

| he calmly superintended the projected |
improvements at Martinstower, and alil the |

the two, what a shock

rentle- |

and Viola was elipping the duail!

starve if you like, but never come to me |

hysteries into which Lizzy’s unpreceden-

@he CEhensbucy Alleghanian,
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“This is Mr. Elliott, I suppnse.”

“Yes, sir,”” returned the old gentle-
man, hesitating whether to embrace the
stranger as Maurice Martin, or repel him
as an emissary from the obnoxious Confi-
dentaal Clerk.

“Ah—so I concluded.
tin been here to-dag 7"’

Mr. Elliott started.

“Mr. Martin is in Parpaham, Brazil.”

“I beg younr pardon, sir,”” returned the
young man; “L am his sceretary, and am
Iqmto convinced that he is at this presert

Has Mr. Mar-

Perheps I had better seek him there. 1
am told it is but a mile further on.”

He retreated, bowing with a foreizn
profusion of courtesy, leaving Mr. Blliott
overwhelmed with amazement.

the sitting-room, “I must go over to Mar-
tinstower at once. Mr. Martin has ar-
rived at last.”

Blanche sat up, tossing the bright drovs
| of cologne from her eurls.

“Oh, papa! you will be sure to bring
him back to supper 7~ :

“I'll try, my dear—1'll try,” said the
flurried senior.

puil your boots on over your slippers !”’
“Coanfound 1t, g0 I am—this affair of

ey

Lizzy’s has completely unsetiled me !

the darkness like some new style of pro-
jL'L".i]e. .

The lights of the stained Gothie win-
dows at Martinstower were sireaming
brightly across the lawa as he eame hur-
| riedly up the broad stone steps and rauyg
the bell

“Mr. Martin—hus he arrived ?”
| The servant bowed, and u hered him
| into a large room, whose sup rbly arrang-
{ ed farpoiture struck Mr. Elliott with an

indefinite idea of luxury. Lizzy was
| standing by a tali alabaster vase ot eliny
<y

tropic vines that :-‘.-cu;-i-.wi one of the

| buy windows, with a colored lump buraing
above.
| “Papal oh, pava! you have forgiven

me ¥ she eried.

l Lie turned rigidly away from her plead-
tng eyes to wer husband.
#“] have called to gee your master

¥

“To see whom, sir?"”’
“Mr. Martio, of Martiastower.
¢l am at your service, >Mr. Ellioft.]
“You are! Who deuce cares
| whether you are or [ tell you 1
| want to see Mr. Martin.”
“Maurice Martin is my name, sir.”
Mr. Elliott stood aghast.
“Why, [—I—1 thought you were the
confidential elerk !
“I never told you that I was, sir. Yon
chosze to take it tor granced, and 1 allowed

you that privilege

) )

.

t}'uuu.: man.’
] the

[
not .

clerk I wooed and won your daughter—
as Maurice Martin [ could have obtained
| no greater treasure !”

“It's all a mistake from beginning to
eud,” exelaimed poor Mr. Eiliost, wiping
| the perspiration irom his fevered brow.—
“Lizzy, my dear, come here and kiss we!
{ Son-in-law, you're a trump! Wiy dida't
you tell me of this betore 7”7

“I dida't know it myseif, papa, till we
were married,"” said Lizzie, langhing anc
blashing ; “and whea I tried to tell yun
all about it to-night, you wouidu't let
me.”’

“So you were Maurice Martin all the
while,” said Mr. Elliott, with a deep
breath. “Well, upon my word and hon-
or! And my little Lizzy is Mrs. Martin,
of Martinstower !”

Lizzy nestled close to
Maurice, and his lock of fond pride seat
a strange thrill down icto the father's
heart. Maurice did indeed love the six-
teen-year-old child, and Lizzy’s instinet
Lad led her to the baven of happiness.

“I know I'm very young,” faltered Liz-
zy, “but I am going to leave off playing
with my kitten, and brush my eurls oat
smooth, and stop climbing fences, and—-
and—Maurice says he loves me just as
wuch as if 1 were a digoified wite forty
years old.”

s

) A A
CuorLErA CuRrED AS EasiLy asToortn-
AcHgE.—Dr. Post, who is represented as
¢“a high wediecal authority” in New York,
delivered a lecture at the Medical Col-
lege, in that city, on Friday evening last.
He claims
the tooth-ache.” His method of treat-
ment, as he explained it, is briefly as tol
| lows :
diarrheea, accompanied by extreme lassi
tude.
bed and remain prrfeetly quiet for forty-
eighy hours, taking at least fifteen gruins
of calumel to drive the infeetion promptly
from the system. After this has acted
freely a siwall dose of laudanum ghould be
civen, to soothe the patient and prevent
further intestinal action.
| be applied to the spinal eolumn.
! Post claims that this treatinent has been
applied in thousands of cases, and never
fuiled to result in the rapid and entire re-
1cu\'ery of the parient. It is of the very

| first importance, however, that the patient |

shou!d not abandon the reclining posture,
| from the very commencement of the dis.
ease until the recovery. All the promi-
nent medical men in the city are engag-
ing themselves in the study of the cholera,

lnot clinically, of course, as there have

been no cases yet in the city.

time at his tamily estate of Martiustower. |

“My dear,” he said, hurrying back to|

“Papa,” said Viola, “you are trying to |

So saying, Mr. ISliiott darted forth into !

As the ('.11'11'3J~_-:1.';ail

: .y |
the aforesaid

that cholera is “as curable a= |

The patient is first attacked by |

He should then’ instantly go to

Ice should also |
Dr. |
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| GoverNING A Scnoon.—Some years
since, while spending a few days in a qui-
et village in one of the western counties
of the State, and not heing pressed with
business, I concluded to pay a visit to the
two echools in the town, each of which
| was 1n charge of a female teacher with
whom I had some acquaintance. Know-
| ing onz of them to have been u more than
' ordinarily diligent student, and also to be
| pussessed of a strong, clear mind, I ecave
| her school the preference as rogardsbthe
| priovity of my visits. Order had beec
{ ealled fully half au hoar at the time I en-

| tered the room, or at least more than that
length of time had elapsed sinee the hour
of beginning the exercises. Upon enter-
| ing, it was hsrdly possible nut to notiea
| my Iriend’s embarrassment, the erimson
suffasing her cheeks as she upwla.\‘.{(‘ticu:ly
*said that her pupils appeared “very noisy
| this morning”  Two tuil hoars of a visit
| convineed me that in saying her pupils
t appeared very noisy, she spoke oniy the
“What will I do with these un-
| governable children 7 was the (uestion
she addressed me afrer dismissal of her
' school; T taik to them, I watch them,
punish them, do everything I can to get
thein ta keep quiet and to study, hui;bit
scems to be no use.”  And it was of
| no use. Is coatrolling her school, she
terseif made more noise than enouch to
overturn the quict and goed order oti" any
I.c.,-{‘.'.-f pupils.  To her hands during reci-
| tations werc a text-Yook, stick and beil,
| while either bell, stick, or her tonzue wog
than Az the
cotered, u reading class was reeci-

| trath.

o !
| &dd

| 1 Just less

t time 1

cun=tant use.

| ting. A scene ensued something like the
| lollowing: “Read, John.” John gets
up to read lingle | dingle ! rin.gshnnt
from the bell. *“Go aheud, John, and
read John reads ubout a line, when a
halfdozen quick, sharp raps interrupt
Johu's readiug, and momencarily oceupy

| thie attention of these who would be di'i-
'gent il given opportunity. Joho agzain
| proceeds, but before finishing his ;;ma—
graph, he is stopped by, “Jane what are
| you doing there? will you always be in
, misehiel 7 why can’t you behave yourself
apd gttend to your i:u:'!k:‘, and not Le all
the tiwe giving annoyanee to your teuck.-
er ”  Thus throughout the morning the
exercises were interrupted, the teacher
| harassed to exhaustion, aud the school
| &ept 1n a continual uproar. Now, a rem-
| edy tor all this might be found iu the ob-
| servance of a few rules:
.! 1. Preserve at all timas a quiet, self-
possessed demeanor, never getting confused
vor petulant,
2. Chogse the proper moment for re-
proof, thatis, dariag the intervals between
| reciiations, or iu case of necessity for in-
| stant eorrection by words, between the
| wmoments oceupied in recitation by differ-

ent =cholars,

3. Speak in a voice no louder than is
necessary to be heard

4. Da.not seold, but let the words be
few, and, if need be, sharp

5. Do net thresten any more than is
{‘included in a necessary warning of the
| punishment you will positively infliet for
| certain effences.

6. Do wvot be necdlessly severe in the
infliction of punishiment.

7. Have as few rules as possible. A
multiplicity of rules are s0 many tempta.-
Licux o =in.

8. Never let a pupil see that youare as
| a loss wha* to do.

L -t

Goop  AbvicE.—Halls Jownal or
IHealth gives the following good advice
with refcrence to school children :

See that they have all the sleep they
can take. Kvery child uader ten should
have eleven hours sleep; those older caa
do with something less.

See to it that every child goes to bed
with warm, dry feet, aud sleeps warm
| ull nighe.

Always send them off to school in »
| happy, sffcetionate state of mind; and
when they retury, let them be invariably
i received with a Kindly greeting.

By all possible means, arrange that
they shall reach school with dry feet and
t dry clothing ; the negleet of this has sent
{ many a sweet c¢hild to an carly grave.

i Sciigol children should eat with regu-
| larity ; thrice a day is all sufficient.

Faubrace evers opportunity of impres-
sing the child’s mind with the fact that
teachers are laboring for their good, and
therefore ought to be luved, respected and
obeyed as their best friends.

—— e ————

Errect orF Laziness.—A lazy boy
makes a lazy man, just as sarely as a
erooked sapling makes a crooked tree.——
Thiak of that, my lads. WEke ever saw
a boy grow up in idleness thar did not
make a miseruble, shifiless vagabond when
he was old enongh to be a man, though he
| was not a man in character? The great
' ass of thieves, paupers and crimicals
have come to what they are by being
brought up to do nothing useful. All
' thiose who are good men now, and useful
' to the community, were industrious when
| they were boys. 1f you do not like to
| work now, a love for iadustry can soon be

acquired by habit. Shun idlenese as you
would the evil one.

o il




