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We scaled some mossy bars, ranged off 
down a slope among a few stunted apple- 
trees, and, to be brief, were not long in 
reaching the brookside. Close by was a 
strip of woods ; into which we plunged for 
a few minutes only, that no possible im
pression of the morning might be lost upon 
us. In that cool twilight which seemed 
braided by bough and leaf, the bird family 
werejuBt getting np and coming down 
from their airy chambers. They called 
gayly one to another from out the windows 
of their different apartments, as if asking 
of tho new morning that re-created the 
world for them ; and

When the maraiage contract was signed 
his astonishment was redoubled, for he 
found himself, through the lady’s love, the 
virtual possessor of largo property both in 
England and France. The presence of 
friends had certified and sanctioned the 
union, yet, as has been stated, Frederic 
felt some strange fears, in spite of himself, 
lest all should provo an illusion, and he 
grasped his bride’s hand as if to prevent 
her being spirited away from his view.

“ My dear Frederic,” said the lady, smil
ingly, “sty down beside me and let me say 
something to you.”

Tho young husband obeyed, hut did not 
quit her hand. She began, “ Once on a 
time”—Frederic started, and half-seriouslv 
exclaimed, “ Heavens ! it is a fairy talc !” 
“Listen to me, foolish boy,” resumed the 
lady. “ There was once a young girl, the 
daughter of parents well born, and at one 
time rich, but who had declined sadly in 
circumstances. Until her fifteenth year 
the family lived in Lyons, depending 
tirely for subsistence upon the labor of her 
father. Some better hopes sprung up and 
induced them to come to Paris ; but it is 
difficult to stop in the descent down the 
path of misfortune. For three years the 
father struggled hard against poverty, and 
at last died in an hospital. The mother 
soon followed ; and thc-young girl was left 
alone, the occupant of a garret of which the 
rent was not paid. If there were any fairy 
connected with th’iB story this was the mo
ment for her appearance ; but none came. 
The young girl remained alone, without 
friendB or protectors, harrassed by debts 
which she could not pay, and seeking in 
vain for some species of employment. She 
found none ; still it was necessary for her 
to have food. Ono day passed on which 
she tasted nothing. The night that fol
lowed was sleepless. Next day was again 
passed without food, and the poor girl 
forced iuto tho resolution of hogging. She 
covered her head with her mother’s veil, 
tho only heritage she had received, and, 
stooping so to simulate age, she went out 
into the street. When there, she held out 
her hand. Alas! the hand was white, and 
youthful, and delicate. She felt the ne
cessity of covering it up in the folds of the 
veil as if it had been leprosied. 
concealed', the poor girl held out her hand 
to a young woman who passed 
happy than herself—and asked, “ A sou— 
a single sou—to get bread !” Tho petitiou 
was unheeded. An old man passed. The 
mendicant thought that experience of the 
distresses of life might have softened 
like him, but she was in error. Expe
rience had only hardened, not softened, 
his heart.

Original floetry. I havo ailments which require a degree of 
kindly care that is not to be bought from 
servants. I have heard your story, and 
believe you to be one who will support pros
perity as well as you have adversity. I 
make my proposal sincerely, and hope that 
you will agree to it.”

“At that time, Fredcrio,” continued the 
lady, I loved you; I had seen you but 
onoe, but that once was too memorable for 
mo ever to forget it, and something always 
insinuated to me that we wore destined to 
pass through life together. At the bottom 
of my soul, 1 believed this.1 Yet livery one 
around me pressed me to accept of the of- 
fur made me, and the thought struck me 
that I might one day make you wealthy. 
At length my main objections to Sir James 
Melton’s proposal lay iu a disinclination to 
make myself the instrument of vengeance 
in Sir James’s hands against relatives 
whom he might dislike Without good 
grounds. Tlie objection, when stated, on
ly increased his anxiety for my consent, 
and finally; under the impression that it 
would be, after all, carrying romance the 
length of folly to reject the advantageous 
settlement offered to me, I consented to 
Sir James’s proposal.

“This part of the story, Frederic, is re
ally like a fairy talo. I, a poor orphan, 
penniless, became the wife of one of the 
richest baronets of England. Dressed in 
silks, and sparkling with jewels, I could 
now pass in my carriage through tho very 
streets where, a few mouths before, I had 
stood in tho rain and darkness—a mendi
cant ?”

ODrißinal {Joetrg. to death with the delights it enjoys in such 
surfeit ! A little idle brook 
of the alder thickets and s 
through the open meadows, shall, for true 
tranquility and genuine satisfaction, put 

their artlflcca to shame. We never 
turn away our face from the brookeide and 
start homewards, without repeating the 
exquisite lino* quoted by geutle Isaak 
Walton and credited by the Father of Aug- 
ling to Sir Henry Wotton :—

ÄI awl ) uiner., romping 
tcaling d

out
own

O LAY ME TO REST.

Written for the Middletown Transcript,

BY H. VANDERFORD.

O lay me to rest when the eun in low,
When he dips his riiu ’neath the golden west, 

When the crimson fires of sunset glow,
O lay me to rest, O lay me to rest. "

0 lav me to rest at the twilight hour,
When the shadows flee at the day’B decline, 

When silence reigns with her magic power,
And hallows the lonely sleeper’s shrine.

O lay me to rest when the stare look down
With glittering sheen from their thrones on high 

When the winds are lull’d & the storinking’s frown 
No longer afl'rightens the placid sky.

O lay me to rest in the green-wood’s shade,
Far away from the haunts of busy “tr_

Far away from the busy marts^of trade,
Where naught shall disturb my repose again.

IN RKSPONSO.

Written for the Middletown Transcript,

BY THE ODESSA BARD.

A Place for Pan.

In Wisconsin (hero is n town oallod Oak* 
kosh. It is regarded by the people pf 
that section as a “great place for fuuj” 
And if we admit that the local definition pf 
“iuu be correct, its repute is not undo-

all t

In kissing then, there he harm ? 
I don’t think so—do you ?”

Dear Lady, from my skeptic’s mind 
Thou’st cancelled every doubt, 

And not a cobweb now remains 
For thou hast swept it out.

The logic of thy flowing verse, 
Deduced from Nature’s plan, 

Conclusive proves that Kissing must 
A-Duty be, of man.

Then since we both agree it is 
A Duty—not a Sin—

Sweet Lady, let us lovingly 
Our Duties now begin.

. Odessa, Del. June Cth, 1808.

served. It chanced recently that a minis
ter frum another part of the state started to 
go to Oshkosh. He had gone a few 
miles ou his journey when he was shocked 
by meetiug a man limping along with the 
blood running down one side of his face. 
On being questioned, the man said ho had 
bccu up to Oshkosh “having a little fun 
with the boys.” Two miles further on 
another man was met, with an arm in a 
sling, a bunged eye, and torn clothing. 
He told tho distance to Oshkosh, said it 
was a live town and that he had been up 
there “having a little fun with the boys. 
Pondering on these faets, the ministe? pro
ceeded pensively until he came to a man 
seated by the sideofthc road with a sprained 
arm and only ono ear. He was washing 
the locality whence tho other had been bit
ten oft'. The minister stopped and express
ed his sympathy. The man averred that 
it was nothing, he had merely been up to 
Oslikosh, “having alittle fun with the 
hoys.” “But" said the minister, severely, 
"what do you suppose your wife will say 
when she sees you in this state?” The 
man smiled a sardonic smile, and putting 
his hand in his pocket, brought 
piece of nose, a section of soaip, with hair 
attached, and a piece of cheek bitten from 
bis antagonist's face, and bolding them wp 
to the minister, said : “What do you sup
pose hit wife will say when she sees him. 
The minister silently went his #ay a sadder 
and a soger man.

“May pnre contents 
Forever pitch their tents 

Upon these downs, these meads, these rocks, these 
mountains ;

And peace still slumber by these purling foun
tains,

their piping voices 
echoed through every sylvan arch and 
along every leafy corridor. The green 
and velvety mosses under foot were scarce
ly damp, and the short grasses hardly held 
a pearl on the points of all tlicir blades, 
such complete protection the dense um
brage offered against the night dews.

In the heart of the morning silence— 
which is an awakening rather than a 
dreaming silence—we were startled by the 
noise of young cattle roving through the 
wood, breaking down the tender under
growth of shrub and brush, and half-bold- 
ly, and half-timidly advancing within eye
shot of so unfamiliar an intruder. Tlieir 
wild eyes, answering to the Homeric epi
thet, was as full of lustre as the beads of 
dew that Night had scattered over the 
grass of the meadow.

Emerging from this verduous temple, 
and leaving the happy birds behind us, we 
crept stealthily down to the odgo of tho 
wiinpling stream, and made tho first oast 
of tho morning. The brook, where we 
stood, was scarcely bigger than our body, 
—which wc cannot in conscience assert 
has not waxed somewhat since that day ; 
and tho shy little Naiad seemed trying to 
hide itself among the sedges and under the 
long, rushy grasses. Wc stood knee-deep 
now in the wet and matted jungle of the 
morning, while all around us, in among 
the slender stems of the grass, insects 
without name or number were just starting 
up to enjoy the gay sport of thoir span- 
long summer existence. And while in 
this half-surprised posture, up came the 
flaming suu over the eastern hills, and be

like a flood

Which we may every year.
'Meet when we cornea-fishing here."

Tiirke Thousand Years Old.—The 
oldest relic of humanity extant is the skel
eton of one of the earliest Pharaohs, en
cased in its priginnl burial robes, and 
wonderfully perfect, considering its age, 
which was deposited about eighteen or 
twenty months ago in the British Muse
um, and is justly considered the most val
uable of its archaeological treasures. The 

of the coffin which contained the royal 
mummy waa inscribed with the name’ of 
its occupant, Pharaoh Mykcrimus, who 
succeeded the heir of the builder of the 
great pyramid, about ten centuries before 
Christ. Only think of it—the monarch, 
whose crumbling bones and leathery in
teguments are now exciting tbc wonder of 
numerous gaiers in London, reigned in 
Egyyt before Solomon was born, and only 
about eleven centuries or so after Mizraim. 
the grandson of old father Noali and the 
first of the Pharaohs, had been gathered 
to his fathers 1 Why, the lidemarl; of the 
deluge could soaroely have been obliterat
ed, or the gopher-wood knee-timber» of 
the ark have rotted on Mount Ararat, 
when this man of the early world lived.

' Olay me to rest in the forest's gloom,
Where the uighi-bird, free from the solar ray, 

Her vigils shall keep o’er my lowly tomb,
And chant her wild song till the morning gray.

O lay me to rest till the “promis’d time”
Shall summon away all the truly blest—

Till the funeral knell of earth shall chime,
Then, lay me to rest—forever to rest.

on- dktratt« from goolis.
From Homespun.

A MORNING AT THE BROOK. lid

The Glorie, of June find October—the Plea
sures of Angling, Ac.

How much comes of association ; and 
that is the delicious fruit of observation, 
of temperameut, aud of time. A brook 
is, of itself, an idle little thing ; yet it 
possesses very varied combinations of 
power, after it has onco found its way 
through a susceptible heart. A tree stands 
out statucsquely in the landscape,—simp
ly a tree, with head, stem, leaves aud 
branches. But wc full into a pleasant 
habit of sitting in its shadow, and of si
lently telling over the stories of our sor
rows and joys, of our desires aud disap
pointments to the green thatch it builds 
above our beads,—and from that day this 
tree becomes a friend, a confidant, and, 
in truth, a part of our very solves.

Out of the twelve months of the year, 
Juno and October are our especial favor
ites. Perhaps October is fuller -of what 
arc really deep delights, the atmosphere 
then having an infusion—as the skyey 
cope has a coloring,—of that genuinely 
spirtual quality which rains down for the 
soul the truo manna of nourishment. The 
sights and sounds of delicious Juno are 
possibly more sensuous than those of 
dreamy October ; the earth, the sky, wa
ters, birds, trees, buds,—all are expres
sive of the emphasis of promise ; and that 
presents its appeal to tho heart through 
the senses, making it leap up at, last, iu its 
very overplus of joy. But Ni 
pccially given to contrasts ; thus she pro
duces her finest effects. Juno being so 
wholly distinct from October, its very 
name reading like a poem in the calendar, 
it might be expected that the experiences 
it brings freshly every year might be dis
tinct also.

June is the eastern, ns October "is the 
western gate of tho Year. She trips in 
across a carpet of brightest verdure, the 
posts and pillars and arch at the en
trance clustered with vinos and burdened 
with roses. She goes out in majestic 
pomp and state, canopied with skies that 
reflect daxzling hues, tho cool green trans
muted now to scarlet and purple, orange 
and gold. Yet, Juno does but throw 
October into brighter and more benutiful 
relief. Each makos a fiue foil for the 
other. And, for ourselves, having 
long been in the habit of coupling th 
heavenly months, it never falls to our for
tune to enjoy the one without thinking of 
the other also. In our heart, they 
always twinned. Their names alono are 
like boxes that arc compacted with the 
fragrance of peculiar delights. It is need
less for us moderns to hopo to surpass the 
underrated ancients in the bostowal of no
menclatures that are indeed poetic.

A June morning awoke us recently 
with the low trill of the earliest bird—tho 
song of a tawny-breast robin, whose little 
heart was swelling with love for its house
hold treasures in a tree hard by. With 
that first gush of song our soul came to 
life again.

§op»lar «Stales.

■ Truth Stranger than Fiction.

A TRUE FRENCH ROMANCE.

Knowing that tho general class of read
ers arc more interested in tales founded 
upon facts than fiction, we give the follow
ing sketch, which, although rivaling many 
of those romantic pictures drawn by fiction 
writers, is vouched for by an old English 
journal ns being founded upon a real life 
occurrence, and merely polished by the 
pen of the writer.

A newly-married couple had just come 
from the altar, and were about starting on 
a bridal tour as the following conversation 
took place ; The newly-married husband 
took one of his wife’s hands in his own. 
“ Allow me,” said he, “ thus to hold your 
hand, for I dread lest you should quit me. 
I tremble lost this be an illusion. It seems 
to me that I am tho hero of ono of those 
fairy tales which amused me in my boy
hood, and which, in the hour of happiness, 
some malignant fairy stops ever in to throw 
the victim into grief and despair !”

“ Reassure yourself, my dear Ferderic,” 
said the lady. “I was yesterday the 
widow of Sir James Melton, and to-day I 
am Madame de la Tour, your wife. Ban
ish from your mind the idea of the fairy. 
This is not a fiotion, but a history.”

Frederic de la Tour had, indeed, some 
■reason to suppose that his fortunes were 
the work of a fairy’s wand ; for, in the 
course of one or two short months, by a 
seemingly incxplicablo stroke of fortune, 
ho had been raised to happiness and wealth 
beyopd his desires. A friendless orphan, 
tweuty-fivc years old, he. had been the 
holder of a clerkship which brought him a 
scanty livelihood, when, ono day, as he 
passed along the Rue St. Honore, a rich 
equipage stopped suddenly before him, 
and a young and elegant woman called 
from it to him. 
said sbe.

At the same time, on a given signal, 
the footman leaped down, opened the car
riage door, and invited Frederio to enter. 
He did so, though with some hesitation 
and surprise, and the earriage started off 

•at full speed.
“ I have received your note sir,” said 

the lady to M. do la Tour, in a very soft 
and sweet voice; “aud in spite of refusal, 
I hope yet to see you to-morrotr evening 
at my party.”

“ To see me, Madame !”■ cried Frederic. 
“Yes, sir, you 

pardons,” continued she, with an air of 
confusion. “ I soe mÿ mistake. Forgive 
me, sir ! you are ;o like a particular friend ! 
What can you think of me? Yet the re- 
semblanoe is so striking that it would do- 

; ccive any one.”
Of eourso Frederio replied politely to 

j the apologies.
Just as they were terminated the car

riage stopped at the door of a splendid 
nansion, and the young man could do no 
more than offer Ins arm to Lady Melton, 
as tho fair stranger announced herself to 
be. Though English in name, the fair 
lady, nevertheless, was evidently of French 

Hor extreme beauty charmed M. 
Tour, and he congratulated himself 

upon the happy accident which had gaiued 
him suoh au acquaintance. Lady Melton 
loaded him with civilities, and ho was not 
■ill-looking certainly ; but he had not the 

, vanity to think his appearance was mag- 
J. nificent; and his plain and scanty ward
'll :r<!tc Prevcnted him from doing credit to 
(S'Üs tailor.
M He accepted an invitation to tho party 
^spoken of. Invitations to other parties 
«followed ; and, to be brief, the young 
fk00n found himself an established visitant 
^t the house of Lady Melton. She, a rich 

tÀnd beautiful widow, was encircled by ad- 
^nu ky ono they disappeared, 

giving way to the poor clerk, who seemed 
to engross the lady’s whulu thoughts, Fi- 

r nally, almost by her own asking, they 
£ were betrothed. Frederic used to look 
H sometimes at the glass which hung in his 

humble lodging, and wondojod to what 
“ circumstance he owed his happy fortune.

He used to conclude his meditations by the 
J reflection that assuredly the lovely widow 

was fulfilling some unavoidable award of 
•J destiny. As for his own feelings Stic lady 

was lovely, young, rich, accomplished,
? und noted for her sensibility and virtue_
' could he hesitate ?

rth a
“Happy Sir James!” cried M. de la 

Tour, at this part of the story ; “he could 
prove his love by enriching you.”

“He was happy,” ’resumed the lady. 
“Our marriage, so strangely assorted, 
proved much more conducive, it is proba
ble, to his own comfort than if he hud wed
ded one with whom all tho parade of settle
ments, of pin money, would have been nec- 
ccssary.

“Never, I believe, did lie for an instant 
repent of our union. I-, oil nfy part, con
ceived myself hound to do my best for the 
solace of his declining years ; and he, on 
bis part, thought it incumbent on liiiti to 
provide for my future welfare. Ho died, 
leaving me a large part of bis substance— 
as much, indeed, as I could prevail upon 
myself to accept. I was now a widow, and 
from the hour in which I became so, I 
vowed never again to give my hand to man, 
excepting to him who had succored me in 
my hour of distress, and whose remem
brance had ever been preserved in tho 
oess of my heart. But how to discover 
that man ? Ah, unconscious ingrate! to 
make no endeavor to come in the way of 
ono who sought to love and enrich you ! 1 
know not your name. In vain I looked 
for yon at halls, assemblies, and theatres. 
You went not there. Ah, how I longed 
to meet you !”

As tho lady spoke she took from hor 
neck a riband, to which was attached a 
piece of a hundred sous, 
tho very same which you gave me, 
she, presenting it to Frederio; ‘.‘by pled
ging it I got a little bread from a neigh
bor, and I earned enough afterward iu time 
to permit me to recover it. I vowed nev
er to part from it.

“Ah bow happy I Was, Frederic, when 
I saw you in the street! The excuse 
which I made for stopping you was the 
first that rose to my mind. But what tre
mors I felt oven afterward, lest you should 
lnwo been already married ! In that 
you would never have heard aught of this 
fairy tale, though I would have taken some 
means to serve and enrich you. I would 
have gone to England, and there passed my 
(lays in regret, perhaps, but still in peace. 
But, happily, it was to bo otherwise. You 
wore single.”

Frederic delà Tour was now awakened, 
us it were, to the full certainty of his hap
piness. What ho could not hut before 
look upon as a sort of freak of fancy in a 
young and wealthy woman* was now proved 
to he the result of deop and kindly feeling, 
most honorable to her who entertained it. 
The heart of thuj'oitng husband overflowed 
with gratitude and affection to tho lovely 
and noble-hearted being who had given 
herself to him. Ho was too happ 
some time to speak. His wife first broke 
silence.

“So, Frederic,” said she gayly, “you 
see that if T am a fairy it is you who has 
given mo the wand—the talisman—that 
has effected all?”

was

IIow tue Girls Love.—Hobbs says an 
American girl luve.s" with her eyes, an 
English girl with her arms, a French girl 
with her lips, aud Italian and Spanish with 
all three. A Boston woman capitulates In 
three months, a New York woman in two, 
and a New Orleans woman in one. Gan
ses partly climacteric and constitutional, 
and partly a few words from the old folks 
in tho back room.

The Good Fortune of Baltimore.— 

We congratulate Baltimore on her good 
fortune and good prospects, 
dy has given her an institute 
Donough’s legacy 
Agricultural Colli

Mr. Peabp-
; Mr. Mac- 

of half a million for an 
ege, will soon be availa

ble, and Mr. Johns Hopkins has given her 
over a million for a University’and prom
ises another million for a Hospital. With 
her long Baltimore and Ohio lino of rail
way and her leases or control of other 
lines running for eight hundred miles to 
Iudianapolis, which wilt enable her to 
compete with Now York and other sister 
marts for the commerce and carrying trade 
of those Western regions; with her nwu 
five ocean steamers and her lino of others 
running to Charleston, she seems on the 
high road to prosperity—a prosperity 
which, no doubt, will react on all the oth
er States of the South, and give them 
life and hope by such an example of enter
prise and energy.—ATem York Times.

Thus
gan pouring its golden glory 
into the sparkling basin of tnc meadow.

As wc tramped along, making a fresh 
cast of the lino with every few steps, and 
leaving but a siugle trail in the heavy 
grass behind us, each advance revealed to 
the delighted eye newer and expanded 
charms. Now the spirit took in the mean
ing of the freshness and sweet fragrance of 
Morning. Snatches from the rural poets 
came singing their way into mir heart, like 
golden-zoned bees driving homeward with 
freights of honey. Over night, the busy 
spiders, with the instinct of Fetiolppe, had 
spun slenderest ropes of vory gossamer, 
and swung them across from one grass- 
spire to another, each rope, like a suspen
sion bridge, heavy with its strings of pear
ly dews, which the fancy delighted to be
lieve early passengers.

We frightened a callow bird out of his 
hiding-place among the tussocks, where he 
was squatted with upturned bill, waiting 
in dumb paticnec for the coming of bis 
provident mother. A lithe and Btring-like 
black snake uncoiled himself from the fork 
of an aldcr-bush, and slid down with a 
slump, that is iu our ears now, into the 
water. The homely chewiuk advertised 
us of her brisk whereabouts, by her musi
cal monotone in the neighboring thicket of 
birches. A gay little yellowpoll played 
an eager air on his bagpipe, as if he would 
frankly ask us bow we liked that, so early 
in the morning. The polyglottal bobolink 
careered in a sort of drunken delight 
across tho level stretch of meadow, and 
alighted on a frail rush stem at last, to 
swing out the rest of tho little joy he had 
not strength to sing.

By and by, tbc voices of boys could be 
heard over on the opposite hill-sides, 
screaming their shrill “ Go-long !” to cows 
that were too slow for their temper. Next, 
tho hissiog sound of soythes, grinding for 
tho morning’s work down in tho mowiog. 
Thon a cart, rattling with a great noise 
over a stony length of the road. And now, 
cattle lowing to ono another from all the 
hill-sides,—and young calves bleating,— 
and the whole day fairly awake with its 
sounds of life and activity. Still, along 
down through the meadow we pursued our 
devious way, casting and recasting 
line in the water, twisting our path just 
the little brook twisted its 
errant and tortuous,—that kept whispering 
and smiling, prattling and laughing to us, 
till we ached to know of what pleasant 
cret tho sprite would unburden itself to 
our ears.

How many speckled beauties were ours, 
as a tribute from tho little brook that 
morning, a peep into our crocl would have 
readily disclosed ; hut we found finer 
things to feed on thnn trouts in that 
charmed spot, great as wc admire and love 
even them. |

Such a morning, three good hours long 
as we made it, lies in my memory now like 
the fresh picture of a world of which 
feel that, in some previous existence, 
haps, we may onoo have dreamed. It was 
every whit itself. Nothing else could bo 
like it. It would be styled a very cheap 
pleasure by many, because there 
carriage lure needed to reach it ; but such 
are the only pleasures, lot us remember, 
that are afterwards called up as the green 
spots of the lifetime. Nothing of this sort 
can be found up for sale. Money bears 
no relation to it. nigh health, deep 
lungs, an open eye, ready perceptions, and 
a fresh and innocent heart,—these arc all 
the few and simple conditions.

And yet the world hurries to Newport 
and the Springs for feature, and is bored

ono more

When an English parBon who also acted 
os a justice of the peace (which is quite 
common in England) was hoard by on* of 
his parishioners using profane oaths, he 
replied to the reproof of the amazed rustic 
“ I did not swear as a clergyman, but as 
a magistrate.” “But,” retorted tbo oth
er, “ when the dovil gets tbo magistrate, 
what will become of the clergyman ?"

Philosophy says that shutting the eyas 
makes the souse of hearing more acute, 
A wag suggests that this probably ac
counts for so many closed eyes in the 
churches on Sunday. But be cannot ac
count, upon acoustic principles, for .tb* 
backward, forward ajjd aidowmd motion 
of the head, aud for the hanging of tbo 
lower jaw.

cine

re-

“ Tho night was cold and rainy, and 
the hour had come when tho night police 
appeared to keep the streets clear of al! 
mendicants and suspicious characters. At 
this period the shrinking girl took courage 
once more to hold out her hand to a passer 
by. It was a young man. He stopped at 
the silent appeal, and diving into his pock
ets pulled out a pieoe of money , which he 
threw to her, being apparently afraid to 
touch a thing so miserable. Just as he 
did this, one of the police said to the girl :

“Ah, I have caught you, have I?—

ature is es-

new

The Boston Journal says of the back
ward spring : “An old farmer of seventy 
years reminds ns that while much is said 
about the colness and backwardness of the 
present spring, we have had backward 
seasons before. On May 3d, 1812, snow 
fell to oovor the ground. The 8th of Juue, 
1816, snow fell ia Salem, Massachusetts, 
and in some parts of Vermont it fell to the 
depth of one and a half feet. The sum
mer of 1812 was very oold, and but little 
corn was raised in New Fngland. The 
summer of 1816 was remarkably cold ; on 
the 20th of August a severe frost occurred, 

entirely Rilled 
New Hampshire, and in September there 
was a heavy frost, which pretty much de
stroyed the corn throughout New England. 
In 1836 there was frost every mouth in 
tho year, and 178 days of cast wind and 
rain..

“It is the same 
said

you are begging. To the office with you ! 
come along !”

“The young man interposed. . lie took 
hold hastily of the mendicant, of her whom 
he had before seemed afraid to touch, and, 
addressing himself to tho policeman, said 
reprovingly : “ This womati is not a beg
gar. No; she is—she is .OHe whom I 
ktiow.”

In chemistry, the best way to separate 
two bodies is to introduce a third. T%u 

rulo holds good in other dcparfroeBto, 
To increase the distanqp between two low
ers, all that is necessary is for little “Jo” 
or “ Will” to walk into the parlor with a 
lighted lamp. r

“ Monsieur, Monsieur,
- same

\ »I

“ But, sir,’.’ said the officer------
which most of the corn in“I tell you she is an acquaintance of 

mine,” repented the stranger. Then turn
ing to the girl, whom lie took for an old 
and fcoblc woman, ho continued :

“Come along, my good dame, and per
mit me to see you safely to the end of tho 
street.” Giving his arm to the unfortu
nate girl, he then fed her away, saying: 
“Here is a piece of a hundred sous. It is 
all I have—take it poor woman.”

“ The crown of a hundred sous passed 
from your hand to mine,” continued the 
lady, “and as you walked along, support
ing my steps, I then, through my veil, dis
tinctly saw your face and figure”—

“ My figure!” said Frederic, in amaze
ment.

“ Yes, my friend, your figure,” returned 
his wife, “it was to me you gnvc alms on 
that night, It was my life—my honor, 
perhaps—that you then saved !”

“ You a mendicant—you, so young, so 
beautiful, and now so rich,” cried Freder-

A young lady gives the following cata
logue of different kinds of love:—“ The 
sweetest, a mother’s love ; the longest, a 
brother’s love ; the strongest, a woman's 
love ; the dearest, a man’s love ; and the 
sweetest, longest, strongest, dearest love, 
a “ love of a bonnet.”

i

Ah ! a thousand
Weston, the walker, is to take another 

big tramp. This time he goes from Ban
gor, Mo. to St. Paul, Minn, and return to 
Buffalo, N. Y. making in all 5,000 miles, 
to be accomplished in 100 consecutive 
days. Tho wager is for {25,000 a side, 
or {50,000 in all. As ho will not be al
lowed to walk on Sundays, he will have 
only 86 walking days in which to accom 
plish tho feat, and will havo to make 
average of 58 j miles duily in order to win. 
ne will also bare to walk 100 miles inside 
of 23 hours five times during the march, 
and forfeits {2,000 for euch time he fails 
in doing this feat. He will walk 50 miles 
in ten consecutive hours, once in each 
thousand miles. The first deposit of {5,- 
000 has been made. Weston proposes 
starting from Bangor about tho 18th of 
August, and terminating at Buffalo 
Nnvember 26th.

A pretty girl forcibly and truthfully 
says ;—* 'It our maker thought it wrong 
for Adam to bo single, when there was 
not a woman upon earth, how criminally 
guilty arc the old bachelors, witlPtho world 
full of pretty girls.”

Concerning the practice of iJeepiag iu 
church, Henry Ward lteeeher «ays:-—“If 
a man sleeps under my preaching I do not 
send a hoy to wake him up, but I fed 
that a boy had better come and wake ne

While the morning’s gray still 
enveloping everything out of door, and the 
rustic household continued its sleep of an 
innocent care, we niado haste to put 
daily attire, anil crept silently down the 
stairs and through tho passages. Hastily 
disposing of a cold bite, and swallowing a 
draught of sweet “night’s milk” with the 
cream clotting tho surface, we pocketed 
tho well-scoured angle-dogs, shouldered 
our birch fishing-rod, ami sallied forth for 
a little thread of a brook whoso every way- 
word twist and turn had long boon perfect
ly familiar.

It cost a tramp of a mile or more. Tho 
dust in tho country road lay a little matted 
under the dews, while, as wc trudged on, 
we caught the over welcome sound of cat
tle lowing in tlio pastures, on this side and 
the other, impatient for the return of 
panions that were yarded tho night before. 
There was not tlio lightest breath of a 
breeze astir. Now and then, an early bird 
flitted across from ono roadside covert to 
another, offering us the welcome of a true 
fellowship with a qniok chirp and the flirt 
of a brown wing. Tho dappled oast 
rapidly beoomiug glorified with tbo colors 
that were beginning to pile themselves in 
suoh splendid disarray. As we pushed on 
up tlie road, more solitary in thought than 
if the hour were that of midnight, it very 
forcibly occurod to us how muoh they wore 
the losers who never left their bods out of 
tlie aeeustomed hours, 
fresh morniug jaunt, now, worth a good 
many times the cost, for it took us almost 
insensibly into the realm of new experien
ces.

on our

up.
ns

■origin, 
do la

own course,— A lady teacher who in a fit of vexation 
called, her pupils a set of young adders, 
on boing reproved for her language, apol
ogized bv saying that she was speaking 
of those just commencing arithmetic.

to.
“ Yes, my dearest husband,” replied 

the lady, “ I have once in my life received 
alms—once only—-and from you ; and those 
alms have decided my fate for life. •

“On the day following that miserable 
night an old woman, iff whom I had in
spired some sentiment of pity, enabled 
to enter as seamstress in a respeetahlo fam
ily. Cheerfulness returned to me with 
labor. I had the good fortune to become 
a favorite with the mistress whom I served, 
and, indeed, I did my best, by unwearied 
diligence and care, to merit hqr favor. 
She was- often visited by people in high 
life. One day Sir Janies Melton, an Eng
lishman of great property, came to the es
tablishment along with a party of ladies. 
Ho returned again. He spoke with my 
mistress, and learned that I was of a good 
family ; in short, learned my whole histo
ry. The result was, that he sat down by 
my sido one day aud asked me plainly if 1 
would marry him.

“Murry you!” cried I, in surprise.
“Sir James Molton was a man of sixty, 

tall, pale aud feeble-looking. In answer to my exclamation of astonishment, he said : 
‘Yes' I ask ifyou will be my wife? I am rich, 
but have no comfort—no hapiness. My rel
atives seem toyearuto sco me iu my grave.

Daliltn,

A recent number of tho London 
Times paiuts the following pleasant 
picture of this Irish city : “ Dublin,
though capable of much improvement, is 
quite as well adapted for spectacles of all 
kinds as London. Its hay is magnificent ; 
its river very pretty ; i(s park four times 
as large as Hyde Dark, and four times 
beautiful ; its public buildings, if 
thing, arc a little too ambitious; its catfi- 
edral is largo enough to seat three thous
and, and handsome enough to have just 
now oost a hundred thousaud pounds in 
restoration ; its street« and squares are 
laid nut better than our own ; its railways 

numerous, good, aud well naanugea ; 
its suburban scenery is enchanting and 
oven grand ; its atmosphere healthy, plea
sant, and clear ; its markets are excellent ; 
and its Crystal Palace, where tho Royal 
visitors will open a grand ball in a few days, 
is in the city instead of being eight miles 
off. You may spend a long day in tho most 
beautiful mountain or sea-side soenery be
tween breakfast and dinner in Merriou 
square or St, Stephen’s green.”

A man was lately invited to a sowing 
larty. Tho next day a friend asked hi« 
low the entertaiument came off. “ Oh, 
it was very amusing,” he replied; “the 
ladies hemmed and I hawed.”

Rafting.—The lumber business on the 
Susquehanna river is still quite brisk. The 
recent rains, which have boon ns general 
in the northern pcction of the State as they 
have been in this vicinity, have caused a 
rise in all tbc branches, giving the lumber
men an ample opportunity of getting their 
lumber and timber to market. The river 
is still in good rafting order from its head 
down to tide water. On Thursday we no
ticed a great .many rafts going through to 
tide water, intended for the City markets. 
We have not any information concerning 
the price of timber but understand it is 
about thrée cents less per cubic foot than it 
was last year.— WrightsviVe Star.
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as
anv-

<‘'011-uian
“ I wish,” said an irate lawyer, “ you 

would pay a little attention to what Isay.*' 
“ I am,” auswered the witness, “ pay

ing as little as 1 eau.”

Wealth, after all, is a relativ« thing.— 
He that has little and want« less, is richer 
than he who has much, and wants more.

we
per-

►

was no

Goldsmith thought people should writ*- 
thoir owu flattering epitaphs, and Umr 
live up to them.

If there is 
which trice

The M. K. General Conference, which 
adjourned on Tuesday last, appointed Cor
nelius Walsh, of Newark, N. J. Daniel

Here was a little one thing more than another 
a man, it is a—jury.

Drew, and several other laymen, to build 
a suitable edifice in New York for the pub
lishing and mission business of the church, 
at an expense of not more than a million 
of dollars.-

Some fishermen use cotton for bait ; soA beautiful riug—the home circle.
do some women.


