Tabitha held it was a crying sin in & church
membar to allow his dauglhiter to conform
so much to the world. But Lucy danced
on, and sung on, a5 much a child as she
e i S S R was at twelve years of ngn.
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THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIG-
ADE AT BALAKLAVA.

[The London Uleriry eorrsspondant of the Tribune
vooenily sald thit Texxysoxn conld nol write on th*®
themus of the present war, but the following  thrilling
byrie which we take from the last Londen Ecaminer,
gs asplandld refatation of that eritivism.]

Hivraloague, inlf n league,
Hall o Yedgus onward,

Al b the vall ey of Death
Muoda the sbs Wipdred,

Into the valley of death
Bode the six hundrad,

For np cama an ordor which
Home onn hnd blandered.
*Forwnrd, the Light Brigade!
YTake the guns,’ Nolan sald:
Luto Lo yalley of Daath

Ruode the six hoondrod.

SForwaril, the Light Brigade!
No mun wis here dismuyed,
Kot though the soldlor Know
Some ous hsd blandered:
Thelrs not 1o make reply,
Theirs not Lo reason why,
Thoies bt to do und die,
1oto the valley of Denth
Ttode the six hundred,

Caunon Lo right of ihem,
Cannon 1o lefl of then,
Cutpon In fropl of thivm
Volleyad and thundred;
Frormed st wilh shet uid slielly
Haldly they rolde and welly
Tnta the Jaws of Death,
Listo the mouth of Hell
Hoda the six handrad,

Flishod nll the
Flushied nllat
Sabring e g
Charginguan uemy. w
Al the world wonpleced:
Plupgeod In the batlery smoko,
With many a daspierale siroke
The Rossinn e thex broke;
Then they rode back, but T e
Not the slx lgndrod,

Cannon to right of them,
Cannon 1o 1e0t of theimn,
Cannpn behind them
Vallayed and thundered :—
Biapmed af with shotnnd shell,
Wihile horss and hero fell,
Whwes that hid fought so well
Came fronn the Jawsof Deathy
Baek feoap Whe moutle of Helly
ATttt was leftof thm,
Loft of six handred,

sabros bire

Wihen eun their glory fade!
O thr wilil charge thay midial
A e world wondered,
Haopor the chargo they made!
tHonor the Tight Brigpde,

Nobte slx hpndeed?

THE TURNING POINT.

ALICE GRAY.

AT

nY Miss

Luey Holmes was one of the most light-
haarte, frolicksome beings that ever shook
ringlets. Thoughtless! yes, thoughtless as
the sunbeam on the floor, Often would
old farmer Holmeg smilingly smooth  back
liér hair, and oall her his mad-cap girl; and
then sigh as he wondered whether time
and care would bend down that light spir-
it, or break it at once. Lucy had no
mother, and nunt Tabitha used to say that
she had her hands full with her. Aunt
Tabitha was very prominent in (he chureh
—one of those people who always draw
their mouths down and their ayehrows up,
and assume a lngubrous tone when  they
talk about religion. ‘I pever can get Lucy
to think of anything serious!® was her per-
petual complaint to Deacon Fowler's wife,
their next neighbor, I think that at sev-
anteen, it is about time she should see
the vanities of this world, and be con-
vortad.' A

Oh, welll young people will be a little

5.
% ucy is more thana Zittle gay. T wish
I coulil get her to sat under the new  min-
ister in the South Church. Ho is gotling
up a revival and has anxious meetings ev-
ery ovening, Sister Wickfield told me she
had a delightful season there the other
night’

{ium Tabitha thought a great deal of
dignified behaviour, and Lucy often awak-
enod her rightoous indignation on that
point. She would dance about the house,
atid often, with sun-bonnet in hand, bound
into the very room where her aunt sat in
great converse with her ‘revival preacher,’
or some of the ‘sisters.’ Luey would often
mimie. Mr. Holmes would shake bis
head saying, ‘My daughter! your aunt
means well. It is unfortunate she deals
so much in cant phrases. They are ri-
diculous to you, and very offensive to me,
Itissometimes n fault among religious

ople. = They Isy open to ridicule the re-
igion really dear to them. They debase
it in the eyes of the world, for very few take
the pains to separate the gold from the
dross; and they mnke their eonversation
yery unweloome, lo say the loast, o many
good reople whose taste snd refinement
turn from everything of the kind. As for
me, [ um a plain man, and don’t pretend to

uoh taste, but I don’t like such things.
!E'al not your good be evil spoken of.’
' Ltioy slways listened to her father's
words with n glimpse of the beauty in sim-
plo religion, standing by itself, refining and
enobling; she lostit agnin when she view-
ed the robe in which Mrs. Tabitha envel-
oped hers; and sho wondered whether it
wasg only arobe, and not a necessary ad-
junct.’

Lnul'wu fond of gay colors, and feath-
arsand flawers, and sunt Tabitha cast up
her ayes at the sight of them as of the
i.'&moﬂi& : uumrlﬁ}o:ﬂd

g

frame and bounding

| ghastly and  emaciated,

who sat smoking his
{and the lazy, dirty childven who lay about,
[told the character of the inhabitants. The
good people of Greendale had a Missivn-
ary sociely, and a society for the relief of
the poor; but the poor must be ‘worthy
deserving objects,' not mgged, idle oul-
oasts, nnﬂ all their missionary sympathies
were engaged for ‘ficlds’ on the other side
of the word, (barrioboola Gha, perbaps, )
overlooking the real missionary ground at
their very doors. They thought more of
eduealing little East ians, who, even
when elevated, would still be an inferior
race, than of enlightening those in whose
veins ran the proud Saxon blood, formed
for action and rule, now swaying the deste-
nies of the world. Did I say all their sym-
pathies were engaged? Stop! there were
some visionaries among them who eried
out in horror at the ignorance and moral
degredation of the New Zealanders, and
never took the trouble to inform themselves
that there were thoss in their own village,
in the heartof their own New England,
who couid hardly auswer the question,who
made you?

Why! no one ever went to Bam Tucker’s
cottage. -Twoladies had tried it once, but
half frightened by Sam’s dark looks, théy
never come asecond time. Joe Tucker,
the eldestson, had grown up to be nine-
teen or twenty—ignorant and degraded,
but not wicked as might be expected.

One day all Greendale was startled by
the intelligence that a murder had been
committed. Mr. Read, one of the largest
farmers, had been  knocked down in his
own fields, by a blow of a rake handlein
the hands of Joe Tucker. Theyoung mnn
had been hired as a day laborer during
harvest. Some altereation had oceurred,
and in & moment of passion he had given
the falal blow. He had escaped, but the
conslables were out after him in every di-
vection, Belore the day was over, hand-
bills liad been spread through the m"igh-
boring villages and towns, and information
sent to the Boston and New York police.

Joe would soon be taken—there seemed
no doubt of that, vet day after day passed,
and le still eluded the search. One afler-
noon, about a fortnight after the oceur-
renee, Luey Holmes was returning from o
rambile in the woods, when she was terri-
bly fiightened by the sudden appearance
of Joe Tucker in her path.

‘Don’tscream, Miss, don't seresm! Ye
needn't be afeared,’ said Jos, who looked
3 ‘Only listen to
me. I wouldn't harm a hair of your head.
Can’t you give me a morsel to eal,I'mstary-
ihg todeath?

‘I wish I had sometling for you, but 1
liavn't," fultered Lucy.

“I'hen 1 must give mysell up,’ Lie groan-
gd.  “I'velived on roots and berries forthe
Inst week. - And they'll hang me for get-
ling angry. God knows 1 uever meant to
kill the man.  Yes, they'll hang me, for
sueh as Iam have no fiends.'

Don't oli! don't talk s0," said Luey, the
warm tears filling hereyedas she Jooked
on Lhe wretehed outenst,  ‘You have one
friend at lenst. Indeed T would do any-
thing for you I epuld’

Joe looked upin surprise. It was ibhe
first word of kindness from a stranger that
in the whole conrse of his life had ever
fallen on bis enr. 1o kuew not what lo
make of it.

« You a friend (o me?* he said. ‘You for-
get who 1 am/’

*No, Ido nol. At thismoment I would
give almost all I possess to lhave the power
1o do something for you.'!

The aceont and look were not tobe mis-
taken. The wild rude heart on which they
fell was thoroughly subdued, Jos moved
a fow steps off; and leancd his face against
a lree.

‘Bless you!l bless you for' those words,’
he said, in & broken voice. *Ifl could
have heard such as them before, purlmPs--—
but that's over now. All's over now.

‘Noluo! Iam sure you aresorry for what
you have done, and——'

‘And what? Whatis before me even if
I should getout of their ¢luteh?  And I'll
find it hard to do that. The officers areall
over 1 suppose.’

‘Yes!' and Lucy shuddered and looked
around.

‘So Bill told me a week ngo. He brought
me something to eat, and they tracked him
tomy lhiding-place. 1 hada desperate
dodge that time. That's & weckago, and
I bavn’t been ableto Jet him know where 1
am, or gota crust of bread since.'

jer.  The reckless, dogged look of the man
ipe in  the doorway,
ild

when she ap d in the sitting-room,
‘this is what 1 call scandulous, know
how late you got home. 1 saw you run up
stairs. Where have you been?’

*Out taking a walk.’

*Taking & walk, indeed! You'd have
been much better employed at home doing
mmelhing useful.  But il anything isof
use, that's enough for you—you don’t
likeit. Isuppose you will be too tired to
g-n to prayer-mecting with me this evening.

ou always have some exeuse.’

‘Yes, 1can't go,” said Luey,

“Oh! whatare you coming to? Do
you ever think of the state you are in, Lu-

9,

She did pot answer, and her aunt de-
parted for “‘meeting™ with an expression
of pious horror.

r. Holmes kept good counfry hours,
and allin the house were supposed to bein
bed atten o'clock. Lucy glided down to
the buttery, & fillod n basket as largensshe
could earry of the best there was. Then ghe
paused, while a nervous trembling stole
over her. 'What was she about to do?—
Go forth alone, at night, to put herself in
the power of a murderer, How much she
would bave given to runaway into her own
room, and bury her face in hor il
low, and shnt out all responsibility—all
necessity foraction. But not so—the pal-
lid and husgry-worn must not_die, folon
'.(.uuﬁh he be,  She took'up the basgket and
unbolted the kitehen door, when the wateli-
dog began to bark,

‘Hush! Bruno, hush! be quiet!® ska said,
as the animal came toward her.
Recognizing the familiar voice, he sub-

a
[

her. She knew not what to do. His bark-
body—she started at every sound. She
harshly ordered the dog away, but his low
growl at this alarmed her far more. He
evidently seented the meat in her basket,
and kept continually jumping about it.—
Almost in dispair, he went round to the
other side of the house, and pulling out a
large piece of meat, threw it to him, and
immediately he plunged his teeth into it.—
Then shoepeed #way breathlessly.

The night was dwrk and damp. Her
feet wore soon wet, and her slight form
chilled through,but it was another feeling
that was shaking in every limb.

Other fears than those of discovery, or
the nameless onesof the night made her
breatheomeshort. All wasdarkin Joe'shid-
ing-place, and her trembling fingers could
notmove fasteno’ghin pushingback theslide
of the dark lantern she cavried.  With the
first ray of light, she eaught the gleam of a
pair of tierce eyes in the furtherest corner.
She shuddered and drew back.

‘Don’t be afeared, Miss,’ said Joe, com-

ing forward.
Like n fumishing wolf he seized on the
food. Not a word was spoken for many
minutes, but bread and meat and pies and
pickles were fast  disappenring. Al last
Jou looked up.  To Lucy the sight of the
avidity with which he ate had been far
greater rewnrd than thanks, but tumultu-
ous, broken words rushed in doep sincerity
to biis lips, as he looked on the slight young
figue belore him.  Lucy was hall fright-
ened at the strength and vehemence of his
expressions, but he again entreated hier not
to have any fears of Lim,

‘You have saved my life, and can you
think 1'd harm you? = You're not more
safe in your own father's parlor tlmn Lere,
murderer though I am.’

‘Mr. Read @s dead, I suppose,’ said he
after a pause.

*No, he iy living yet, though thereis no
hope of kis recovery.'

‘I'm glad ho isn’t dead,’ said Joe, draw-
ing a long breath. *There isn't blood upon
my head yet.'

‘How are you to get away?" asked Lucy.
‘T can't tell.’

There wasa long silence. ‘T don't see
any way,’ suid Locy, ‘but don’t be dis-
couraged. I'll doall I ecnn, Something
may happen.  You eanstay herein safety.
You have food enough thera for to-mor-
row, havn't you? I'll come again to-mor-
row night.’

*Goda bless you Miss,' was the half chok-
ed response, and that night the hunted fel-
on slept soundly on the promises of the
sheriff of the county.

“They're off to look after that wretch,
Joe Tucker,’ said aunt Tabitha, coming in-
to Liney's room next morning.

At dinner, Mr. Holmes' first words were
‘We may give itup now, Joe Tucker was
about here a week ago, bul he's off now,
I'm persuaded.  Ie'll not run far though.
They've got some of the knowing ounes on
the waloh, and they'll ferret him out no
matter where heis. Why, Lucy, whaton
earth is the matter with you?
you flush so?’

Lucy was taking her first lessou in the
art which every woman must learh—com+
mandof countenance. She stammered out

*Will youtrust me?' said Lucy.

‘Ay!" returned Joe Tucker, after a long
look on the pale girl.

“Then come with me. You wouldn'tbe |
able to stay here long at any rate, for I
heard father say they were to haye a thor-
ough scouring of all the wood to-morrow
morning.'

She turned and haslily traversing the
lonesome wood-path in which they had
been standing, came to some pasture land
owned by her father, Bpringing over the
stone wall, she led her companion by a
short eut across the fields snd through the
orchards. The shadows of the twilight
were thick around when they reached a
low, dis-used out building. She opened
the door.

‘Hera you are safe for the presenl,” she
said hurriedly. ‘No search will be made |
hera, As soon as I possibly can I will
bring you soome food.'

As sheturned to go, Joe laid his hand
upon bar arm. *You will not betray me?’
said he with gleaming eye.

“You wrong me, ingend you do—I would
sooner die”  Baid the excited girl.

Joo withdrew his grasp, and she reach-
ed her own reom she hardly knew how,
and sal down to think over what she had
done. Thiswas the wild, thoughtless,
r]:aub;d rl! gzr w?m;nl: Lieart, true as
i o to 2, rung up for
tho ol foe Mindoams, . o

ber to|

“Now Luvy,’ commenced dunt Tabiths,

some excuse, and left the dining-room as
soon as she could. Afler dinner the con-
goionsness of hersecrot made her fancy sus-
picion in her father's every look, and when
night came how softly she erept down
stairs!

She provided hersclf with a pisce of
meat for Brono,and then opened the kitch-
on door and softly called him, Leaving
bim deeply engaged, she took her way to
the old corn-house. Joe received her with
a kind of affectionnte reverence, as if she
were a being of another sphere, He bad
made himself a den in the loft, so coneealed
that one might search long without find-
ingit. Lucy had broughthim some books

and papers, but she found he was but an |

‘ndifferent reader. She could devise no
lan of escape, and they both thought it
st to wait awhile,

She had spent the morning in _thought,
an occupation very new toher, Joo Tuck-
er's life seemed to depend on her, and if
the burden of a fellow-creature’s fate would
weigh heavily on any one, how much more
on the joyous litle heart that had never
known a care. How should she manage
his escape? She though for A moment of
trusting her father's kind heart and warm,

enerous feelings. In ber child-like ingen-
iousnesss he Jonged to do so. It seemed so
terribled ‘to have to decide anything. of
such im for herself and by her-
self. But no! she remembered his strict

THURSDAY

| sense of justice, mund stern, unbending in-
|tegrily,

| Aunt Tabitha appeared at the breakfast-
| table the nextmoming with hereap-strings
flying, and her bows drawn tngether,

| *Some ono one must have been in the
1bul.trry these last two nights,” she com-

menced. *There's heaps of things gone,
There's a nice lag of lamb, hardly touched

‘WHOLE NO 1528

Is Religion ile;l-lll;;‘ll

'Altlys! Inthe child, the maidon, the
wife the mother, religion shines with a lLo-
ly,benignant beatity of its own, which noth-
ing of earth can mar. Never vol was the
fa:r!n!l-.- shnracter perfeet withoat the steady

{fith of piety. Eeau'y. intellect, wealtl!
they are in like pit-falls,dark inthe bright-
(est day,unless religion threw lier soft beams

'

milted to be curessed, but would not leave |

ing might have already swakened some- |

at dinner, and two large picces of pork— {around them, to purify and exalt, making

they'ro gone. And those apple-pies | : iz Rig -
made the other day, two of them were gone ,’ :I:::;: Lﬂ,’f:‘::“ that which seemed all love-

yesterday morning and now two more, and | potivion . .
/ ’ £ 55 3 1% very beautilul—in has
n whole pot of my ]I:.'bent Eneklen. and A jur nickm-:«, in weslth o p-f\":-rh‘i.“ 'w':d:”_":
of sweetmeats and I don'tknowhow many | ..., enter the sick elambar of the mood
loaves of bread and eakes and rolls of but- |y or music seems o fluat on the ni:nnrl I
ter. I'm thankful I know nothing aboul|yhs hyrden of their sony is—Lo! p-;n-.--.-
i Luey plaved her part very wellthis lime, 4 1 ;
yed h ellth .t | Could we look into thousands of fimilies

;lt:f:]l:;r ﬁuhe; and aunt wond;i;ed in VAID. | gav when discontent Sightasullenly with |

:_l “‘f;f"b!‘ on the larder - not cease, life, we should find the chief enuse of un
a:ru : aunt Ta uln: suspected in turn e""h!hnppineu, waant of veligion in woman, |
of thetwo ‘helps,’ and then every one of | A a4 falons’ cells—in places of crime, |
thel'nzﬂ.‘mf'é S 'h:; ﬁ"m'h C:)ne mg_hl. {;“' \misery, destitution, ignorance—we should
:ge ‘turrjn:; wf:':;':m‘t’l t:;:v ehe:?uel?e'rw'tf:: behold, in allits most terrible deformities, |
Bokind ber, J the fruit of irreligion in woman,

s S Oh religion benignant mujesty, izl on
' ; s = ¥
mm‘:'l;{;hﬁ‘::g; rzudﬁiti; Py it you who il.hy throne thou siltq.-st.glurii,.ds mn-lu:illml, :

Yicy tocond iﬁemil‘ N Gtk i | Not above the eloud, for earth-clonds come |
‘W]ly, Dot cotld you LhinEel Lot ;:s-e mevebl;hetwwn lhll.'o s;ml truly pious .».nuls._
cold sl:oufders of lamb and sirloins of beel !::;w::“lh ¢ e o
aunt Tubitha laments so pathetically? 1| i
want some sugar to drop lavender on,’
and taking a few lump, she proceeded up
stairs before her father, He laughed.—
*A pretty fool I have been to jump out of
my bed at this hour forsuch a minx as you.
I thought I had the thief. I'll not do ita-
gain atany rate.'

The weeks went on.  Poor Joo Tucker
learned (o love the very ground on which
Lucy stood. Nothing so pretty, so sweel
and delicate had every come near him ba-
fore. His untamed leart was naturally
warm and affectionate, and now it wnas stir-

opening throuzh abroal vista qr{

exceeding beauty. !

It« gates are the splendor of jasper and
precious stones. white with a dew light
:lhut neither flashes nor blazes, but steadily
proceedeth from the throne of Gud.  Its
towers bathed in a refulgent glory, ten
times the brightnessof ten thousand suns,
yet soft, undazzling eye.

And thers rcligiuu poin!s. Art thou
wenry, it whispars, “rest up there forev- |
er.” Art thou sorrowing, “joy.” Art
thon weighed down with uwomerited igno. |
?iu_\'. “kings and priests in that holy
and i " ome.”  Art thou poor, “the strects be- |
red toits inmost depths. 'The pussionate | fyro 11y mansion nhgﬁ be of gn'.;." ALrt
devotion with which he worshiped his | thoy friendless “the angels shall be thy
benefactress was a strange feeling to his | oompanione, and God thy friend and Fath- |
wild, ignorant soul, It seemed to opena | .p - |

3 |
I

new world to him. Every visit showed Is religion beantiful?  Wo answer that
Luey more alnd more of the ardor of the | a1 i¢ desolation and deformity where reli.
poor fellow’s attachment, and every visit | gion is not ‘ f
saddened her more us sho felt her own de- | el LS -
ficiencies. She had a consciousness, dim How Iwotvtn Presen 7 I Corno.—1
at first, that this wus the time to sow the | am tormented,” said Robert HAll “*with
seed of good in that untutored heart, and | the dusirs of preaching batter tl.:m'l can,”
hers tha hand to east it—bul she knew not | 1 am tormented, say I, with the desire of |
how to doit.  She thought how fluent aunt | nreachinge better than 1 ean. !
Tubithn would be in such a ease, but that | h

—

TP We aximot the following lines from the prems |
of Thomas Mack«1ler, sothorof *Deappings from the

Hoiwrtl."" Those poems wore poblighed in 1847 by Ca |

What of Appearamnces! .
‘That family, sid a Iriend of ours whe
rey & Hart. The lives below bavs mach of ths quaiut- u"""l W visila {“m;"y whicl wy had told
e snd pathos of Hood. Thoy will, na doubt, ang | bim were sadly in wan, .t Esmily do
favor with the Pifiter, #hoss (ils bad isavlas srs not look 80 poor—1 uever should - bave

foullagly deseribed,
THE DOOMOY THE PRINTER.
A priuter woary und wan,
Hiatsce all menally pals,
Asglowly pladded bis hamenard way,
Before ihg duwning esrly dayy
Bo eaautin Wiltera wa'l,

thought of offering obmiity 1o vem, 1
never will judge again by appsamnecs.”

_ That is right; that is juss what  we de-
#ire 1o impress upon our readers. The
vastsulfering is to be found where appear-
lances do not indicate want.  Bugh was the
case with the Lumily in que-tion. A wo-
man with six little child-en, from lour to
fourtesn, futher mother and children all
born in this iy, knowing no othor home,
and wlways depondant upon the exertions
of the hushan | and  futher; when he was
(taken away bow could they live, as thoy
ialways bad dons, in comr able  circum-
stances, ina good bonde, with abundance
{uf bome eomioris, weanring good clothes,
which, without renewed, wondd wear oar?
I Yui, by the closest economy, and - uttizing
tindastry, they have lived—ihe pawnbrok-
ler furnished phrtof the menns—until now,
{ayear from ihe ful er’s death, withous
muking known their extreme wanl—siill
striving to “keep up sppearances,” with
un:)' QUL oo 1 bonnet for four heads—un-
tinow, at this inclement season,outof food
mud faeljout of money; out ol anyiling
more lo pawn; and above all, out of word;
omsisl syt SO liow must k?mi mother have l-u;Lgd upon
S TEAS oo g, - her !'tmllf,mwhos': faves staivaion was

lstaring? Al yet she could not beg.—
Evén (o her most intimate acqunintance,
she hid her woes and want. HRelatives,
able, (o nssist them, they have none in the
city. Only by necident one of their friends
fourd out their destitution, and made it

His voles was husky and lyw,
Anthiough his langs were gomi;
Al b esughod and gaaped and canghind aguin
And o presssd hie band to bis hrewt 1o pain,
White thas his plalnt ran on;

“A wortd of toll sl
I hnth Bo Joy for mo:

"Tis Yatior by day, amd Labor by uight,

By whe light of the som, and by esudle light,
Latesr guutinually.

HuSgme meop liave pesl,
Hot-Sahbath for me 1hers e nol;
P e 1ol abl s swaek, and bkl on theday
That God bas given 1o reat and o pray—
Lol this ks the printors 1oyt

“When | was a bay. he sgil,
“1 played on the hills of graen
Eawum in tha steenio—1 Bahod la the Brook,
And blessed was [ 1o sl and o look
Cafuitered on nulgre's [T
“For twenty sad yours and mom,
My lifs was worn awny
Ixminreky robms of polssmansalr,

“An Innoeont priswmes doomed,

My heant nheavy withis:
Oh why aboubl = man suiainted by pullt,
Whaot ) of & eronlure never Lgth spilt
E« ke a fdun, thpast

The printer then eonghed and ol ghed—

This stars wore geuwlog i known to un.  Yet they “donot look so
And e wpwisd glanied st Wing sk7, paar,” and others would think as our
A Ba Taly thongh: 1L was guo v - =X o S :

AU bia laly thaugh' L wasg e, triends did, *I never should hava thought

And degll wist ve pest 1o § 3 -
o atly would e pest slim of -:(Tu:r.ln;;-'huruy o them."”

Now, reader, look about you and see if
you cannot find some one who ‘docs not
losk so poor,” wiho is really in want. Not,
perhaps, in want of charity, but nssistance
e 0 get through the present “pinching time,’
o . -l Ofler such o livde Juan. Give them work.

sinfant awoke 1o ery. ' s
iy Eallier oby molbor! 1'm butigry for bread!™ Go sec ““':‘ fur rentd, 80 that illi"\' shall vot
be turned oat dvors by a hard Jandlord.—
Take into your own family to feed throvgh
the winter, one mouth out of & family that
have bu linde bread, and have not  tasied
m ot for monihs.

Do not try to enlm yonr eonscience by
riving a dime ton Iw;-_:ar. Thut 18 not
charily. 14 i3 of no wee o give money to
such us go through the stiects upou a daily

His besrt was Urad of beat

Hee pray=d for this Lord aba
To pity o man whose hsart bad boma rivon,
Tovnll, for other men®s int=resia givon,

And bz soaglit bis macey sad love,

Ings

Ha bisd 1o bis inmbls

Aull the printer bowed with an sehilig hend.
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Oh ye, who bave néve: known
The rickness fonnd In & crust,
otk

When nothing s se2n desalats dliel
Atd the poor mun’s pocketls ety of pelf,

fvenive my ator) op trust.

5ar b lo yoaresrelos seorn,
What beptsihe male toyont

hat makes |

was not exacily the flueney she wished for,

Forseven weeks Joe Tucker remained
coneealed in Mr. Holmes” out-building.—
The excitement seemed to be lessened, nnd
Lucy thought he might try to escape. She
had just received her libernl quarterly al-
lowance, and she gave him every cent ofit,

one of their working-men, and one night
in October stood  beside him for the list
time. Poor Joe could notspenk. He be-
gan several times, ‘Miss Luey’ and
then choked up. His sobs HI]')LQ for him.

At lnst Luch wiped away her streaming
tears, nnd took hiissun-burned hand in bath
of hers. *“Joe,” she said, *promise mo that

to the best of your knowledge and ability,
[ to be a man—un honest and good man.'
| ‘1 do promise,’ said Joe, ‘I swear it by
God in hieaven.”

Lucy placed a small bible in Lis hand,
and in five minutes e was gone.

passin agreat hurry.  Mr, Reed was dy-
ing, they said. The brain fever in which
he had lain ever sinoe the occurrence,
scemed running toits elose. Lucy thought
of Joo and wept. The guilt of blood was
really on his hand and conscience then.—
But at noon other tiding eame.  What had
been thought the agony of death was but
the lower erisis of the fever, and now the
sargeon thoughy he might recover.

He did vecover, and on her father's bo-
som Lucy confessed all that she had done
forJoe Tucker. That futher sat nstonish-
ed, and then bis eyes filled, snd he chis-lrcd
his danghter to his swelling heart, wonder-
ing (hat in the thoughtless child should
have been hidden such capabilities of feel-
ing and action.

Aunt Tabitha might have preached to
Luoy 1o the end of time, and produced no
cffect; but the impression of those mid-
night visits to the half ruined shed, where
she had felt the want of inducements and
hopes above tlis world, could not be ef-
faced. Tt was made at a critical time in
her lifa, jnst as childhood was taking its
leave, and thus was she gently brought to
the sourca of £1l help. Bhe was as happy
and as mirthful as ever—danced and sung
{just as much—went to none of her aunt
Tabitha’s favorite anxious meetings—even
declined ‘sitting under' the ‘revival preach-
er'—but even aunt Tabitha could not
question the sincerity of her Christian
character, for truly her ‘light so shone that
saw hier good worl\;s, andglorified her men
Father in heaven.'

Nows, good news come from California.
Lucy received a letter from Joe. He had
learned to write for the purpose of wriling
toher. e hadobtained a situation as
partner in a store, and was sober and in-
dustrious.

“I keep my promise, Miss Lucy," he
wrote,
and try to learn something and be some-
thing—and its all for your sake."

And this was Lucy’s own work. At

tion of his future course, How different
it would have been bad she shrank from
the poor outcast, and ha had been given
up 1o the law. True, Mr, Read had lived
and he would have suffered nothinﬁ but #
short imprisonment, but what woul

'boen the prospeots at his release? Lucy
heard from him every few months, there
was no changein him—he continued a
useful and worthy member of souiet{.
Was she not fully justified in stopping the
course of justice?

Legislature elected two men last week fo
sttend to the fires in the hall. They were
ualified by taking an oath to ‘‘support (he
amstitution of the United States and keep
good fires in the house.”

She diszuised him with a complete suit of |

when you get to California, you will try, |

The next morning she saw the doctor |

“I keep away from bad company, |

But I have no wish to make fine protty
sarmons.  Pretlinessis well vnonzh when

prottiness isin place. 1 like to sec n pret- |

|ty child, a pretty flower; but in sarmons
prettiness isout of plce. 1o my ear it
should be anvthing bunt commendation,
 should it be said to me,  “Youhave wiven
lusa preuy sermon." '

If I were put upon trial for my life, and
my advorate should amuse the jury with
tropes an | figures, or bury his argument
beneath a profusion of flowers or lis rhet-
oric, 1 would say to him, “Tut, man you
| care more for your vanity than my hinag
|ing.  Put yoursell'in my Illfli'i"—.'ﬁ.pf'lik in
| view of the gallows, and you will tell vour
[story plainly and enrnestly.” .

['linve no ohjections to a lady windinra
sword with ribbons and atmldiﬂg it with
roses when she presentsit to her hero-lover
but in the duy of battle he will tear away
the ornaments, aud use the naked edge ot
the encmy,

Kixp Wonps.—Kind words do not cost
‘much.  They never bllster the tongue or
lips.  And we bLave never heard of any
(mental trouble nrising from this quar-
ter.
| Though they do not cost muel, vet they
(accomplish much, J )

They help one's good nature and good
| will,
| Angry words are fuel tothe flames of
wrath and make it blaze the more fierce-
ly.

Kind words make other people good na-
tured, Cold words freeze people, and hot
words seorch them, and bitter words

make them wrathful,

There is such a rush of all other kind
of words, in our days, that it se¢ms desir-
able to give kind words a chance among
them. There are vain words, and spiteful
words, and silly words, and boisterons
words, and war-like words.

Kind words, also, produce their own
image on men's souls. And a beaatiful
image it ls; they soothe, aud quict, and
comfort the heart. They shams him of
his sour, morose, unkind feelings.

Fresn Ame.—Horace Mannhas well said:
People who slindderat a flesh wound and
a trickle of blood, will confine their ehil-
dren like convicts,and compel them month

{after month to breathe quantities of poi- |
It would less impair the mental and |

son.
!phyailral constitutions of children, gradual-
veins, during the same length of time,than
| to send them ta breathe, forsix hours in
|a day, the lifeless and poisoned air of some

|of our school rooms.  Let any man, who

votes for confining children in small rooms |

[and keeping them ou stagnantair, try the
experiment of breathing his own breath on-
{1y four times over; and if medical aid be
|not on hand, the children will never be
‘endangered by his vote afterwards.

Thar's 8o.—A New York journhl is of

to il:
| “Think not, laborer, extravagince is
ag

imnﬁned to the laces, silks and satins of the ' triamphant on the wings of the mighty

| rich alone.

ty sirong, to parade the streets, that is ex-
travagance. Wher one day in the week is
fooled away, and only five are mads work
glays, that is extravagance. It was the
very height of extravagance for a poor man,

in prosperous times, to be spending all his

| means—those means which, if possible,

Oari oF Orrron 1% Jowa.—The Iowa should have been sayed for such a day as

|this. Thus, itis not the fault alone of the
| rioh, but of the poor, too, that we are now
\u we are. There is a good dealof truth
'in these remarks. They may be uopalata-
ibio. but they are ‘fouaded on facts.""’

Soft words soften our own soul.— |

lry?

make them bilter, and wrathful words|

y todraw an ounce of blood from their |

When o target company of | wind. To the wise they are flond-gates of
fifteen of twenty working men waste (heir
have | money on & band of music twetny or thir-

‘! one who has tried It successfully.

Thx rhymer who Llmoss Wiss goagh wiliten
tiy imon,

Hazs known of such wflsrses in iher Jay
Al muih oF bisehyms is trun,
Remrmbsr this haly trath—

Fh= man wbo aloof uth stisd

i
Wihicnn bsari-brokea brothier for saraos did crave

Auaid hie sirciched not s fiogerto bless and 1o aava
Levertly guilts of bloed,

Farin aso Caneo.—Thie Chicago Press
reluzes e following aTeeting incident du-
ring the trial of Gréen, the Chicazo bank-
er, for the murder of his wife:

The prisoner appearad in his plice ac-
companicil by his little boy of 6 years, who
{sat upon his ather's knee, the -;.-.:1'_7 being
in the world who hin I affsetion enonzh for
Lim to exhibit it in that dark hour.” The
little fellow is a bright and Landzome ebild
p‘lSh(!.“!iilll'_: Iii'\ f.:lln_-r‘.- t.!llLI',.'!l' t'r ].u-.".lj Hlld
expression of fentare, and yet in the win-
ning innoence of eliildhood. The similar-
ity and contrast betwecnthe two, was stri-
king and painful. At some allasion ofthe
proseeuting counsel to he dismemberment
of lis family, that #tern old man pressed
his little boy to his heart and bowing his
head over lim, wept inbitter azonvy. The
lad unable to realize the position of his pa-
rent, vel with the sympathy which distin-
gnishes chillhood, burst into tears. and
with infantile wonder looked from his fath-
ar to the multitude and the spenker. It
wis i sad and tonching sight. :

& Young Man, have you got a libra-
y? No. Whynot? 1 ean't afford it
Why ewu't you affurd i:? Becanse I'mtoo

oo, o you smoke ciunrs, eat orvslors
or drivk brund y smashes? Yes, all three.
How much do they eost vou per aunam?
A trifle—a mere trifle—oniy a mere trifle,
How mitch dothey cost you n day? Well,
as [nm very temperate, anly about a dime
for cigars, fificen cents for liquor, and a
quarter for oysters. At the end of tle
yenar do you feel any better than you woul
if you had refrtined from the use of cigars
and oysters?  No, Tean't say that 1 do,
Well they cost vou ench day [fiy cents,
ora little more than one hundred and eighty
dollars per annum. O not 86 mnch; but
stop, let me see=—yes you are right—a
handred and eizhty dollars a year. Now

|that sum would purchnse you afirst

rat:library! yet you spend it for what—
aye, for what? Do youn not comprehend
the reason that you are 102 poor o have a
library—do you comprehend the reason.

Mecnasics.~The following beautifulex-
tractis from Bualwer's cclebrated play, en-
 titled the **Qarpenter of Rouen.” 1t isa
phigh compliment to mechanies:
“What have they not done?  Have they
‘not opened the secret chambers of the
I mighty deep, and éxtracted its treasures,
and mude the mging billows their high-
{ways, on which they rideas on a tamed
|steed?  Avre not the elements of fire and

{ water chained to the c¢rank, and at the 8

[mechanic’s bidding compelled to turn i?

the turning pointin Joe Tucker's life her opinion that there are other fools besides | Have not the mechanics opened the bow-
kindness had met him, and fixed the direc- | those who live on the Fifth avenue. Listen |als of the eartl, and male its products con-

| tribute to our wants? The forked light-
{nlng is their plaything, and they ride

.

knowledge.and Kings aud Queens nre dee-
orated by their handiwork. He who
made the tniverse was & mechanie.”

To Creax Krp Groves.—Ladies will be
glad to Jearn that aleohol will wash kid
loves of all collors, withont eitherstatning
gham or leaving an unpleasant odor abot
them, The gloves ato simply drawn upon
thefhand and carefully rubbed with a pieco
of elean white flannel, wet with aloohol,
until the soil is removed, then lun
dry, and slightly stretobed, when the or-
iginal color pears. This we have from

up o, {el. 1o mmremn-hfﬂ!h. !

round, turning uj.l eves traiped tu the busi-
i ‘--5-‘ul' l.:4‘j__'l’5'lll';. for ‘oné cent' Chatily
consists in helping (hose (hat will  help
themselves;in secking cut proper objects
of benevolenes; in hiting up those who
have been trodden down by  fate, aud not
sunk to beggary by erime.

What of appearances? You cannot
jid ge—or you may judge wrongly. There
is % great number of families, such as- the
one we liave noticed, greatly in need of
little assislance, who donot sppear lika
beggars—who ‘donot ok s0 poor'—yet
to whom a few dollars now wonld save
from uller degredation. Thinkef the tempe
tations in the way of the starving poor,psr-
ticularly of the numerous (lass of poor sew-
{ingz girls, out of work, nud open your heard
and hands; take eare that by your neglect
you are not the means of their fill.
" Judge not by appearapces:  Be-chari
able. Do gool—N. Y. Tribaae.

Tied Down at Hone

A Diend of ours, living oot far from
Pontine, was one day imporuned by Lis
wife to take her a vile. The gen lrman
belng" a man of business pleaded bis en-
magements, when the wife r plied with the
old story, that she must be “tied down at
home."” The liusband replicd that if any
person would furnish him with clothing 1o
wear, and enouzh to ent anl driuk, he
would be willing to be *ied down at
| bome."

A few duys after; the goo leman camo
liome enrlicr thnn nadl, wml being figaed,
lay downon the sofa and fell i sound
sleep,  His wife tovk cords and slyly tied
Liis hiands togeiher, served lis feet in the
same way, and made him fast to the sofu,
She then seta table with all thet the houze
afiprded, and pliced nn exirn suit of
clothes within his rench.  This done, she
started to pay & friend a visit. Upon her
return late in the evening. she found her
husband in the same position, except he
was wide awake, and very mnd.

[ “What on esrth does il this mean?™*
 saya lie,

| *Notling," quietly remarked his wife;
sexcept the consummation of your earthly
wishes—enough 10 eat, drink, and wear
and to be “lied down at home." "

They were seen riding out the next
day.

.

. Tuz Canstiax’s Worg.—Dr. Cum-
| ming beautifully remarks:
“The builder builds for a century; we
for eternity. The painter puints for agen-
| eration; we for ever. The poet sings for
lan age, we forever. The statuary culs oul
the marble that soon perishes; let us try lo
cut out the likeness u? Clrist to endure for
|ever and ever.

A hundred thousand men were employ-
ed iu Egypt to construct a pyramidal wmb
for a dead king; let us fecl that we are en-
| gaged in & fur nobler work in construoting
 temples for the living God, In my hum-

ble judgment, the poorest parish school in
{our land with no other ornaments than the
| dew-drops of the morfling to gild it, and
the sun genrm to shine upon it, is & nobler
| spectacle than the loftiest European cathe-
|dral with its spires glistening in the setling
‘ond rising suns of a thousand yenrs."

~ -

Oneof Uhe best things of the day wan
said by the capiain of one of our steam-
boats lately. A bolt of canvas bolted over-
| board his {mt. The captain bolted nfier

Iit, and cxclaimed, as bie got it on Eoard 8-
| gain, As T went in for n duck,] wag bound

Lo have the canvas-back. STt

A man who ulmimnlmv 0 bes

and, than one who rdmir
an fmilwg:ldlurglml'u- maell th
dragon that kept it < a3
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