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The Parting of Calypso with Ulysses.

Calypso, a goddess, yet for the time all woman:
The flower-wreath she held in her faint hand 1
Unheeded dropped upon the golden sand;
The dewy roses, type of her lull love.
Sank there to die, pale pansies, and above.
The anemone unfolded her fine leaf.
Symbol and seal of an immortal grief!
He knelt and kissed her golden-sandallcd feet
Unheeded; she was passive, all was past.
She stood a woman there, forsook at last;
She saw, heard, felt not, liers the agony
Whose pulse absorbs an immortality.
Slowly the hero turned to her, and mute
Inclining, in that gesture gave farewell !
Unanswered, she but saw him in his grave.
He stepped from earth and floated on the wave;
An atom on the watery world, impelled
To seek the human form so long withheld
From his deep bosom, that again would dwell.
And mingle with in's kind and unrepressed.
Give way to passions petrified by rest.
And fold again his wife to his loved breast,
And shard ennobling sorrows !

John E. Rcade.

CJIVE ME OI.U MUSIC.
Give me old music let me heat

The songs of days gone by.
Nor stay thy voice in kindly fear.
If to thy notes a falling tear

Should make a mute icplv;
To songs that lulled me on the breast.

To sleep away the moon,
Sing on—sing on ! I love them best,

* There’s witchery in the notes impressed
With each familiar tune.

Give me old wine! its choicest store.
Drawn from the shady bin

Nor vineyard shall produce no more
Such rare strong juice they gave of yore

As sparkling lies within ;
.*

This was my Grandsirc’s chief delight.
When the day’s chase was o’er.

Fill high ! till high ! treasure’s delight.
Shall sparkle on our board to-nigbt.

Though wc should drink no-more.

Give me old friends ! the tried, the true,
Who launched their barks with mo.

And all my joys and sol-rows knew.
As chance’s gale the pilgrim blew,

Across the troubled sea ;
Their memories arc the same as mine—

Our loves through lifeshall last;
Bring one, bring all your smiles to shine

Upon out good old songs and wine.
Like sunbeams from the past!

ilisttllamj;.
A NIGHT ON THE ICE.

Shortly after my arrival in Canada, a se-
vere accident, received on a shooting expe-
dition, caused me to bo placed for a time
tinder the hospitable roof of the stipendiary
magistrate of Ticouaga, one of the prospec-
tive cities of the far west; and daring the
severe illness that followed, J could not have
received more kindness had I been at my
own home. When I left the woods the tints
of autumn wore flushing them with crimson
and orange, as if their leaves had suddenly-
burst into blossom ; but ere I looked on them
again their glories had all vanished beneath
the stern sway of the northern winter, with
its train of biting frosts and deep snows,
while the broad winding Tircouraga river,
which I had last seen so blue and .wavy,
was now hushed and stilled by the universal
ice-fetter.

To me, hut recently arrived, it seemed
strange how, amid so wild a solitude, this
vent of a six or seven monlh’s winter could
be welcomed as I saw it by those around
me. I did not yet know that winter was
the only season when the bonds of .their
isolation wore loosened, nor that the snow
was the magician smoothing the difficulties
ofsocial intercourse in a district where neigh-
bors dwelt miles apart, and the roads be-
tween them were mere lanes cut through
the primeval forest, and abounding in holes,
and ruts, and Stumps of trees.

As soon as I was sufficiently recovered,
I was the companion of Mr. Norton and his
daughters in all these exchanges of courtesy;
and if I cared little for the visiting, I great-
ly enjoyed the driyos in the swift-gliding
sleigh over the-gleaming snow ; while, in-
stead t)f leaves, the trees above our heads
were hung with icicles, sparkling and flash-
ing in the sunshine, like the ruby and emer-
ald fruit and foliage of eastern story ; and
the long rhythmical chimes of our sleigh
bells echoing through the arches of-the
trees, were the only sounds, save our own
daughter, that broke the silence of those
ancient woods.

We went to merry-makings, too—real
back-woods “frolics”—held in barns, whose
decorations were essentially’ rustic, but
where the warmth of the hospitality com-
pensated for every deficiency ; the friend of
a guest was kindly welcomed, the passing
traveler was pressed to stay, and the wander-
ing merchant with his stores of finery and
news, was received with delight, especially
by the fair sex. Then the home-coming
was almost as merry ; the long strings of
sleighs, with their bells sounding cheerily
through the midnight woods, and the joyous
leave-takings of the occupants as each went
his separate way.

On one occasion wc had been to one of

those festivities, some six or seven miles
beyond the Tircouaga, and .wore returning
homo in two light one-horse sleighs, the first'

j containing Mr. Norton and his eldest daugh-
-1 tor, the second her sister and myself. The
i night was calm and beautiful in its dim

' snow-light, and the red glow of the north-
l ern streamers above our heads flashed and
. leaped and quivered in a thousand brilliant

J coruscations ; while strangely aild sweetly
' through the gray old woods sounded the

: ] clear girlish voices of the sisters as from the
different sleighs they sang in alternate stan-

> zas one of the quaint old ballads of the mid-
dle ages. Afclength we reached the banks

’ of the Tircoungfi which lay between us and
our home, a mirror of ic-e, and wc at once
commenced its passage. As wc swept quick-
ly on, it seemed to me that some other sound

; mingled with the firm foot-falls of the horses
¦ and the chime of their bells—a low’ threat-

ening murmur like the echo of a distant
tempest. But Mr. Norton droye gaily on,
as if he either heard it not, or thought noth-
ing of it, and I dismissed it from my mind,
until as v.-e drew near the centre of the river,

Estrange dark spots like cloud-shadows, be-
gan to flock its gleaming surface.

I The next instant one appeared right bn
Mr. Norton’s path, and too close for him to
avoid. With a long leap the horse bounded

; over it, and as the sleigh wr as drawn quick -

I}’ after, there was a splash that told it had
1 struck against the water. I could see Mr.

i Norton spring hurriedly up.
“Back, back, for your lives !” he cried to

us ; “the ice is breaking up I”
I turned to follow' his directions, but it

1 was too late—two or three such spots lay
between us and the bank. Ilooked around;
they were rapidly appearing on every’ side;
and then Tremembered to have heard that
the ice of the Tircouaga, like that of several
other Canadian rivers, was treacherous, in
in consequence of hot springs in the bed of
the river, which at times burst forth ; and
that particularly in the carl}’ part of the
winter the morning would see the river
covered with icc, of which before the even-
ing not a trace would remain. .

Perceiving how matters were, Mr. Norton
hade us follow him, and quickly, for that
not a moment was to be lost; and then

| dashed off at a rapid pace for the opposite¦ bank, leaping the chasms and speeding
j lightly on over the frozen portions, as if he

! hoped by swiftness to diminish the danger;
¦ and w ith the same breathless speed we has- !
tened on in the rear.

Meanwhile, larger and more numerous j
i 11" f Li S;. 1' r : 1 11 tr T*" —

more frequent our horse’s leaps. At length i
there came a chasm mine could not venture.

I looked eagerly round fur some favorable
spot; but as n>y eye glanced onward, it fell

lon constantly widening water, until it had
I gone the circuit; and, with a sensation of
! surprise and horror, I perceived that wTe
stood upon an ice island, from which the

jsurrounding ice 'was rapidly retreating. I
i looked after Mr. Norton ; but, unsuspicious
'of what had happened, he was still making
jhis way with arrow speed across the ice ; so

; I felt we were left to our own efforts for
; escape, and my utter inexperience rendered
; the chances few indeed, unless we should

; i again draw near enough to the main ice to
! leap the space between, and none can tell

~ how anxiously I watched each movement of
; our raft as it began to yield to the influence

I I of the current. But each fathom that wc
were swept down the river seemed to bear

; US an equal distance from its icy borders,
and we soon found Ourselves floating on a
comparatively open space of w’atcr, aud sur-

I rounded by numerous ice islets,

i I could almost have echoed poor Annie’s
i cry of agony when the certainty of our posi-

tion burst upon her, so fearfal was it. Alone
; at midnight, on a fragment of ice, floating,
down a rapid river whose future course 1

I knew not, while on each side stretched tracts
iof crumbling, ice, and beyond them vu^;

I banks of inaoecssablo steepness! What
> i could exceed the desolation of such a posi-
I I lion, and what hope could it leave to us of
Ij life? While, to complete our misery, we

; ; had not even the power to struggle against¦ our fate, but must passively wait its coming.
r : How deeply I pitied Ay young compan-
ion, as she sat there weeping such bitter¦ tears. It was hard for her to part with life,¦ after sixteen years of such bright aud joyous
i experience as hers had been, hard to lay it

down thus suddenly and fearfully, absent
jfrom all she loved, and yet harder the un-

i resolvable fears for her father’s and sister’s
>; safety which our own danger had awakened.
I j I tried to utter words of consolatim as I
-j wrapped the poor girl in the buffalo robes
', from the chill night air that our inaction

- rendered doubly cold. She looked a sad
II contrast to the bright creature of the last¦ few hours, whose joyous ballad-strains were¦ yet lingering in my ears. But when the

1 first shock was over, poor Annie struggled
i bravely with her grief, aud during the re-¦ rnainder of that long, dreary night of peril
i she sat calmly by my side, the most patient
: and resigned companion man ever had in

danger.
I Meanwhile the river was bearing us swift-
; ly on past rocky headlands, and dark pine
t forests, waving above lofty clifis, on to yet
- wiler and sterner regions, where it seemed
f even the red man would scarce pitch his

’ wigwam. Sometimes the river swept us
- smoothly along on its broad bosom, at others
I it contracted into narrow limits, aud hurried
r j on with a quicker current; and as our frail

: I raft was swayed about by the broken water,
f i we oft-times thought either that it would

' : part, or we be sw#pt from its slippery sur-
s face, while every now and then our poor

L horse beat the ice wildlywith his hoof, and,
as he recognised its uusoun Incss. his long

f shrill cries of distress and terror rang far and
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BLUE EYES BEHIND A VEIL.
Mr. Edge was late at breakfast—that was not

¦ an unusual occurrence—and ho was a little dis-
• posed to be cross—which was likewise •nothing
, new. So he .retired behind liis newspaper, and

devoured his eggs and toast without vouchsafing
¦ any reply, save unsocial monosyllables, to the
gentle remarks of the fresh looking little lady

1 opposite—to wit: Mrs. Edge. But she was
gathering together for the grand final onslaught,

I and when at length Mr. Edge, had got down to

the last paragraph, and laid aside the reading
• sheet, it came.
I you say yon were going to leave

1 me a hundred dollars for my furs to-day V”
i “What furs?” (Rather shortly it was
: spoken.)

“Those new sable, dear ; my old affairs are get-
j ting shockingly shabby,and Ireally thinkyou—”

“Oh pshaw ! what’s the use of being so extra-
vagant? I haven’t any money just now to lay
out in useless follies. The old furs arc good
enough for any sensible woman to wear.”

Mrs. Edge, good, mock, little soul that she
was, relapsed into obedient silence ; she only
sighed a soft, - inward sigh, aud presently began
on a new tack.

“Henry, will you go with mo to my aunt’s
to-night ?”

“Can’t.you go alone ?”

“Alone ! How would it look ?’’ Mrs. Edge’s
temper—fur she had one, though it didn’t often
parade itself—was fairly roused. “You are so
neglectful of those little attentions you used to
pay me once—you never walk with me, nor
pick up my handkerchief, nor notice my dress,
as you once did.”

“Well, a fellow can’t bo forever waiting upon
the women, can ho ?” growled Mr. Edge.

‘"You could be polite enough to Miss Waters,
: last night, when you never thought to ask me

i if I wanted anything, though you knc\ojfcrfect-
ly well I had a headache. J don’t believe you
care so much as you used to.”

And Mrs. Edge, looked extremely pretty with
tears in her blue eyes and a quiver on the round
rosy lips.

“Pshaw!” said the husband, peevishly. “Now
don’t be sill}', Maria.”

“And in the stage yesterday, you never asked
me if 1 was warm enough, or put my shawl on
me once, while Mr. Brown, was so attentive to
his wife. The contrast was very mortifying to
me, Henry—it was indeed.”

“I didn’t know women were such fools,” said
Mr. Edge, sternly, as he drew on his overcoat
to escape the tempest which he saw rapidly
impending.

“Am I the sort of a man to make a ninny out
of myself doing the polite to any female creaturel
Did you ever know me to be conscious as to
whether a woman had on a shawl or a swallow-
tailed coat ?”

Maria eclipsed the blue e}’es behind a little
pocket handkerchief, and Henry, the savage,
banged the door loud enough to give Dotty, in
the kitchen, a nervous start.
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to have a second edition of the deluge,” said
XTr. Edge, to himself that evening as he esconced
his six feet of iniquity in the southwest corner
of a car at the City Hall. “Go ahead, conduc-
tor, can’t you ? \yiiat arc you waiting for ?

| Don’t you see we’re full, and its dark already ?”

“In one minute, sir,” said the conductor, as
! he helped a little woman with a basket on board.
! “Now sir, move up a bit if you please.”
| Mr, Edge, was exceedingly comfortable, did
! not want to move up, but the light of the lamp,
| just ignited, falling full on the pearly forehead
and shining golden hair of the new comer, he
altered his mind and he did rnbve up.

“What lovely eyesH” quoth ho mentally, as
he bestowed a single acknowledging smile.

“Real violet blue! the very color I admire
most. Bless me! what business has an old

i married man like me thinking about eyes ? what
i would Maria say, the jealous little minx ? There
| —she’s drawn a confounded veil over her face,
; and the light is as dim as a tallow, but those

were pretty eyes!”
The fair possessor of the bine eyes shivered

| slightly, and she drew her mantilla closer around
I her shoulders.
j “Are you cold, Miss ? Pray, honor mo by
wearing my shawl. I* don’t need it all my-
self.”

She did not refuse—she murmured some
faint apology for troubling him, but it was not
a refusal.

“No trouble—not a bit!” said he, with alacri-
ty, arranging it on the taper shoulders; and

I then as the young lady handed her fare to the
! conductor, he said to himself, what a slender,
. lovely little hand ! If there’s anything I ad-

mire in a woman, it’s a pretty baud ! Wonder
' what kind of a mouth she’s got ? It must be
delightful, if it corresponds with the hair and

jeyes. Plague take that veil !’
But “Plague,” whoever that mystical power

; may be, did not take possession of the provok-
, ing veil, so Mr. Edge’s curiosity about the mouth

i of the blue-eyed damsel, remained ungratified.
“Have you room enough,’Miss ? I fear you

| are crowded. Pray, sit a little closer to me.”
“Thank you, sir,” was the reply, coining from

, behind the veil, as Mr. Edge, rapturously re-
flected, “likean angel from the gloom of a dark

' cloud.” And his heart gave a loud thump, as
the pretty shoulder touched his own shaggy over-
coat in a nestling sort of way.

“Decidedly, this is getting rather romantic,”
thought he ; and then, how gallantly he jumped

. ¦ up to pull the strap for her—by some favoring
. i freak of fortune it happened to be at the very

. streetwhere he intended to stop. And under
, all circumstances, we can hardly blame him,

when the car stopped so suddenly that she
1 caught instinctively at his hand for support, for

1 the squeeze he gave the plump, snowy palm.
Any man in his senses would have done the
same—it was suefi an inviting little lily !

1 Out into this rain and darkness our two pil-
i grims sallied, scarcely more than able to steer
i their course by the glimmering reflection of the
i street lamp on the streaming pavements.
I “Allowme to carry your basket, Miss, as
>: long as our paths lie in the same direction,” said

Mr. Edge, courteously, relieving her of herbur-
> den as he spoke. “And—and may be you’d

, find less difficulty in walking if you’d just take
F my arm !”

> Well, was’t.t it delightful. Mr. Edge, forgot
the wet streets and the pitchy darkness, too—he

i thought he was walking on roses! Only, as he
¦ approached his own door, he began to feel a little

! nervous, and wish that the incognito wouldn’t
, hold on quite so tight. Suppose Maria should

I be at the window on the lookout for him, as she
¦ often was, how would she interpret the matter!

; He couldn’t make her believe that he only want-

• ed to be polite to a fair traveller? Besides bis
• sweeping declarations of the morning—she would

be sure to recall them.

As he stopped at the right number and turn-

t ed round to bid the blue-eyed a regretful adieu,
he was astonished to see her run lightly up the

T steps to enter likewise! Gracious Apollo ! he
j burst into a chilly perspiration at the idea of

T Maria’s horror !

i “I think you have made a mistake, Miss,”
' stammered he, “this can’t be your home 1”

5 i But it was too late—she was already in the
brilliantly lighted hall, and turning round, threw

’ off her dripping habiliiments, and made a low
r ; courtesy.

’ I “Very much obliged to you for your polite-
.. ¦ ness, sir !”

; “Why, it—it’s my wife!”
i “And happy to see that you haven’t forgotten
.all your gallantry towards the ladies,” pursued
: the merciless little puss, her blue eyes (they

> were pretty !) all in a dance with suppressed
_! roguery.

Edge, looked from the ceiling to the floor in
[ vain search for a loop-hole of retreat; but the

I search was unavailing.
, “Well,” said he in the most sheepish of all
': tones, “it’s the first time I ever was polite to a

’ woman in the cars, and hang me if it shan’t be
; the last.” '

j 1 “You see, dear,” said the ecstatic little lady,
“I was somewhat belated—didn’t expect to be
delayed so long, and hadn’t any idea I should

, meet with so much attention in the cars, and
| from my own husband, too! Goodness gracious,
Ahow aunt Priscilla will enjoy the joke!”

1 Tf you tell that old harpy,” said Edge, in an

. | accent of desperation, “Inever shall hear the
last of it.”

“Very probably,” said Maria provokingly.
“Now look here, darling,” said Mr. Edge,

coaxingly, “you won't say anything, will you?
A follow don’t want to be laughed at by all the

[ world ! I say Maria, you shall have the pret-
' tiest furs in New York ifyou’ll only keep quiet—-

( you shall on my honor.”
j The terms were satisfactory, and Maria capitu-
lated—who wouldn’t? And that is the way

I i she got those splendid furs that filled the hearts
jof all female friends with envy ; aud perhaps it

,' was what made Mr. Edge, such a scrupulously
courteous husband ever after,

A Good Story.
, | The following admirable story of a boasting

} old fellow named Major Lucky, is told by the
1 Hon. Combs, of Kentucky, The scene

I jis said to have taken place between the Major
, I and a Col. Peters, of Illinois :

, | “Major, I understand from General Combs,
jthat shortly after the revolution, you visited

JEngland. How did you like the jaunt ?”

“Capital! I had not been in London five hours
) tjpfore Ilex sent for me to come and play a game

of whist with him ; and a first rate time we had,
I tell you.”

, “Rex, what Rex ?”

“Why, Rex, the King, George the Third.—
; The game came offat Windsor Castle—Rex and

I playing against Billy Pitt and Ed Burke—and
it resulted rather comically,”

" wTly yifU mu?' unit Jfcuiu,
I jRex said to me in his familiar manner,”

. | “Major, I suppose you know Charles Wash-
jington, don’t you ?”

j “No sir,” said I, “but I’ll tell you who Ido
, know; Iknow George Washington, the Father

of his Country,”
’ | “Oh, pshaw !” said Rex, “Iknow him. too.
’j he was an infernal rebel; and if I’d served him

I jright he’d been hung Jong ago.”
! “This riled me, and I just drawed back and

j jgave him a blow just between the eyes, and he
; dropped like a bullock. The next minute Billy

Pitt and Ed. Burke mounted me, and in less
than ten minutes my shirt and breeches were so
torn and tattered that I looked like Lazarus,”

“This gave me rather a distaste for English

I society ; so the next morning Iset sail for Ameri-
t i ca. Six weeks afterwards I landed in Washing-
'! ton. The first man I met was Q.”

i “Q, what ?”

’! “Why, old Quincy Adams—that blasted old
' | federalist, Adams. He wanted me to play nine

I pins with him, and I did, I won two hundred

I dollars, at two shillings a game, and then there
was a row.”

“Arow about what ?”

“Why, he wanted to pay mo off in Continen-
tal money, worth -about two shillings a peck.

i : I got mad at that and knocked him into a spit-
' 1 toon. While I had him down, Jim came in and
'! dragged me offto the White House.”

i “Jim ? what Jim ?”
t

j i “Why, Jim Madison. I went and played
3 ; euchre with him for two hours, when Tcfm came

; in, and nothing would do but I must* go-home
’ with him.”

r “What Tom do you mean ?”

. “Why, Tom Jefferson—who do you s’pose 1
j meant ? But Jim wouldn’t listen to it, and the

jconsequence was, they got into a regular fight.
r | In the midst of it they fell over the banisters,

_ i and dropped about fifty feet, and when I left
j they were pounding each other in the coal cel-

“How it terminated I could never learn, as
just then Martha run in, and said I must go
down to Mount Vernon with her to see George.”

“What Martha are you speaking of, Major?
{ not to interrupt yon.”

“Why Martha Washington, the wife of the
_' old boy that gave ‘Jesse’ to the Hessians.”

j “About here,” said Mr. Combs, “the stranger
.. j began to have a faint suspicion that he was
, i swallowing things, and in the stage coach that
y jcame along he took passage fur an adjacent
- town.

| The “Major” is said to be still living, and
1 believes to this day that the walloping he gave

’ Rex was the very best thing on record,
“

Little Graves.
3 “There’s many an empty cradle.

There’s many a vacant bed, .
There’s many a lonely bosom.

Whose joy and light have fled ;

r For thick in every grave-yard the little hillocks lie,
r. I And evciy hillock represents an angel in the sky.”

j The light in many homes has gone out, and
s the rustle of the Death-angel’s wing has been
II felt in many a household. Thick and heavy lie
-1 the grief-shadows on many desolate hearts. In

1 ! many a household’s sunniest nook, there lies
’ { half-worn shoes that childish feet have pressed,

I and tiny toys, hallowed by the touch of baby
t fingers. Many a cunningly fashioned garment

2 1 remains nilworn, the occasional sight of which
3 rproduccs painful emotion. Scattered o’er earth’s
i | sunniest, lovliest spots, there’s many a green
t hillock with its marble column pointing to the
i home of angel babes, and beneath which are

' white fingers clasped o’er throbless bosoms ;and
! i pale buds wreathing the beautiful brow on
- which the seal of the blessed is stamped.

’ > ¦•••- •
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1 Bustle is not industry, any more than
industry is courage.

> wide over the river, and quivered through
• the dismal woods beyond. •

d>a v at length broke upon us, stillfloating
• down'that lonely river, between its frowning

; banks, and on our raft, whose limits were
i now small indeed. Death seemed close up-

on us in one of his most repulsive forms,

1 and we no longer pretended blindness to bis
; coming, but spoke together as they should

¦ whose hour was at hand.
Suddenly the river took an abrupt bond,

i and, aided by the waters of another river,
which here fell into it, spread almost to t]ie

• dimensions of a lake ; but still it was bor-
; dcred by those monotonous, wall-likebanks,

i shutting out every hope. At length wc
i sighted something like a chasm dividing the

¦ cliff down to the water’s edge. I sprang to

my feet in a moment. Here was at least a
; chance of life—the first that during all those¦ wretched hours had presented itself—and I

resolved* at once to profit by it.
Without a moment’s delay the horse was

• cast loose from the shafts, and Annie was

tied securely to liis back, then with a few
words of encouragement and hope to the
poor young girl, doomed to so many hard-
ships and dangers, I took the halter in my
hand, and sending the horse into the water,

i leaped in myself, and then commenced swim-
ming to the shore.

But the struggle was a long and arduous
one, for wo were more than a mile from the
land, and both the horse and I wore cramped
and stiffened with cold. Many a time I

' thought the effort was in vain, and that
i neither the horse nnr I would ever reach ;
the shore, that to my weariness seemed to j
rcce 1c as we advanced. Moreover, the cur-
rent pressed strongly against us, striving to
sweep us down beyond our goal, against the
steep rocky barrier that lined the water. —

Fortunately the hot springs had raised the
1 temperature of the water, for poor Annie’s

¦ girlish form was almost hidden in it, as the
waves gurgled and surged around her, some-
times even sweeping over her head. But
the young girl’s courage rose with the oc-
casion, and she bore, unruurumringly, this
new phrase of suffering.

But they strive hard whose prize is life,
and after more than an hour of hope, and
doubt, and fear, we reached the land we had
never hoped to tread again. As wo emerged

1from the water the wintry wind pierced
through our saturated clothing, with an icy

I chill that threatened to freeze them on us.
; Providentially in our need, we found a set-

i tier’s house near at hand, where we obtain-
|ed dry clothes, refreshment, and the loan

i, nnv .i ri v _-o —v jffer.i,

soon speeding along the road to Tircouaga.
As we proceeded, fresh fears for her father’s

.and sister’s fate assailed poor Annie, which
wore only sot at rest when she found herself
in their arms.

Since then the chances of a soldier’s life
| have brought me through many adventures,
but none have left so deep an impression on
my mind, as that long and terrible night
upon the ice ; nor shall I ever cease to re-

jmember with deep affection and esteem the
young girl who was my gentle and heroic

jcompanion-in its suffering and danger. —

Andrew Mitchell.
-

A Courteous Retort.
A local minister in England who was dis-

¦ languished for disinterested labor and ready
I wit, devoted several years of the last part
of his life to gratuitous labor in a new cause,
in jxpopular town about three miles from
his residence, to which place he walked
every Lord’s day morning, preaching three
times, and then walked home. On one
Dord’s day morning, as he walked along,

; luedifating on his sermons' for the day, he
met the parish priest.

“Well,
—,

” said his reverence, “I
’ suppose you are on your way to your preach-

'¦ mg again ?”

“Yes, sir,” was the modest reply of the
| 1 humble minister.

“Itis high time the Government took up
j this subject, and put a stop to this kind of
traveling preaching.”

’j. “They will have rather hard work, sir,”
1 replied the imperturbable minister.

“Iam not very sure of that,” rejoined the
i priest; “atany rate I willsee whether I can-

.; not stop you my§elf.”
! “I judge,” said the worthy man, “you
will find it more difficult than you suppose,

’ indeed, there is but one way to stop my
!, preaching, but there are three ways to stop
k yours.”

“What, fellow, do you mean by that?”
asked his reverence, in a towering passion.

| “Why sir,replied the little preacher,
k with most provoking coolness, “why, sir,

there is but one way of stopping my preach-
ing ; that is by cutting my tongue out. —

' But there arc three ways to stop yours ; for
take your books from you and you can't
preach, take your gowns from you and you

| dare not preach, and take your pay from
you, and you won't preach.

i|
i The P a intino Office.—A well conducted

’ : printing office is the beat of schools. Go with
me to the Executive and Legislative department
of the Government, and I will point you, in

• ‘ each of them, to the most competent and useful
. j public officers who started in life as printer’s
-; devils.

[ : Cross the ocean and we will find such men as
Guizot. l)e Toqnevillc, Lamartine of France,

’ Lord Palmerston, D’fSraeli and Mecanley of
! Fngland, have all distinguished themselves as
> journalists.
I Pfct young men especially look to those high
I examples, and rest with nothing short of posi-

tion in the front rank of society. This can be
[ attained only by the most indomitable industry,

perseverance and study, and by a strict regard
to truth, honesty and virtue.’ Never for a mo-
ment think it disreputable to labor Honest
t id, however humble, never vet disgraced any

: man; but 100 many we are sorry to say, suffer
1 disgrace rather than Libor L>r a livelihood.
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¦ i' The Zouaves.
, ¦ New York has received another sensation,

3 what may be classified perhaps as an excitement
- 1of the third degree, a company of soldiers front
f Chicago, got up after the style and named after

j the renowned Zouaves. The Zouaves arc a sort
of martial acrobats, or gymnastic soldiers, who

! contrive to throw as much bodily'' exercise into¦ i their field evolutions as circumstances will ad-
’ j mit of. Each soldier is a combined Blondin and

’ | Hanlon. They first astonish the enemy by their
j extraordinary manoeuvres and before he can re-

• cover his presenceof mind he is routed by these
| flexible and indomitable soldiers. When the
i Zouaves get here they willprobably exhibit he-
ifore the public, and to prepare the people for
*h'o entertainment we describe a few of their
ordinary movements: They fire a volley, and
in an instant each man turns a hack somersault,
reloading his musket as he turns, and comes on
his feet ready to tire again; when charging a
column of infantry the Zouaves jump up twenty
feet in the air and come down on the euomy’s

; heads with terrific force, driving them complete-
ly under ground. The killed are thus buried
at the same time out of the way, which saves
trouble.

When, they meet a troop of cavalry
Zouazes advance briskly to meet them, ami
when close enough spring up and throw a
somersault over their heads, and immediately
forming on the other side, wheel round and pom-
in a fire in the rear of the cavalry. They drill
on “all fours,” carrying their muskets in their
teeth ; go through tlie musket exercise standing
on their heads; and load and fire with their big
toe. But it is the use of the bayonet, that the
Zouaves, is most terrific; lighting upon an
enemy with a bound, they drive the bayonet,
musket and all, clear through him, and turning
a somersault oyer his head, -they draw the wea-
pon out on the other side. When they come to
streams, they drop a line across, and pass over,
ala Blondin. When observations of an enemy's'
country are needed, a Zouave is put in a sky-

-1 rocket and sent up to a sufficient altitude, being¦ | supplied with the necessary apparatus, he takes
a photograph of the landscape, and by the time
he reaches terra firraa, he has a complete set of
maps prepared.

A Great Statesman and Conservator on
, the Wine Question. —The company being

. seated at the table, Mr. Clay poured out two
, glasses of wine, and passing them to Mr. Dodge,

remarked in tones sufficiently loud for all to
hear:

“Sir. Dodge,let us pledge ourselves in a glass
of wine.”

. Without touching the glass, Mr. Dodge rc-
j plied—-“Excuse me, Mr. Clay, lam a teetotaller,

and with your permission 1 11 pledge j-ou in
what is more emblematical of the purity of true
friendship, a glass of pure water!”

Mr. Clay slowly replaced the glass of wine
I upon the table, scanned with Lis eagle eyes the
I features of his guest, and discovering uo expres-

sion hut that of.perfect respect, reached across
the sprner of the table, grasped the hand of bis

i l i 1 *
'

iTi ".| p—^
“Mr.Dodge, I honor yoilffrincipW’—and

then laughing, added—“hut.l can’t say that I
admire your taste.”

, Mr. Dodge, with his usual promptness of.re-
. tort, replied :

j “But is it not the doctrine that our orators
¦ are daily teaching us, Mr. Clay, to throw aside

! taste for principles?”
j Amid the shouts of laughter that followed.
Mr. Clay exclaimed :

| “Handsomely turned. Charles, move Hie
j wine from the table.”

i New' Wonders.—The spaces of the solar
jsystem, or some of them at least, appear to bo

! thickly peopled with small planets, or asteroids,
i invisible to the naked eye or the ordinary use of
jthe telescope. No less than forty-seven of these
young planets are now known to exist lietwceu
Mars and Jupiter, and every few months we
hear of a new discovery. The largest of them

; is said to be only forty miles in diameter and
i the smallest only four.

Blackberry Wine.—Measure your berries
and bruise them; then to every gallon add one
quart of water. Let the mixture stand twenty -

| four hours, stirring occasionally, then strain oft'
| the liquor into a cask, to every gallon adding
I two pounds of sugar, Cork tight, and let it
stand till the following October, and you will
have wine ready for use without any further
straining or boiling.

fisaTTf early breakfast were taken, in regions
where chill and fever, and fever and ague prevail,
and if, in addition, a brisk fire were kindled in
the family room, for the hour including sunset
and sunrise, these troublesome maladies would

jdiminish in any one year, not ten-fold, hut a

I jthousand-fold, because the heat of the fire would
’! rarify the miasmatic air instantly, and send it

1 above the breathing point,
*- ¦

fiST'A military captain, desirous to cross a
field with his company, cpie to an opening-in

! the fence only lar*e enough to allow two per-
? sons to pass through abreast. Unfortunately

’ he was deficient in military tactics, and could
not remember the order which would accomplish
the difficulttask of filing through, hut his iuge-

I nuity did not desert him, and ordering a halt, he
i said, “Gentlemen, you are dismissed for one
minute, when you will fall in on the other side

| j of the fence, ”

i Js9*What a glorious world this would he, if
* j all its inhabitants could say with Shakespeare’s
3 ; Shepherd. “Silam a true laborer I earn that

i I wear ; mve no man hate ; env-j-no man’s hap-
j pinoss; glad of other men’s good ; content with

; my farm.”

| BST*Wlienever you are in doubt which of
i two things to do,'let your decision he for that
| which is right. Don’t hesitate, but square up
i to the mark, and do the right thing.

, i -

( 1 A certain editor of our Acquaintance, if
\ | we judge from his habits, has a great spite
': against our good mother Earth; he is often

down upon her.

¦ you don’t wish’ to fall in love, keep
jaway from the women. It is impossible to deal

; | in honey and not taste it.
I I ~~

¦ i he test of good humor is to wake a man
1 1 up in the middle of the night, and ask him to

! j lend you five shillings.

1 1 B9**Thc man who "mildn’tTpay the printer
i is now haunted by the ghost of an editor’s baby.

So-says' an exchange.

i ’ BST’IS'o man can avoid his own company-
, so he had best make it as good as possible.


