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C1SCU. 
AM what or the lair critic who studied so 

closely this “counterfeit presentment T” Caro- 
line Farmlelgh was not to be charged with 
lacking what Warren Lee wanted—earnest- 
new. It was written on her broad white fore- 
head, in the depths of her dark blue eyes, and 
the curve of her beautlAil mouth. In every 
motion of her tall, graceful figure you could 
read that her life was one of devotion to some 
object; change it might, but she would find, 
you felt assured, something upon which to pour 
out the wealth of her love and activity. Every 
action, however trivial, was, fi»r the time, her 
fixed idea. If she read, it was not to skim 
lightly through the book, and throw it aside, 
but to weigh each sentience, to ponder over 
style, character, or subject, until, without so 

Intending, she could criticise or praise, w ith a 

judicious, careful discrimination rarely seen in 
so young a person. And now, in regarding 
this picture, she could not glance at it. pro- 
nounce it |>erfect, and throw it aside; but she 
studied every feature, till it became as a living 
lace to her. instinct with the cultivated, intel- 
lectual and dormant power* which she felt sure 
it covered. 

The dinner bell roused her from her reverie 
and Grace from her nap. 

“Why, Caro! Still studying that picture !— 
Have you lost your heart already?” 

There was no tell-tale blush an Caro’s cheek, 
as she dosed the case and replaced the picture 
in Grace’s drawer; but she answered, quietly: “I was putting your account of him and his 
picture together.” 

“And they lit?” 
•Exactly.” 
The large parlors of Mrs. Lee’s bouse were 

filled with company, when Warren came to 
pay his respects to his uncle and aunt, and re- 
ceive his welcome to America. Caroline was 

standing near the fire-place, chatting with 
some of .the guests, when the name fell upon 
her ear. Without seeming to take her atten- 
tion from others, she looked at the original of 
the beautiful miniature. Travel and the gen- tle courtesies of polished society had destroyed 
the supercilious smile; and, as the graceful 
figure bent before Mrs. Lee, and the eye kin- 
dled with pleasure at his hearty welcome, Caro 
uttered Grace’s word, irresitmk! 

• 

Grace, as, a few moment’s later, she came to 
her friend’s side. “I am so glad! While you 
are here, I had determined upon a round of 
gaiety. And he is a splendid escort. All the 
freedom of a brother, with the courteous bear- 
ing of a stranger. I think cousins an? an in- 
stitution. It is my beauty, of course, which 
attracts Urn to this part of the room. I heard 
him ask mother who that Juno-like girl in 
white waa.” 

“Half the Ladies in the room are in white.” 
“But not Juno-like. Toss up your head, 

Caro, and do the queenly and disdainful.” 
But Caro’s queenly carriage was too unaf- 

fected and simple a thing to be in danger of 
becoming absurd by bead-tossing or disdainful 
airs: and the easy grace with which she ac- 
knowledged Mr. Lee’s bow was quitely digni- 
fied and becoming. Her almple dress suited 
her (ace and her figure, and the rich coils of 
her splendid hair, unbroken by any ornament, 
made their own becoming coronet for her fine 
lace. • 

All Warren’s admiration for beauty was 
roused by the superb figure and face before 
him, while his vanity was piqued by the ease 
and dimity of her manner. He had been 
courted, had had little coquettish airs played 
off upon him, and seen an affected coldness 
assumed to lead him on. All the little femin- 
ine acts were perfectly fhmiliar to him; but 
there was something new In this girl’s manner. 
It was not indifference; for she spoke of the 
family’s desire for his return, and her own 
pleasure in meeting Grace's cousin; questioned 
him shout his travels, and listened with evident 
Interest to his descriptions of scenes and pleas- 
ures in the old world; spoke freely of her own 
desire to travel, and showed, unconsciously, in 
many allusions to works of trarelers, how 
much the subject Interested hex. Yet he felt, 
ss keenly as a sensitive nature will feel, that 
the calm, dark eye read him through and 
through; and he longed, with a new interest, 
to show the best of his nature only to hen, to 
let her see that his Intellect and education were 
peerslo his face and figure. It had been the 
i>ne aim of his life to please—and do not judge 
bim too hardly If It was still his first thought 
to make a favorable impression. 

“Grade r he said, the next morning, drawing Ida cousin into the library, “who is your vis- 
itnr 9* 

“One of my school-mates, Warren, in the 
toy* of auld tong sync. One, who, out of sore 
trouble, is at tost resting for awhile, from her 
ioitows and burdens. She is noble and pood, is she Is beautiful, cousin. A woman to res- 

pect and love. When she was but sixteen, her 
Sober married, for the second time, and his , 
choice fell upon a girl hot Bttle older than his 
jldest daughter: a giddy, pleasure-seeking 
woman, who was jealous of Caroline’s beauty, md ignorant of her duties to the young cWi- 
iren. For three years Caro filled the most 
Tying of all situations, the real head of the 
hmily without any authority. Her father’s 
•omfort, the children's happiness and educa- 
Jon, and the direction of the house, all were 
impendent upon her care; while her step- 
mother reseated every semblance of usurpation 
>f her right as mistress, contradicting all or- 
iers. and fretftilly complaining to her husband 
it all timer*. For the children** sake Caroline 
m dared all this. Her two Ms sisters were 
he argument which kept her at honw, through his dally torturing life, until she was nineteen, 
when scarlet (Ever removed both Ella and Clara 
» a better world, and brought Caro herself to 
he verge of the grave. She nursed them 
hlthfolijr, and, when they died, hid her own 
lore grief under a cheerflil face for her father’s 
lake. Aa she slowly recovered from the illness 
which sorrow, over-fatigue and contagion 
tad brought upon her, another blow came; her 
’uther failed, and, unable US endure the trial of 
nsolvency, committed suicide. Now came the 
nost severe teat of Caroline’s Christian love 
ind forgiveness, and nobly she bore lU She, 
>peued a school, and took the step-mother who 
lad tortured her with every petty tyranny in- 
•o her home, supported her, and tried in ev- 
*y ’way to show now entirely she forgave the 
mat, and let common sorrow make them one. 
rhe poor vain, weak woman lived for two 
rears with her noble step-daughter, and then 
narried again. When Caro stood alone in the 
world, an unde of her mother’s died, icauing 
ler his fortune. It is very little, just enough 
» support one person in comfort; yet she con- 
rives to do more good with her little income, 
than most persons could do with double the 
nouey.. She has accepted ray invitation to 
■pend this winter in New York, and I shall 
itrive most earnestly to make it a pleasant 
resting-place in her sorrowful life.’’ 
“T6 singular how with such trials, wearing, tolly vexations, she has preserved her quiet, riacid beauty. Great sorrow'* sometimes leave 

heir seal; hut constant irritating trials rarely.” “Because they did not irritate her. Look- 
ng aliove and beyond them to the otyect of 
or endurance, she did not feel the irritations 
>f daily life. It was like a man walking to his 
toal over nettles, who could not fed their 
iting on his feet, because his whole soul was 
ihsorbad in gaining the end of his journey.— is a child this was Caro’s temperament. Once 
iceing the goal, all other objects were pressed 
lown tiB that was gained.” 

Warren shrugged his shoulders, as if he 
hought such earnestness must be rather a Imre, 
ind sauntered over to the window to watch 
or Carolhiu’s return from her walk. 

This station soon liecame a favorite one with j 
dm if Caroline was out He soon found that I 
t would require all his powers to win the la- ; 
ror he coveted of this queenly beauty, and i 
riqited. interested, warmly respecting and nd- 
niriug her, he exerted them alL Hours would j ly by unheeded, as they chatted, sang, or read j JMllMlfe*' to Hid III il 11 I I 

were passed thus, and the spring would" send 
aro to her New England home again, to lone- 

iness and seeking for w ell doing. Madly, with 
weary heart-sinking, she owned to herself ; hat the prospect seemed drearier than ever, ifter the winter in this pleasant home. She 

md become attached to Mr. and Mrs. Lee; she ; 
oved Grade; and ah! she whispered It softly 
o her own heart, she loved Warren. 

Something of this he must have guessed, for 
>ne morning, he opened the library door, as 
ihe passed, and softly invited her In for one 
ninute. Her fore lighted as she saw his, then 
laddened and paled slowly, as he told his love- 
ale, and begged her to be his wife. 

“No.1" said she, in a low tone. “No, War- 
den, l cannot, I dare not marry you.” He stood thunderstruck. He loved ber so 

tolly, so deeply, and he so believed in her love 
that he almost doubted his hearing. “Cannot! dare not 1 that is a strange term, Caro.” 

rorgivc me it 1 nave pained you by the 
word, but it is the only one which' marks my meaning. 1 know you love me, I feel your (ruth in my heart, and it makes me at once 
?lad and sorrowftiL Glad, for I love you.” So simply truthful, so noble in her freedom 
from all coquetry and trifling, that bis heart 
idled to fold her in his arms and lavish caress- 
es upon her; yet withal so gently dignified 
hat he stood before her, waiting for her ver- 
iiet, patient and sad, not angry, not offended. 
“It is because I do love you that I dare not 

uid one more happiness to a life whose whole 
onor has had hut one thought—self. Look 
mind you—think. Is there one human being 
who can say they are better or happier because 
you have lived ?” 

“You are severe,” he said, flashing deeply. “Your dally life is one of idleness. Did God 
?'vc you a heart, intellect, health and riches, 
ill lo be wasted t” 

“Wasted! Pardon me. I cannot think I 
lave wasted either intellect or advantages.” “What do you do for others ? What aim in 
ife have you t Ail work for some purpose.— Even the meanest day-laborer has some object in view as he goes to his daily toil.” 
“But I am rich! 1 have no need to work.” 
"No need to work! While there is poverty, [•rime, sickness, want, or misery on earth, all 

human beings have neeil to work. And you, witli time unoccupied, high intclleet, money, 
nil that can be given to one man to make him 
useful, are content to fold your hands and say, 
I—I alone, of nil God's creatures, am exempt from the call to he uaeftil, to do good, to live, 
that others may bless my name.' ” 

He could not be augry, though he made one 
effort to put on an air of offended dignity. He 
'tood silent, conscience-stricken, for an instant, 
and then he took her hand, raised it silently to 
her lip*, and left her. She did not rise, nor 

—— V..-V.V vmiro iu, WUUUCf- 

iapip “What have you been saying to Warren?— 
He has gone out, pale as death.” 

“I have been taking the conceit out of him,” 
said Caro, bitterly. “Oh, OracleOracle! 
pity me, and keep my secret. He has gone' 
and I love him! I love him!” 

“You have not refbsed him! Oh. Caro, I 
depended upon yon to make a man of him.— 
There are mines of good in his nature, crusted 
over with selfishness; und you have taken from 
him the only hope 1 ever saw rouse him fully.” 

“Don't, don't, Oracle! I acted for his good 
only, I did Indeed.” 

“Well, he’ll be in to dinner!” said Grace, 
hoping that, by that time Caroline would be 
willing to change her flat But dinner time 
did not bring him. Night brought a letter to 
his aunt.. He waa going South for a few 
months, sent his love to aU, and requested her 
to forward his trunk to Philadelphia. 

Three years, three long, weary years, Caro 
spent in her quiet village home, striving, by 
every unselfish deed of well-doing, to stifle 
the longing in her heart, and in making the 
happiness of others to find her awn. Winter 
had returned, and she accepted the urgent In- 
vitation of Grade to visit her again, in her 
own house, and see the husband or her friend, 
who added his earnest invitation to Grade's. 

“I want Caro to-morrow, all day,” said Grace 
as they sat down to tea on the evening of her 
arrival; “and in spite of the cold, she must 
consept to drive over to B—— with me.” 

“The new hobby!” said her husband, smiling. 
“Yes; and you must not spoil her pleasure 

by telling her anything about it” 
“A little—Just a little hint?” 
“Not a word, sir?” 
Caro wondered, but kept silent. The next 

day was her reward. Over the broad country 
road they drove for some miles, until they 
came to a targe, substantial brick-house, with- 
in whose pleasant grounds children were play- 
ing—little children, who looked with wistful 
eyes on the carriage, until they saw Grace, 
when they came forward to meet her. not with 
the bounding step of healthy childhood, but 
slowly, painfully—some moving on crutches, 
some stooping with hunchback, some limping along, yet all smiling a glad welcome. • 

“This, Caro, is what my husband calls my 
new bobby. There are here twenty-five chil- 
dren, taken from the lowest homes—I had al- 
most said holes—of our city. Who are lame or 
deformed, some boro so, others made cripples 
from carelessness, or worse—ill-treatment.— 
Here they have nurses, good medical advice 
and pure air, and, if cured, are started as ap- 
prentices in a trade. Even the Incurables are 
taught basket-making, or whatever other trade 
for fingers alone they can -learn. Come over 
the house.” 

From room to room they walked, admiring 
everywhere the neatness and order, the con- 
tented look of matron, nurses and children, 
tiH Grade stopped before a closed door. 

“1 am going to take you into the sanctum, 
the room where the bead of the establishment 
transacts the business devolving upon him, 
and show you the picture of the founder, who, 
with a few others, supports the expense of the 
establishment, without aid from the public.” It was a head In oils, and Caro found there 
the soul expression, the earnest depth wanting 
in the miniature. Her eye# filled as she gated 
on the noble lace before her, and she trembled 
with emotion. 

“Caro!” The deep, hill voice, was music In 
her ear. “Not because I am more worthy, but 
because I crave your help, your encourage- 
ment, and because 1 love you with an added 
reverence and tenderness. I dare again ask 
you to be my partner, helper, and comfort 
through life.” 

“Warren!” 
Only one word, and her voice failed her.— 

She tould only let him draw her into his 
strong embrace, and feel that the dormant 
good was awakened, the soul roused, the man 
developed. «... 

—.— -- 

Love at First Sight. 
BT CUAKIA* n. KAIX. 

“Yon have often asked me. Will, to tell yon 
of some of my love adventures,” said Charlie 
Conrad, a young M. D. uud most intimate friend 
of mine, as we sat, one evening, in his little 
back office, et\joyfng the aroma of a couple of 
delicious Havanas. 

“1 never had but one love-scrape, Will, and 
in that I was so completely humbugged that I 
do not much like to speak of it. I li-ll in love 
with a lady at first sight, and made a most 
confounded jackanapes of myself.” 

“Well, as it is nothing new for you to do that,” 
said 1, “you should not care to tell me about 
It. You know that I am so well acquainted 
with your failings that I should think none the 
less of you; so go on. Let’s have It!” 

“Take it, then!” said he, giving me a box 
upon the cheek, that knocked my cigar into 
“pi,” and came near obliging ine to take an un- 
premeditated seat tt|>on the floor. 

“Hold on, Charlie,” said 1, “that will do!— 
You know 1 have an unlbrtunate propensity 
to joke about everything, so 1 think it unfair 
for you to treat me In this tnunner; hesides, I 
only wished to confirm what you yourself stated 
to l>e a fact. You cannot, surely, blame me 
for that. Phew! but you made m'y cheek tin- 
gle. old follow.” 

“Now, then, if yon will promise to hold your 
tongue while 1 am talkiug, 1 will go on. Here, 
take a fresh cigar,” said he, pushing the box 
toward me as he spoke. Then tilting haek his 
chair to angle of about forty-five degrees, he 
commenced. 

“You remember, Will, when I had that long spell of sickness, some live years ago? Well, 
after I began to get better, my physician ad- 
vised me to go into the country for a short 
time, to get the fresh air and recruit my ex- 
hausted energies. Accordingly, I picked up 
what fow notions I thought I should need,and 
started oft; one bright morning, for the little 
village of M-, some twenty miles away. I had a ftiend there—Harry Levering, I think 
you have met with him—who was pursuing the romantic avocation of a country [ieda- 
gogue. He boarded with a farmer who lived 
but a short distance from the village; anil 
through ills recommendation I succeeded in 
obtaining Itoord at the same place. Harry was 
a jovial fellow, britufiill of fun, and extrava- 
gantly fond of anything that smacked of o joke. 1 (Kissed some weeks In his society very pieas- 
autiv. 

One afternoon, we were walking together 
through the village, when a young lady passed 
u* upon the opposite side of the street, who 
waa the most perfect personification of sweet- 
ness and feminine loveliness that I ever saw.— 
About the medium height; hair and eyes in- 
tensely block; thee round ami fair, yet by no 
means on the “Dutch cheese” order; hands 
small and delicately turned; form of the most 
perfect mould, and somewhat inclinctf to em- 
ponpoint. Her carriage had in it ail the grace 
and dignity of a queen. Harry saw that I 
was smitten, and I well rememl>er the curious 
smile be gave when I asked her name. He 
gave it—Miss Sophronia Fairchild—and asked 
me what i thought of her. “Oh, she’s a per- 
fect divinity” 1 replied; whereupon he launched 
forth into a rhapsody upon her multifarious 
charms, giving me to umierstmid that she was 
not only very beautiful and talented, but also 
very wealthy. I was in ecstacies, and for the 
next three or four days talked and thought of 
little else save my inamorata. 

I entreated Harry to introduce me, but he 
said that was impossible, as the slightness of 
his acquaintance with her would not warrant 
it. He thought the best way for me to make 
her acquaintance was to write to her after my 
return home, and thus to open a correspon- 
dence which might lead to a more intimate ac- 
quaintance. 

I went back to the city In a day or two, and 
immediately sat down and jiemied her a pas- 
sionate letter, begging pardon for thus intrud- 
ing myself upon her notice, in utter disregard 
of the rules of etiquette. I told her ail al»out 
my visit to M-, how I sawr her, while tak- 
ing a walk with my friend, and was immediately 
deeply enamored of her; and how, hs 1 had 
lieen unable to procure an introduction, I had 
taken this method of making heraequnintanee; 
begged her not be angry with me. and asked 
her to write me an immediate reply, in case 
site was willing to open a correspondence with 
me. 1 assured her of my respectability, and 
offered to give references if she desired them. 

For some days, I watched the mails eagerly. 

loieuuie plain irum, 1 nanny expected to 
get a reply, though I need not tell you how 
earnestly I hoped for one.’ My nights were 
paused without sleep, in a feverish state of ex- 
citement, for she tilled all my thoughts. 

At last a letter came for me, post-marked 
M———. Hastening home, I locked my door, 
ami in a state of trembling uncertainty' broke 
the seal. Glorious! its contents soon elevated 
my senses into the seventh heaven of rapturous 
sensation. She stated that, though somewhat 
surprised at receiving such a letter from an en- 
tire stranger, yet, as the character of my letter 
and the references I had given, ail indicated 
that I did not belong to the lower order of 
society, she was not averse to continuing our 
correspondence. 

That night I had the most vivid dreams of 
my “darling Sophruuia, chosen of my heart!” 
as I now loved to call her. Visions of the most 
rapturous character continually floated around 
me, in all of which my fair charmer had a 
leading part. At tiroes I seemed to be in a 
paradise, with a radiant angel for a guide, whom 
I would soon discover to be my darling So- 
phronla. Then, again, seated by her side in a 
golden sledge, all guttering with diamonds and 
precious gems, we went gliding down a rain- 
bow of Ice-creatn to the tunew “Hall Colum- 
bia,” sung by an attending choir of angelic 
choristers who continually flitted around us,— 
When 1 awoke in the morning 1 felt like an 
inhabitant of another sphere, my heart was so 
light, and I felt so happy. It seemed to me that 
all nature was having one grand holiday, for 
everything appeared to me differently from 
what it had ever before. 

It Is not necessary that I should go into de- 
tail concerning the contents of the subsequent letters which passed between ns. They were 
similar to all other* of that class, 1 presume, 
full of soft soap ami nonsense—dishwatery 
UIUIXD< 

All went on very smoothly, and In the eonrsc 
of time I made her an offer of my hand and 
heart, and was accepted. We were to be mar- 
ried the next spring. After pur engagement I 
sent her my daguerreotype and requested hers 
In return, as there was no harm in It now, 
standing in the relation to each other which 
we did. Judge of my mortification and sur- 
prise when the coveted picture arrived, to 
discover In it the laughing semblance of my 
waggish Mend, Harry Levering, instead of my “adored bophronia.” He enclosed a long let- 
ter, beggiug pardon for the “laughable joke,” 
«S he sty lea it, which he had perpetrated upon 
me. There was no lady of that name in the 
village, and he had got all my letters and an- 
swered them. He had not really meant to 
carry it so far, but, having once commenced 
the sport, he found it hard to break it off, as it 
had proved snch a frultfbl source of amuse- 
ment to him. The lady to whom I had taken 
such a fancy was his intended bride; and, as he 
had no notion of letting me run off with her, he gave me a fictitious name when 1 inquired 
It of him. He was to “lead her to the altar In 
a few days,” he said, and concluded by giving 
me a cordial invitation to the wedding. The wretch! I could have crushed him.— 
Here I was In a ptvttv predicament. Over 
head and ears In love with a young ladv who 
was .about to become the bride of another, 
while I was really engaged to be married to her 
husband, and had been making love to him 
most vehemently for more than six months.— 
l>o n’t call me a fool, Will, though 1 richly de- 
serve it.” 

I rubbed my ears, which were still tingling, 
telling him that I valued their comfort too 
highly to use any sneh harsh language to him 
again, after my recent experience. 

“But, Charlie," said I, “that 1* not the reason 
why you go out into society so rarely, is it?” 

“Ves,” said he, dolefttlly, “it is. I have been, 
fearftti that 1 should again he caught in some 
such ridiculous trap. 1 believe that little cir- 
cumstance has caused me to hate the whole 
(K»Xt* 

“Nonsense. Charlie,” said 1; “but If I should 
have been in your jdao-,4 am very sure I 
should have given that Harry Levering an un- 
mcrrifiil horse-whipping-” 

The Doctor in the Bath Chair. 
At the Dover Police court, the other day, John Collycr applied for assistance to .regain 

possession of the Bath Jhair. He said that, at 
three o’clock on the previous afternoon, an or- 
der came to tlie chair-stand for • gentleman to 
be taken up from a street at the hack of St. 
Mary’s Church; he took the chair round, and 
found Dr. Standen upon the door steps wait- 
ing for him. Not knowing that the people of 
the house had shut him out, and so got rid of 
a troublesome lodger, he assisted hlin Into the 
chair, and had been driving him about ever 
since. (A laugh.) Magistrate: What ever 
since three yesterday afternoon, ail uight I Ap- 
plicant: Yes, sir, except for a little while. I 
can’t get him out of the chair anyhow? I was 
wheeling him about from three in the afternoon 
until past two in the morning. (Laughter.) 
Magistrate: I rau’t see bow I am to help you; 
he has got ixtsseaslou of your chair. Where is 
lie now?—Applicant: lie doesn’t know I've 
come here. 1 left him and the chair opposite 
Mr. Elgar's the butcher’s. Magistrate: But 
has he had any refreshment all this time ?— 
Applicant: Lori Mess ye! Why I’ve dmv him 
to nearly every public house in the town— 
specially to Pier-end; he calls for something 
to drink, and then gives the best part of it 
away—(Laughter)—’crept what lie puts In a 
little square ixittle he carries with him. (Loud 
laughter.) After driving him to all these 
places, I was tired, so ! said to him, “When do 
you mean to go home again sir?” “That's my 
business,” says he, “you mind yours, and drive 
me back to the Pier-end.” (Laughter.) Ami 
there, sir, we went from one house to the oth- 
er until It was twelve o’clock, and he couldn’t 
get anything else served. Then 1 druv him 
about the town. (Laughter.) Superintend- 
ant Coram raised a new roar of laughter by 
adding that, at one o’clock in the morning he 
saw tin- chair pulled up close to oue of the 
puliUc lamps, by the light of which the doctor 
was reading. (Renewed laughter.) Magis- 
trate; How long did he keep reading? Ap- 
plicant : Not loug, sir. Soon afterwards he lit 
his pipe. (Laughter.) I was very cold, and 
lie said I might keep him “moving,” so I pull- 

> ed the chair until lietwcen two and three, and 
1 we'd been all over the town; and their I says 
j to him. quite worn out, “where are you going 
; now?” “Where are you going to?” says he. 
j (Loud laughter.) “Home," say* I. Then he 

told me he hadn't any home to go to, and he 
asked me where I was going to put tlie chair. 
I told him in the coach-house, where I kept it. 
“Ah,” says lie, “that'll do very well—put me 
with it. 1 shall lx- just as well in this chair as 
in bed!”—and so you know he would, sir. 

i (Loud laughter.)—Magistrate: And so you 
locked him up in the coach-house all night ? 
Applicant: 1 left him there about three and 
looked in about live to see whether he was.all 

i right, and then he told me he had never slept 
more comfortable in all his life. (Laughter.) 

j 'At half-past six I took him a enp of coffee, 
| part of which he drank, and told me he was 
; quite ready to begin his morning visits when 
I I was; but I ain’t agoing to draw him about 

the town all day to day. (A laugh.) Magis- 
trate: Well, he can’t make you draw him 
ulxmt; that's optional. What was he doiug 
when you left him just now ? Applicant: Read- 
ing, or writing, or smoking. Serjeant Baily 
was directed to accompany applicant to the 
chair, and try tlie effect of his uniform and au- 
thority upon tlie occupant. A small crowd 
accompanied them, and in due time tlie chair 
was found where Collyer had left it. He re- 
ceived orders from the doctor to call at the 
Druid's Head, and after a craftily qualified cup 
at this hostclric tlie doctor was “caught nap- 
ping.” Collyer then procured the service ora 
sturdy bnteher, and the key of an empty room, 
attached to the Teuiper&nre Hall, having been 
obtained, l)r. Standen was lifted from the seat 
he had stuck to for 22 hours out of 24, and de- 
posited on the floor.—[Sussex Express. 

•-- 

-Homestead exemption r exclaimed Mrs. 
Partington, throwing down the paper. “It’s 
come to it pretty pas*, indeed, that men are 

going to exempt themselves from home just 
when they please without any proviso for cold 
nights.” 
-----— 

A celebrated physician one day advised Vol- 
taire io give up coffee, having just found out, 
he said, that it was a slow poison. "It must 
be very slow indeed,” replied the French poet, 
“for I have been using it over sixty years and 
am still alive.” 

Husbands and Wives. 
Husbands are often thoughtlessly exacting, 

and impose such a variety of petty duties on 
their uncomplaiuing wives that the color lades 
front the cheek, and joy dies out of the heart. 
A little more thoughtfulness and tender sym- 

Chy would change the entire aspect of many 
nes. A contributor to Ltfe Illustrated tells 

a story which has a good moral: 
It was the freshest of April mornings, with 

a soft wind that had rifled all manner of sweet 
scents from dimpled hollows, purpled over 
with young violets, and solitary brook-sides, 
fringed with white anemone stars, and wafted 
them Into the city streets, to revive many a 
wearied dweller among paving stones. Mrs. 
Arden, standing at her window, looked down 
at the few feet of earth that city people digni- 
fied with the title of “garden” ana felt the 
sunny spring influence even there. 

“What a lovely morning!” said she to her- 
self, “this is the very time to put my dahlias 
into the ground, and take care of the roses— 
how fortunate that to-day win be a compara- 
tively leisure time to me f Women don’t often 
get released from the domestic treadmill, and 
what with spring sewing, company and house- 
cleaning, I have been literally a slave for the 
last three months. Once out in the open air, 
among the flower-roots, and I shall feel as 
though 1 was entering a new life!” 

Ignorant Mrs. Arden! Had she lived to be 
thirty years old without knowing that a mar- 
ried woman ought not even to breathe, with- 
out first asking her husband if it was proper 
and convenient ? Mr. Arden had laid out an 
entirely different programme for his lady-wife; 
and in he came, discontentedly eyeing the new 
overcoat he had been buying. 

“Nellie, can’t you fix this overcoat some- 
how ? There is something bitchy about the 
collar—you can tell where the trouble is, you 
are so smart with your needle!” 

Mrs. Arden took it out of his hands, and 
looked at it despairingly—there was full three 
hours' work about it. 

“And Nellie—If you wouldn't miud altering 
these shirt-bosoms—they’re all in a wrinkle— 
the pattern was a bad one.” 

“You Insisted on having them made accord- 

ing to ^the very pattern, entirely against my 

“Well, I know I did,” said Mr. Arden, rather 
sheepishly; “Martin said It was a good one, but Martin dou’t know everything.” 

“I wish you had found that out before the 
shirts were made,” said Mrs. Arden, petu- 
lantly. 

“I say," Interposed her spouse, apparently rather desirous of changing the subject, “what 
are you going to have for dinner?” 

“I don’t know, I’m sure,” was the vexed re- 
ply. “I believe men are always thinking about 
eating—no sooner Is breakfhst over than din- 
ner begins to trouble them.” 

“I wish you would make one of those pud- 
dings, 1 like—make it yourself, for Susan al- 
ways mangles it. We haven’t had one for a 
long time now.” 

“There goes my day of lcisnre that was to 
have put my garden In such beautiftil order,” 
sighed Mrs. Arden. 

“O, pshaw!” said her husband, contemplat- 
ing his whiskers in the glass, “what do you 
care about garden-work ? A woman ought to 
find her chief happiness in domestic duties. I 
dou’t approve of this everlasting fidgeting 
alsmt flowers!" 

“Harry,” said his wife, “you would not be at 
all contented if your office work was so endless 
that you never get a moment's time to smoke 
a cigar, or read a book or a newspaper.” 

“N—no,” replied Mr. Arden, hesitatingly; 
“but then you are not a man.” 

“No—I know I am not,” said Mrs. Arden, 
quickly, “if I were, my wife shotild have 
a little leisure to breathe occasionally.” 

Mr. Arden went out, shutting the door with 
some vehemence behind liiin. 

“I never did see such a complaining set as 
women-are,” was his internal reflection, a* lie. 
walked rapidly down the street. 

Two or three honrs steady work soon dis- 

posed of the press of office-business awaiting 
him, and he threw himself buck in a chair to 
rest, aud look over his newspaper. But the 
balmy wind fanned bis forehead like narcotic 
incense, and the sensation of dolee fur niente 
was inexpressibly delightful—the closely print- 
ed coluuius became a confused blur, and the 
first Mr. Arden knew, he was—not exaetly 
asleep, perhaps, but certainly not very wide 
•wme. 

Something carried him back to the time 
wheu Nellie had been a bride—fresh and 
blooming as a rose. How well he remembered 
the blue light of her eyes, and the satin bright- 
ness of her complexion. She had grown wan 
and weary looking since those days. Was it 
possible that he had been lacking in care and 
tenderness? It was rather an uneasy twinge 
of conscience, for he did love her, rattle- 
brained atul thoughtless though he was. 

lie thought of her, sitting alone through the 
glorious April day, la nding over the work he 
bad assigued to her, until the pallor deepened 
on her cheek, and the eyes grew dim anti lus- 
tcrlcss—be reiueiuliered' the niauy, many days 
she had spent in the saute wearisome occupa- 
tion. No wonder that the little garden wan e 
sunny spot to her—no wonder that she loved 
the flower*, whose freshness seemed to revive 
her w hole nature. 

A man may la- very cruel to a woman with- 
out even beating her, or denying her the 
necessit ies of life. 

Suppose she should drift away from him, like 
adclicutc leaf upon a swift-running stream! 
He shuddered at the very idea. She was not 
strong—the time might come when a narrow 
grave and white headstone w-ould be ail that 
remained of lib little wife, And then—should 
he not remember all these things? 

lie started up from the troubled net-work of 
fancy that had woven itself into a vague dream; 
the sunshine lay brightly on the floor, and the 
Angers of the office clock pointed home to din- 
ner. 

The pudding was made—the coat in prime 
order, the unsatisfactory shirts ripped apart, 
and Nellie, though pale and tired luoking, 
came to the door with a smile, to greet her 
husband. 

“Why, Harry, what on earth have you got 
there?” she exclaimed, as Mr. Arden came up 
the steps, really staggering under the weight 
of two or three blossoming geraniums and ver- 

benas, which he bad brought from down town 
with incredible difficulty. 

“Thought you'd like some flowers for your 
garden, my dear,” exclaimed he; aud Nellie 
straightway gave him a pleased, happy look, 
which he did not soon forget. 

“And now mid he, after dinner, “there isn’t 
much to do at the office to-day, suppose you 
and I devote the afternoon to garden work ? 
We can make the little place us neat as a 
|>ink.” 

"O, Harry, that would be delightftill” but 
those shirts—” 

“O, no matter about th# shirts! let ’em wait! 
I want to see your cheeks a little redder, my 
love”’ 

Mrs. Arden wondered in her secret heart 
what had wrought thb agreeable change—she 
didn't know anything about her husband's 
dream. 

Some years ago, the Duke of Wellington 
was sitting at his library table, when the door 
opened, and, without any announcement in 
stalked a figure of singularly ill-omen. 

“Who're you?” asked the Duke, in hb 
short, dry manner, iookiug up, without the 
least change of countenance upon tile in- 

“I ain Apollyon. I am sent to kill you.” 
“Kill me ? Very odd." 
“I mu Apollyon, and must put you to death.” 
“Bilged to do it to-day?” 
“1 am not told the dtay or the hour, but I 

must do my mission.” 
“Very inconvenient-very busy—great many 

letters to write. CaH again, and write me 
word—I’ll 1h- ready for you.” 

And the Duke went on with his correspond- 
ence. The maniac, appalled probably by the 
stem, uumovable old man, backed out of the 
room, ami in half an hour was safe in Bedlam. 

—The heart is perhaps never so sensible to 
happiness as after a short separation from the 
object of its affection. If that separation has 
lieen attended with peculiar circumstances of 
distress or danger, every misery that has been 
experienced, tends by the force of contrast to 
increase the emotion of delight, and gives to 
the pleasure of rc-unlou au inexpressible de- 
gree of tenderness. 

BUSINESS CARDS. 
TUCKER * WEBSTER, 

Fashionable Clothiers, 
*WD DULOI IS 

GENTS* FURNISHING GOOtyS, 
Of the Mont Desirable Pattern. 
Portland, June 23. ISO. tciolm 

WILLIAM CAPES, 

SIGN PAINTER, 
Hal/War Dewa Willow Street, 

roenLnn, MB. 
Jane 21. j«- 

JOHN B. BROWN * SONS, 

Sugar Refinery, 
TONS STREET, POBTLASD, UK. 

JOHN LYNCH 4c CO, 
"Wholesale GKrooers, 

COMMISSION MERCHANTS, 
ONAOTTE STORES. ... COMfERCfAL STREET, 

(Oppoalto bead of Wldgerj’o Wharf,) 
Per tie ad. Me. 

aoaw i-twcb. mn ima, rnoe. LTwnt. 

DOLE * MOODY, 
GENERAL 

Conaniition Merckasti, 
AB» WBOL1SALB DBAIJMU IB 

noun, oowr AID PSODDOE, 
Mo. B (hit Block Oommoroial Stnat, 

PORTLAND, Mb. 
ABDBBW T. MLB. FBABKLIB'c WOODY. 
Jl—**rad If 

T. R. BURNHAM, 

Photographic Artist, 
oo MIDDLE.BRUR, 

BOBTLABD. 

THIS b the only Room where either of the Barn- 
home ire intereeted in the City, J.1’. P. Buex- 

iia* having Mold hie Room and gone to Raw Yurk, W Broidvijr. 
bxvkxbkx thb inin. 

»ie* or the bio rLAO. 
to MIDDLE BT R BBT, 

T. H. BURNHAM. 
Jl"»n_ dim 

WJI. IL H. H ATCH, 
1*1 MMdb Street. Pwetlead, Me. 

Manufacturing Jeweler, 
AND SILVERSMITH. 

Abo, Dealer la Watehea, Jewelry and Silver Warn. 
Portland. Jnna 23.180. If 

I.. J. CROSS, 
14* Middle Street, Partial ad, M-. 

Watch-Maker, 

C. D. BROWN, 
Saaaemor ta Manning B Brawn, 

Commission Merchant, 
ASD WHOLCAALB UK A LAW IK 

FLOl'R, PRODUCE, PROVISIONS !AXD GRAIN. 
UNION ST., ---a 

Portland. Jnna R HR «tf 

OLIVER S. BEALE, 

SIGN AND FANCY PAINTEE, 
No. IO EXCHANGE STB BBT, 

PotTLASD, HB. 

Slgna of every deeeription exeeated to order. 
Jnae B._ dawtw 

DAVID RALE, 

Attorney and Counsellor at Law, 
BBIDGTON, MAINE. 

^JPrompi attention giren to the collection of all de- 

Urnttcn: 
Hon. J. J Perry, Oxford, 

H. P. Deane. b|., Portland, 
D. W. Ft-wcnden. Kw|.. Portland, dBwlw Lather Billing? Ewj.. Bridgton. 

Marble Work. 
A. R. THOR PS ON, 

to prepared to receive order, for 

■stkl*. Free Stone, Sosp Stone, 
Marble Chimney llece,^ Monnmental Work and 

Cwrmer mt Pearl and Federal St a.. 

Je»f PORTLAND, MB. 

CHANGE OK SEASON ! 

W*. C. BECKETT, 

Merchant Tailor, 
1ST, MIDDLE ST., 

H*. prepared hinuelf by telretiona Bern the New 
8tyl<% of Good* recently imported iu Near York and 
Boston, to meet the requirements of hi* customer* 
and tlie public as to 

FASHIONABLE CLOTHING FOR THE SPRING 
AND SUMMER SEASONS ! 

In his aew .took are comprised Fanrr Cloths ter 
Spring Overcoats aud Business Suit., Rich Black 

FANCY BROADCLOTHS 
For Drew and Frock Coat., embracing the nicer 
qualities of French amt German, as well as the cheap- 
er substantial fabrics. Elegant Black and Colored, 
Plain aud Fancy 

DOESKINS! 
rtf a great variety of patterns. VESTINGS of all 

the varieties that the market adbrds—Silk. Satii), IJn- 
eu. and CoUon—many rare and uulqae styles. Also 
an assortment of the nicer qualities of 

GENTLEMEN'S FURNISHING GOODS, 
To all of which attention is especially invited. 

•.•Cost and vest maker* wanted. 
Portland. June 23.1BH2. dtf 

CLOTIII3STG. 

GARDINER * BROWN, 
would say to their friends and the public that they 
have purchased of Mettrs. CHADBOt KM F. A KEN- 
DALL, their Stock of 

Ready-Made Clothing, 
Al«o, their entire interest in Manufacturing and Cus- 
tom Department. Having secured the Bernice* of 
Mr. J. E. FOLEY, late Foremau aud Cutter for 
M< Ann* C. A K., they hope to merit a thir share of the 
patronage bestowed upon their predecetuHtrs. 

#• Middle SL, tpptiiir Peel Odee. 
Jane !o, 1362. 4wdaw 

_RAILROADS. 
ANDROSCOGGIN RAILROAD, 

am ana iiBiiemrr. 

gnn °* »n<i after Mowbat. Mat A IMA 

JSSLttStZ&ilSfc! B“h “d Port- 
Lcave Lewiston for Bath and I’ortlaad via Braaa* 

wick at 11 4A A. M. 
Freight traJua daily between Portland and Lawk* 

ton. 
eTAoa commok. 

Stage learee Strickland's Ferry Toeedayi, Thars- 
dav« and Saturdays, tor Livermore, Caatoa, Pant 
aad DlxHeld; returning opposite davs. 

Siege leave* Farmington for New Vineyard, New 
Portland and KlagSetd, on Wednesdays aad Satar- 
days, returning on Mondays and Fridav*. 

Farmington daily, fcr Strong, Aron 
aad Phillip*. 

Passengers Tor this rente wfll take the ear* at Urn 
Portland, Say A Portsmouth, VAcnaebcc A Port- 
land Depots. In Portland. 8. W. EATON. Sapt. Farmington May A W*. ioncMdi/ 

*mrmr 

EASTPORT, CALAIS AND ST. JOHN 
_ 

TWO trips per week. 

“*BAT ” 

_ 

^gj|Ueo. warren, 
jn|| nrroMoi to 

THAYKR* WARREN, 

LIVERPOOL PACKETS, 
Sailing from Liverpool for Buaion twice a month. 
Steerage Parnate. t*> Abo. Agent for Sew York 
and Liverpool Suwmatppa. nailing from Saw York 
every Saturday, and from Liverpool every Wedaea- 
dar. and calling at Qaeenctown. I rein ad CaMa 
Pamagr, *75. 3d Clam, *3U. 

Sight Billc of Exchange, for <1 Sterling and op. "■aid. pavable at awv Rank la Grant Brltaia or Iro- 
laad ooaaUiitly for ante. 

For Pamago CertiAcataa, Steamer Ticket#. Draft*, 
or for farther Information. Addrem, 

GEo. WARMS. W Siam Street, BoMoa, Mam. 

MONTREAL 
OCEA\ STEAMSHIP CO’S 

Weekly Mail Line. 
» j*. ON K of the foltowfog flrvt-ehui*, power- 

fclhl Steamer*: HIBERNIAN, NORTH 
AMERICAN, NORWEGIAN, JUBA. 

■■B HBUEJIIAILANliLO SAXON. NO- 
VA MOHAN—wiU sail from Quebec every Satnr- 
day morning, for Liverpool a Londonderry. 

i'MM'Ugeni leave Portland per Grand Trunk Train# 
with Cuffed State* mail*, every Friday, at 1 15 F. M., 
connecting with Steamer at Quebec every Saturday 
morning. 

Ffcntage to Liverpool, Londoodemr or Clangow: 
Third Chw, S3l>. Finn Clam. W7 to M3 aooonHng 
to accommodation,—which include* ticket* on Grand 
Trank Itailwav 

1‘repaid and retarn ticket* imocd at reduced rate*. 
Excursion ticket* to the World'* Fair, oat aud 

back, $150. # 

% 

Apply to EdmonMone, Allan h Co.. Montreal, or to 
J. L FARMER, 

No 10 EXCHANGE ST.. FOKTLAND. 
June SS. 18tfi. 

SPIRITS TURPENTINE. • 

Natrona spirits turpentine.—w# invite | 
a trial of the Natrona Turpeuttne from all paint- 

ers. for either Mouse or ShipVork, inside or out. It i 
is /rtf front with flat mual to spirit*, evapo- 
rates no faster, and for Blind Work cannot be excell- 
ed. It work* KQrtL to the coeamon spirits on all 
kinds of paiutiug, or in Oil Cloth manufltctariaf. 
At evidence of the excellence of the article, the ua- ^ 
dersigned can refer to numbers of the flnit painter* J| of liostou aud viciuity, if de*lml. 

CHARLES TOPPAN, 
Agent for New England. 40 Fulton St.. Boston. 

For .**)« hv Banker k Carpenter. Morrill A BrothadHflf 
S J. Perk in* A Co., Portland, and < 'has. F. PuMa^Hip 
August*. JlUK&lWlUl 


