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treatment of the masculine race that’s

a spark of resentment in cur breasts. it

Deboied do the Principles of True Democraey, and ihe Dissemingtion of Wjoralily, Lifer
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ELLSWORTEL

’whcn the house was furnished,
tshouldn’t have been asked. I shouldn't
jcare much for going, since there’s no sup-
| per ner dancing, and nothing but to look
jat pictures which I don’t care a snap
;about, if it wasn’t a compliment to ow
i taste, and nice te have been there.

You guess it was you who procured
the tickets this time? Indeed! And
bow ? You've been ordering two or three
pieces to be paiated by some of our first
artists? You were introduced to some
of them, and they were such good fellows
you couldn’t help it.
all right. For my part, I admire the
frames more than I do the paintings; but
{other people of our set seem to have got
up a mania about such things, and we
must follow the lead.

I've a mind to give an Artists’ Recep-
tion myself, after theirs is over.

Don't shed a tear for him |
Lay him to rest,

The bright cross of honor
Ablaze on his breast.

The shouts of a nation
Shall cheer him to God,
The bhope of a people

Spring fresh from his blood.

Don't shed a tear for him!
Heroes must die,

I1 gladness and triumph,
Like suns from the sky.
Battle-red banners

And war-tramp above,
ey only break camp up
Forward to mere.

Don’t shed a tear for him!
Mourn him in blood.
Quick-dropping bullets

Shall work him most good
Fight for him ! fall with hiwm !
Die as he died ;

Living or dying,

Uur hope and our pride.

-
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grygeers:.;e:: - Rtk golden showers upon the dusty pathway jurs pronouuce ‘em wonderful.”
Eager for battle, trod by the aspiring foot of genius.
Fazing the foe. said that even mouey carned by the whole-
For one life like his life sale pork business might be hallowed and
A 00t e pony: exalted by being liberally given out for a
Stall caritthe syt charming picture or a glowine book. Of
» g icourse I saw through it all, but it's true
L e R ——— —|as preaching, nevertheless. If I've an
Mr. and Mrs. Rasher. {awbition for anything, it's for being con-
BY THE AUTHOR OF 3135 SLIMMENS.” ! sidered a patteron of the fine arts. My
CHAPTER VL L own particular taste runs to worsted work, | IN HER
rand those canning little dogs and things
POMESTIC. g e

_:»in Berlin wool, and next to that T admire

{

that don’t eap the climax! It would be |
pretty work to oceupy wy mornings iwi
wy boudoir; or no, I'd better keep "em |, thar

p - Jeinos W 1S 4 " 2
Darn your stockings, Mr. Rasher? I },0n5 chromaties, but we must do as our |

set does.

i

lof the cattle, in the field.” Now, my dear, ithat fellow for awhile. He's

afure and ews.

it, just for the sake of sceing me going|and bought what you sec. You've told
without the comforts of life. I haven't|me that size wasn’t the main point in
got them white furs yct, and it’s coming  buying paintings. I guess I know that!
time to get a camel’s-hair shawl for the|But everybody knows * Cole’s Voyage of
sprivg. La, Rasher! I never thought of | Life” is a fine thing, and all the rest are
your ordering pictures painted. Did you!choice copies of the old masters, who-
choose your own subject? Teil me what ever they are.

you ordered, for I waut to speak of it,| Everything seems to me to he going off
this evening, to Flammery and Mrs. Cor- splendidly ; even Rasher’s behaving hiw-
nell.  “ You saw some excellent portraits | self remarkably. He hasn’t said a vulgar
of hogs, by Oestel, and ordered two com- | thing this eveninig, in my hearing. There

minded you of the old homestead, where | pigs. He paid a hundred dollars for a
you was brought up—which you took, little thing no bigger than my two hands.
only you ordered a group of pigs, in place| (Soto voce.) I wish Felicia would leave
quite too
if there’s money to be wasted on pictures, 'agreeable ; and she’s looking so pretty,

Finm. | [ prefer picking ’em out myself, and skall now, with her eyes full of swiles and her give life to them.
mery says that it’s the duty of wealihy | insist upon doingso. As for baving your|checks glowing, he'll fall in love with her. |such thing as a headache in the morning
! people without genius to encourage au- |pigs in the house, I sha'n’t do it, no mat- | Artists are ail very well to patronize, but jafter taking a little too much the night|
|thors and artists; to scatter, as he said, | ter how well they're painted. “ Connis- when it comes to son-in-laws, it’s another | before? Give it up? Because it’s all|

Well, ' thing. Bless me Mr. Flummery, T did

He |the more they ave like hogs, the less I'll not know you were so near! Law? “That | hills.”
{like "em. If you'd had "em so they could young genileman, talking to my daugh-

have passed for sheep, I wouldn’t havc]ter, owns millions of acres of the loveliest
wminded, but as it is, if they hang any- and richest lands of the earth, owns dia-
where, they’ll hang in the smoking-room. f monds and pearls, and the uncounted gold
What? ¢ smoked bacon”—yes, make of athousand sunsets.” Pshaw!does he
(he really, or are you speaking in a meta-
|physical sense? You Lnow they don’t
itake the gold of the sunsct at Stewart’s
ELEMENT. {ot Tiffany’s—aad I prefer that kind that

I'm always in wy clement, Mr. Flam. has the stamp of the mint on it, that's
mery, when I'm surrvunded by congenial always current. * Like old mother Bums-
spirits, as on this oceasion. You and my by’s wine!” Rasher, remember; make

smoked bacon cf 'em, for all I care.

CHAPTER VII.

l

b o . i .
we | trying to frighten me about your business, f would impress my new gues's favorably

;funuy, if you gaid it, ! |
| Allow me to help yof fo some of the|
rcelery, Mr. Browii; 'm sure you must
'be fond of it, I saw such beautiful greens |
|in that picture of yours at Dodworth's,!
| (There’s Rasher at his puns again. He'll|
| make me miserable all through supper.|
{“Don’t be sherry of thé wine, there 's|
|pleaty of it.”) I should think a person|
\who could draw cows as natural as you|
would always be drawing them. (“De-|

Well, I expectit’s| panion-pieces, to hang in my boudoir!” he goes, off to the smoking-room, with|claret’s No. 1.”) I'm so fond of rows in |
—* also a sweet little landscape, that re- ' half-a dczen gentlemen, to show ’em his | landscapes !

I think every landscape|
ought to have cows init. (“Why is this|
{boctle like my amiable wife 7 Give it up?|
| Because it’s my-ceary!”)  Kspecially|
(those dreary deserts that Mr. Gamboge 15|
'so fond of painticg; a cow or two would!
(“Why is there no|

‘sham-pain.”  “But that’s as old as the
. “All the better for being old ™|
{ U've thought a good deal, Mr. Brown, of,
isending my Cerintha to take lessons of|
|some artist ; I'm certain she has a talent
{for it; dear girl! she has a talent for!
imost everything. You ought to see her
|specimens that she ’s brought home frow |
ischoa]; and she’s embroidered a whole |
Iscene in worsted work—-Rachsel and Jo-!
{seph at the Well. It's sweet, especially |
lthe well, which is done to perfection---
ithc curb, and the bucket and pole, just
as they had them in old times. (** Why,

{dear fiiend Fitz Simmons have been ex- no puns but goed ones to-night. What's lare gardeners stingy to their help? Be.!

Speaking of one thing reminds me of tremely kind in inducing ail these cele- | that, Mr. Flummery? a b_a.d‘pyun is often {cause they order their salary cut down.”
I woender where that Siguor|brated artists, and so many talented peo- better than a goed owe, it it's culy DadiSular_v, good gracious !) Don't you think

for parior “faney work™ of evenings,| pipcerari is that used to give the gir's ple to honor me with their company this enough? Well, that’s queer! don’t for- |1t would be advisable to have my daugh-

‘Wllt‘“_l ve 00!}: a f'»‘“" C?\US, aud 1‘1‘!‘"'imusic lessons before they went away to
wmery is dramming -t the piano or making | oo ding.school. Am 1 thinking of tak-

himself agreeable to Fitz. T expect he’d i, Jassons myself, at this late day? 1T
want to take lessons in the f;ul.umub'.cjnd, not, Mr. Rasher; though wihy vou
and elegant art of daraing old socks, he’s| L uld consider we too old to learn, if I
so eritical and fastidious. He always| .o a mind to, I dou't see; T am only for.
holds my &ilk for me, when he's here of |ty-two, come April. The fact is, I had
mornings and ['ve got any to wind, and lard work to coax Rosine to stay, after
T presume he'd be delighted to hold ajipat time you gave her warninz; I had
ray 2l - o - 1 nallie . ¥ .7
skein of Blue yare. If you i really not| 5 raise her wages, and make her a present
able to buy yoursclf new stoekings when | ¢ (10 or my best second-best silk dress-
- . ] - 3
the old ones get holes in"ew, perhaps Il o5 and now she’s taken a fancy that she's
, 7 rqelt with arnine wodlo « | o . ‘o .
provide myself with: a daruing-ueedle, anc fa natural talent for music. She thioks
:tny % ho:nean.j mend ‘em for you. luuzalue'd like teachinz music better than
frequently advise we to be more econom- | guitine on ladies, or at least it would help
ical, and here is a fair ch:'xn‘c.e to kegin. ' her to pass away her spare time pleasant-
l‘d"" believe 4 maan, be hf _‘”-‘4‘: or l‘)‘YﬁIy, if she knew how to play the piano,
vich or poor, is never satisfied with his| g J've thought some of gratitying her,
wife, except when she is darning bhis socks| f)r the sake of keepinz her
or meking a puddiog. Ifanyone should] Now. Rasker. that's just the way yon
8 A g o1 Now, Rasker, that’s just the way 3
ask me my idea of the En.glr, Sex, [ﬁhu“"l{:xhvays do when you're out of patience
describe it as 2 rapacious pudding-bag | hout nothing, as you always are—flying
with a pair of worn-out sozks on the end | hogt the room ike a mad hen, waking
of it; while the female sex would be rep-| yourself ridiewlows. I'm sure you needn'’t
resented as everlastingly busy trying 5 jyterfere with my masagement of my own
il the bag with ceascless pudding, and | sorvants—above all, my own lady’s maid
darning the socks at iutervals. Growing|There ! there! there! vou needn’t speak ;
= o PRI R T : . ik 0
poeticai 7 Husband, there’s that in the | ;¢ you do, you'll be sere to stutter; con-
alited 1 i X 2 [ trol your temper, my dearest, for when a
o make us N : Q 2 ’ 9
calculated to make us tndignant, if there’s | yun "stuiters he's sure to get the worst of
“They were such nice lambs’-wool, | ¢ Ballas S oot S TR o
e vou{hou'v’nt peg et vringior g [, nor half as )we]l, aud you might better
:l 4 e e . SRIG Ol not begin. Pie-headed? Look out, my
a NogamBrn, I | P ’ N =
e T W;’Tf“ Nothing else to||ove, and dou’t provoke me, or you'll get
do! nothing to de? Hurried, and WOT-| vour ears boxed soundly. Me pig-head-
. . % - T e s < o < A t=)
ried, asd furried to death, ‘with six ser-|oq 1m0, indecd!  And who but a person
“3';15 setting me distracted, and company, | with a patural liking for pies would be
and going out constantly ! Nothing to do| oy E o Py S
i s W S ek leu:g ged in the px?xl\ business ? ]
. ere 11y married as I miyht have married, and
am, just home from the matinee, and hun-| o5 I've often reeretted I didn’t, T micht
-8 . ¢ - 2. i E‘ L A y g
gry ft‘f" ny fl""‘"}’» expecting half a ‘!UZ' {have had my choiee of a doctor or a law-
+ - o o b apl . .« 5 =
e'; ”"i"ds v *{\"5 &C."‘l““*év': thT]J I ‘lf‘he‘g;ycr, and been more congeniaily united
w ‘C’: was at the Aeademy, an] cegagedthan T have been, instead of being tor-
-8k b = ‘ ine & j! . i
forall d"‘.‘f' tolm.qrrow going calling, and’ mented all my days with the smeli of ba-
Wt;? the ba l"“ the evening, and L've oon, and feeling myself bound by chains
4 g .
wotking to do! \ | of steel tothe destiny of a pork merchant.
You thought it would scem so old-fash-| Byt it ’s too late to mourn over early in-
ioned and pleasant to see me with miidescretion. I might have been— What's
work-basket, passing a quiet evening, you |that, Rasher? You haven't forgot the
talking and reading the paper, and ™7 tailor you cutout?  Served him the same
darning the heels and toes of your socks 7 y1ick he served your clothes? There's
Qace for ail, my dear, I don't cousider| fov a8 ;
y i SBY SUNC, % T - | the bell for dinner. Put on your cravat,
an_(ylthmg plea§nut thut.s old-fasilxpnefl,i,,‘y dear, and hurry. Preferred pig to
;:rmzj' f;: '?aZ;'né-::;:g"l?n:h; l’fﬂ;‘t" ' goose, atter ali " Come, come, the soup’ll
PSS onsmizing, L Wish you | he cold, and it's your favorite kind. You
“"0“"‘1“ t refer to1t; it makes e BEIVOUSs. | fiatter yourself you saved me from cab-
You're as seu,tuneuul 26 Cerintha, ‘I“Sjbago, if ot fiom pork? Oh, quit your
minute, and I’m sure & person, to look at| yoncense! Sheor novsense? Well. if
" , e E ot > . )
you, wouldu’t think there was a particle| vy want cold soup, 7 dou’t, and I’m go-
. % - : sl h =
of seatiment in you, which I heartily wish |ine.  What's that he's hollering through
g X oA S : 2 3
shere wasn ’t, asits always makiog you|the keyhole about wy first suit-her 2—
ridiculous. I’ve got so many other balls| « [To’d have been a fitting companion.”
{ Quit your siliiness, for I’'m down stairs,

to keep a rolling I capn’t eondescend to a
Now add something about | and T can’t hear you. ¢ Did he press his

Ball of yarn ?
Shignt ”» s s =l
spinmng street-yarn,” and then you'll ¢t 27  On, get out?  Here you come,
down three stairs at a time; and now

have’ run through the usual lists of a
man,s Wl,tl\usms._ 3 you've got rid of half a dozen miserable
W bavt s that sticking out of your vest|puns, I s'pose you'll be good-natured, and
p(?ckfat ? Dear me! I'm delicht®. Wby | want to hug we, right in the dining-room.
dida’t you tell me when you firsi eame in 7 Why were your puns so miserable ? Be-
cause they geverally are, I guess. Be:

« Artists’ Admit Mr

Receptions.

Rasher. Dodworth’s Hall. Thursday : cause they were ouly sev_v-sew? Do please
Evening, February 21, 1861. Geo. A | be quiet before we get in where the wai-

Baker, Wm. Oliver Stone, Launt Thomp. | ter i€; and, dear, do try and remember
son, Executive Committee. Compliments|00¢ to put your kuife in your mouth.
of Lake Brown.” 4 | T tell you what it is, if we do have an
Y sl asoihiv bu Aiv ik \artist’s and author’s reception, as I'm
: {bound to, I mean to have the girls to
Adumit one Lady. home. It will be » fine opportunity for
Mrs. Cornell wanted to go awfully Iastgthem to display their accomplishments,
mouth, but she couldn’t find a gentleman |and take a step upward in the social lad-
who had an invitation to spare. ~ You may | der, as Fitz calls it. You say times are
thank me, husband, for these tickets. If a little easicr; and I'm going to do what
I hadn’t proved myself a patteron of thel' I'like. I believe you've been trying to
fine arts, by getting all theso pictures'do what I like. 1 believe you've been

You see you ean’t talk half as fast as |
3

If Zhad|

|
|

{you thiuk so, Mr. Flummery ?
[you'd agree with me.

evening. I hope the supper will give sat- | get you've got to write me some verses,
isfaction and pay them for their trouble Mr. Flummery. I'll have a little game
in eoming, if nothing else does. But, of supper and invite Fitz, and some others,
course, [ don’t expect that people of such ! when it’s recady to be ready. Do you
aifts care for such things as suppers and  promise ?
liquors ; T have spared no expense tofeast| T hope you're enjoying jourself Mr.
their minds as well as their bodies. You |BEaselby. But you always do admire my
observe I have added twelve new pictures | pictures. 1 feel proud to be surrounded
to my eollection, which I bought on pur-lby so distinguished a gathering, and youn
pose to add brillianey to this soire2.— |are one of the brightest stars in my axle-
Aren’t they splendid? the coziest and | tree of guests. IHow do you like this one ?
most superb I could find, that would go|The vender assured me that it was an old
in a private house; and, to whisper the!Italian copy of the original Raffel. I
trath to you, I got them surprisingly!didu’t know they had rafiles in old times
low. Purchased all at one place, and to sell off paintines. That’s what we la-
they made a reduction in eonsequence of | dies do now, when we get a lot of pin-
the size of the order. Those four mag-!cushions and faney articles left over from
nificent companion-picces, “(ole’s Voy- our fairs. 1t's a very good plan. T've
age of Life,” the real originals, I got for|vo doubt the old masters got rid of a good
three Lundred doilars, and the frames are| many in that way, for I oftea bear it
worth sixty apiece. Seems to mwe thesmeutioucd. I was very much charmed
company is in unusual good spirits—don’t | with your reception, the other evening,
I knew| Mr. Easelby. You artists ave really get-
The artists are|ting to have very good society about you.
sach a pleasant, sociable kind of people ;| I saw a good many of our wealthiest peo-
they ain’t as particular about their dress,|ple present. We didn't use to think
some of "em, as they might be, but it gives much of your class; but we're getting
’em an air. It makes me quite happy to|over our prejudices. There’s Mr. Mon.
see how delighted they are with the pic- | eybags, talking to that young fellow with
tures. Don’t you think the girls are look- | the scedy look, as 1f they were eguals.
ing well? O dear, you flatier them, Mr.| We appreciate talent, Mr. Easelby ; it is
Flummery. It's strange you seem to ad- | one of our privileges. Dearme! where’s
mire Felicia most. She s a good girl,|the man gons? I do believe he’s going
amiable and sensible—but she hasn’t the | off before supper, and I haven’t said any-
genius of Cerintha. Cerintha's real sen-| thing in the world to offend him. I've
timental, if [ am her wother that says it.|treated the whole set as well as if they

| She writes the swectest compositions, and | eould return the compliment ; 1he costii-

scos an exiled prince in every Italian or-|est musie, game for supper, our best
gan-grinder. Am not I afraid she’ll run| wines, and all them pictures on purpose
away with some ragzed hero, some day ? | to consult their tastes; and of course,they
O no! net she! she’s prudent as well as | will never treat us to supper and ‘music.
practical. She'll never marry less’n half | But I'll have it to talk about. I've got

?ter take tessons of some of our first art-!
{ists? I should like to have an artist in
\the fawmily ; it would be scmetling to be
(proud-—(Good gracious! There it comes
at last! ¢ Why am I like the bascment
iof my own warehouse? Recause wa'ro
{both pork-sellers.” 1f I don't pay Rash-
ter for that after the company’s gone, then
I don’t know what revenge is— the!
{brute!) O yes! The Masquerade Ball
{was the most delightful part of the opera. |
|T went on the stage myself—charming !
| (Farkios, tell the band tostrike up a per-
{fect crash. I'm bound to choke Rashe:
off, if I have to drownd the whole com- |
pany in the noise.) * > ¥ ¥

Phere! they're gone at last, and I'm|
glad of it! Rasher! FI} never forgive
| you for the foel you've made of yourself.
| Dear me! it's tiresome work, anyhow,
trying to be literary. T fclt as uneasy as|
a fish out of water. The only comfort
I've had te-night was when I was resting
on the sofa beside Mrs. Moneybags, talk-
ing over our new dresses—there !

—-

Influence of Smiles,
A smile is indeed a thing of beauty.
| Whether living on the lips of gladsome
[ youth, or flickering on the dging features
|of worn out age, it holds its beauty still.
Whether nakivg loveliness yet wmore win-
some, or rendering ugliness less repulsive
than its wout, a smile yet holds its na-|
ture—yet it is beautiful.  Magic lurks
therein, and sways the human heart as
words never can—quickens its quiect
pulse, or soothes aund calms the hurried!
throb as they may need. And benecath|
the encouraging influence of one sweet,
upholding smile, the heart itself may
change its mood—may yicld its mad in-
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Istruggle and a tear.

isentence.

¥ ATy ", 3 T 3
' s ;so witty, Mr. Flummery, T don’t exactiy; God Save Qur Noblic Uaion.
when there wasn’t the least necessity for | to find lots of pictures, and I stepped in |know what you mean, but I'm sure it's' “

It came to us through darknezs,
It camie to us throuch blood ;
It shone ont like the “Promise
Of God” upon the flood.
A beacon it has served us
With true, unerring flame,
Auvd cast a blaZe of glory
Upon our nation’s name
God save oar noble Union!

'"Twas left us by our fathers,
Whose souls of priceless worth—
The uoblest types-of maunhood
That ever walked the carth,
"Twas bought with feafful Struggles,
By sacrifice sublime,
Aund stands a proud memento
For all the coming time.
God save our noble Union|

Qur land, a waste of nature,
Where beast and savage strayed,
Its wealth of lakes and rivers,
Unlocked by keys of trade. :
Then, sun-like, rose the Usxton—
A terror to our foes —
And lofthiz “wdste of nature”
Now “blossoms as a rose.”

God save our noble Union!

¥ here earth Jay hid for ages

In deep, primeval gloom,

Behold a bonadless garden—

A continent in bloom.

With iren hands of railroads,

Electric tongnes of wire,

And energies within us

Which tinze sha)l never tire.
God save our notle Union !

But now upen our Heaven

Are signs of coming storws,
Ard fierce, unholy passions
Unisld their hideous forms.

The bravest hearts among us

e filled with doubt and fear,
Y hile courds of horrid discerd

: ing on our ear. '
God save our noble Union

The hallowed flag that bore us
So proudly throu;
Is there a band weonld sevar
Its sisterhood of stars ?
Great God! can we so blindly
Cast all Thy gifts away ?
Oy throbs there in this nation
Ure heart that weuld not pray—
God save our noble Union!

R R e g

No Morner.—She had no mother !
What a volume of sorrowful truth is con-
tained m that single sertence—no moth-
er! We wust go down the hard, rough
paths of life, and become inured to care
and sorrow iw their sternest forms, before
we can tale home to our own experience

' the dread reality—no mother—without

But when a frail
young girl, just passing from childhood
toward the life of a weman, how sad is
the story su.umed up in that one short
Who shall vow check the
wayward fancies—who shall now bear
with the errors and failings of a mother-
less giil? Deal gently with the child.
Liet not the cup of sorrow be overfilled

' by the harshuess of your bearing or your

ansywpathizing coldness. Iy she heed-
Yesg of her doipgs? Is she careless in
her movements? Remember, oh remem-
ber, “she bas no mother !” When her
young companions are gay and joyous,
with a downcast eye and

1
does she pass

| languid step, when you would fain wit-

ness the gushing and overflowing glad-
ness of youth 7 Chide her vot, for she
is motherless, and the great sorrow comes
down wpon her like an incubus. Can
you gain her confidence, can you win her
love? Come, then, to the motherless

! with the Loon of your tenderest care, and

by the memory of your own mother, per-
haps already passed away—by the fall-

it'll be Felicia, quiet as she looks. By- |
the-by, who’s that she’s so much interest.
ed in, now? that dark-eyed, handsome
young man that's talking to her about
that littie drawing on the table. A very
promising young artist? Rieh? T thought
not by the looks of his coat.
edly rusty, and six months out of date.
Wil be a lion some day? I shall allow
Felicia to cultivate him, then ; but I must
warn her againss any tender interest.—
He's handsome enough to turn a young
lady’s Liead, that isn’t hardly through with
scheol yet. How admiringly he looks at
her; and she’s actnally blushing. I
thought Madame Finishche taught her
young ladies not to blush, it’s so child-
ish! I mustcorrect Felicia for that fault,
to-morrow. Don’t? and why not, Mr
Flummery? But if you say so, it's all
right ; you’ve the credit of knowing eve-
rything. Do you know, Cerintha writes
poetry ; and as you are a poet, you ought
to be kindred spirits. I wish you'd cel-
ebrate my soiree in some verses, won't
you, now, that’sa dear, gopod man? Fitz!
Fitz ! darling! come here! D'm trying
to persuade our friend, Mr. Flummery,
to immortalize this evening in some of
the poetry which he priats in the maga-
zines. They say you're so sareastic, M:.
Flummery, and say such sharp things,
even in your poetry, but I know you won’t
make fun of us. It would be so nice.
Do you think they are enjoying them-
selves, Fitz? They seem in excellent
spirits ; and _I'm sure I've taken trouble
enough to please ’em. Why didn’t I
ccosult you before I purchased so many
pictures 7 Well, T was down to Stewart’s,
and coming back, I saw ashop fall of

handsome ones, and the idea strack me it

shows itself at the most eonspicuous mo-

of chicken salad.

amillion. Tf anybody makes a love match, | the start of Mrs. Cornell for once, and 1

can sece she is dying of envy. I've got
the aathor of “Poems of the Century;”
and that maa that’scelchrated for writing
something,] don't kaow what,kut he goes
to Liverpools constantly; aud Professor
Donderland, who's been kind enough to

It's decid- | ruin the piano with playing, and every-

bedy that anybody wants to hLave, and I
call it a perfect success.

There’s Felicia and that young artist
getting together again, after I've warned
ber not to pay too wmuch attention to cur
guest.

I asked Flummery what made the
crowd so cheerful, and he says it’s the
new pictures; so they’'re successes of
course. Ie says it would be a good idea
for us to have a gallery to display them
to better advantage—wan’ts to know if
there isn’t room in the gallery to con-
struct one.

Rasher! Larkins says supper is ready; |

2o and get Mrs. Moveybags, and I'll take
Mr. Lake Brown’s arm. La! La! what
are you all langhing at? Mr. Rasher ? ne
is o funny! What has he said now?
“He wants to know why we are all like
a parcel of pigs?”’ “Decause we all want
to be first at the trough!” Horror! I
shali sink through the floor! That
wretched man is enough to distrast a wo-
man. It’s dreadful ! his vulganity always

ment. If I dido’t have hold' of Mr.
Brown’s arm, I should sink through the
floor, and likely as'not light in the bowl

What did you say. Mr. Flummery?
“Why is Mr. Rasher like a tame bear ?”
I'm sure I don’t know unless its because

teat,if not cast ont forever its evil prompt- ness of your own remembered sorrow—
ings aud its dark propensities. And fo by the possibility that your own child
may the smiles of derision madden be-| wmay be wotherless—contribute, as far as
|youd what the utmost words can do, even|yoa may, to relieve the loss of that fair,
as the smile of praise will spur humanity Frail child who is written Motherless.—
to great and noble deeds beyond thé ap-! Fechanie.
proach of ali cother promptings. Its si-| e T
lent power sinks in the heart, and heals! The rcign of terror in Virginia is ter-
some new made thrust, as sweetly and|rible. Every man not in the ranks is
gently as falls the mysterious dwe from  looked upon as a spy or a traitor. Many
heaven. And the smile of love! It Northerners as well as Union men bave
beams in the mother’s eye as she sees|been compelled to take up arws in de-
beauty in her 1nfant’s face, and a silent | fence of the rebellicn. These men wil!
laugh of unknown joy from her darling|pot fight and we may rest assured that
babe. It plays with stronger and more|when the opportunity is offered they will
thrilling magic on the maiden’s lovely | desert the rebels.
countenanee, as her heart’s idol meets her|
far-sceing eye, and draws near to lt her!
look of love lose none of its precious value
jin veedless distance betweenthem. And
{with deeper, purer joy, it comes to the
wife’s glad face when her husband’s fond
'zaze tells how much is gained since he
first called her wife. Holy, beautiful in-
deed, is the smile of fathomless and per-{ M
fect love. Too seldom, indeed, does it|CHY, ht\:.s purqhased a handsowe residence
live —too seldom lightens heavy cares avd | on Capitol Hill, in Albany, and is about
eartbly sorrows. 'Too seldom does it have | to remove his fawijly and household goods
birth—too often does it soon leave life’s| thither.
pathway, cven if fairly born and dearly| A sailor who had been boasting of the
welcomed there. fﬁxuuxorous foreign places he had seen, was
- !asked if he had ever seesr Tiouisiana. “No”
Not many miles from Bozton two sis-|said Jack, ¢ what country docs she live
ters, by the name of Pepper, are employ- ’ in?”
ed in the same establishment. One Off Nearly' sl the bees in the soath of

them has red hair, and goes by the name | Eoghund have died this year. -A porson

y e . oo |
z{m;knlfgi rl ‘;?}:’;’ow:’:s'lﬁl;'lz;lf';f;';;;;'k {in the New Forest who had 140 hives bas
) N .

- ! [lost every bee.
A ‘male relative is also employed in the| 3 4
same place, and is called “Pepper and| Tobacco-chewing men and snuff taking

The Charleston Mercury calls the Yan.
kee trcops now threatening the South
“tin peddlers.” It is true the Yankees

peddle lead this tiwe.
The Free Press, of Burlington, Ver:

he’s so rough. *“Becaise he has given
us a great faux pas.” He! be! you're

Salt,” his hair fairly representing that|women should never be perinitted to kisg
mixture. 'anybody but each other.

have generally, in their visits South,
peddled tin, but we guess they weaa te’

mont, says that JouN G. Saxe, of that

P




