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For the Southern JEgis.

I Love Sweet Summer Best.

BY LAURA A. M.

O, welcome thy bright beams sweet spring time,
Thy soft, radiant rays I adore;

O, how I have longed for thy coming,
To view thy green landscapes once more.

Adieu to the cold, cheerless winter,
And yet you seem loth to depart,

I have marked how you longed to linger,
To chill all and, each to the heart.

I love thy bright sunbeams, sweet summer,
I love to inhale-thy cool breeze;

Itis pleasant to watch the bright song-birds,
And hear their sweet songs in the trees.

Last summer, when flowers were blooming,
I thought it a heaven of bliss,

But the frost came only to chill them—
Ah me ! what a cold world is this!

It seemed to me summer had faded,
And then with a tear and a sigh,

The sad autumn breeze seemed to whisper—
Bid it for a season good-bye.

Ah me! how I long for the season
When roses willbloom once again,

When violets willsparkle with dew-drops,
And verdure wave over the plain.

Yes, the flowers willbloom, but they wither
Before autumn's cold chilling breath;

They remind me of mortals when passing
Through the dark valley of death.

I hope when my life here is ended,
When summer can cheer me no more,

That angels willbeckon me onward,
On to a heavenly shore—

To a region with winter not blended,
Where summer can ne’er take its flight, '

To a heaven celestial ever,
How I long to be there to-night!
Pldmbbrby, Harford Co., March 17th.

For the Southern JEgit.

TO H. J. W.
. Dost thou think because I love thee

That I’llbrook thy every frown?
And thy slights I’llpass unheeded,

And in silence lay them down ?

No, ah I no; for hearts that love best
Are the first to feel the dart,

That mwjr pierce and ever leave
A pang within the heart.

Dost thou think because I love thee
Thou canst have with me no fault?

Believe it not, for love willquickest
Pierce within the hidden vault.

Yes, I love thee, fondly, truly,
And for aye willever do;

Yet thy smile can make me gladdest
When thine actions smilest too.

M. A. H.

The Letter R, or Mary and Marry.

“Iam surprised at you, Jane,’’ said the
Widow Allen to her daughter, near the
close of a pleasant summer afternoon; “I
thought you had more sense.

‘ I can’t im-
agine what possible objection you can
have to Squire Jones ? Isn’t he respect?
able?”

Pretty Jenny Allen raised her soft blue
eyes timidly to her mother’s face.

“Yes, mamma,” she said, hesitatingly.
“And kind hearted?’,
“Yes.” ,

“And don’t he love you? And isn’t he
the richest man in town?”

“Iknow all that, mamma, but ”

“But what?” said the widow, impa-
tiently. “If you have a tongue in your
head, dp pray use i|T Rich, kind-heart-
ed and respectable, what more can you
ask in a husband?”

“But then he is so old, mamma, he is
more than twice my

“And twice na wnaihlc T'll be bnnnii >

la that your only fus% an
offer in every other respect unexception-
able V’
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“No, mamma, I have a bettor reason,”
said Jenny in a low voice, and blushing :
deeply; “Ido not love him.” i

“How ridiculous 1 When you have
reached my age, you will find out that
marriage and love have very little to do
with each other. I am really out of all
manner of patience with you, Jane. I
can’t conceive where you got such strange
notions; not from me, that’s certain.— .
There is no earthly reason why you should
not love him. I only wonder why a man
like Squire Jones can think of marrying a
silly young thing like you, when he can .
have so many other ladies for the asking.”

Jenny drew her needle through her
work with so much energy as to snap the
thread, while quite a perceptible pout
curved her rosy mouth.

“Iwonder too, mamma,” she said ; “I
am sure that it would look a great deal
more sensible in him to choose a wife
somewhere near his own age. You, for
instance.” ( ,

The buxom widow cast a complacent
glance in the mirror opposite, which af-
forded a glimpse of her well preserved
beauty. But she said, with a becoming
show of indignation, “Iwonder at you,
Jenny, for suggesting such an idea. Not
but we both might do worse, but no one
can take the place of your poor dear father
to mo.”

“Idon’t know why, mamma,” respond-
ed Jenny, a little mischievously, perceiv-
ing her advantage; “itseems that Squire
Jones finds no difficulty in selecting some
one to fill the place of his companion,who ¦
has been in her grave scarcely a twelve-
month.”

As Jenny said this, a well known step
upon the gravelled walk sent the warm
blood to her cheeks; and presently a tall,
manly form darkened the open door, and
a pleasant, deop-toned voice arid, “Good
evening, Mrs. Allen. Good evening, Miss
Jenny.”

As the Widow Allen saw the unmis-
takable look of love and admiration in Mr.
Frederick Sedley’s eyes, as they rested
upon her daughter, and the half-shy, half-
pleased expression in Jenny’s, as she rais-
ed them for a moment to his face, a new
light seemed to break in upon hor mind.
“Ah,” she said to herself, “so that is your
objection to Squire Jones, is it? I’ll see i
ifI can't remove it.”

If these suspicions were correct, and that
was the reason, no one could look on that
frank, intelligent countenance and not feel
that it was at least a sensible one; the
Widow Allen’s opinion to the contrary
notwithstanding.

The next morning she was confirmed in
her suspicions by a call from Mr. Sedley,
who requested a private interview. Mrs.
Allen led the way to parlor, and
awaited in solemn silence the errand upon
which she well knew he came. As she
conjectured, it was to obtain hor consent
to his marriage with her daughter Jenny.

As she heard it, the widow’s counten-
ance wore as austere and forbidding an ex-
pression as her round and rosy face oould
very well assume. Knitting her brows,
she gave him what novel writers term a
“withering look,” which according to that
authority ought to have annihilated him.

“Are you aware, young man,” said the
widow loftily, “that my lato husband left
his daughter to my sole guardianship,with
the express provision that she was to mar-
ry noono without my approval ?”

“Certainly, madam,” returned. Mr.
Sedley, with unruffled composure. “But
I hope to obtain that approval.”

“You are very presumptuous, then, let
me tell you,” said Mrs. Allen, indignant
at what deemed the want of apprehen-
sion, “and the best advice I can give you,
is that you look out for a wife somewhere'
nearer your own station in life.” (Mrs.
Allen was the widow of a retired dealer,
who commenced life as an errand boy for
the house in which he aftcrwa;ds became
partner.’’

It cannot be denied but wbst our hero
looked decidedly abashed at this decided
rebuff. But determined not to “give it
up so, ’he said, “X assure you, Mrs. Al-
len, that my salary though not large is
amply sufficient to surround my wife with
every comfort, and there is a fair prospect
of its being increased. 1 have spoken to
your daughter, and she referred me to
yoa. I have been so fortunate as to win
her afflictions, and •*. ;

“Affections? Fiddlestick’s end!” in-
: terrupted the widow, in a tone of supreme

contempt. “I have the honor to wish
you a very *wod morning.” As Mrs. Al-
ien said this, she arose and swept out of

j the room with as she imagined the digni-
' if of a duchess. 1
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“What is the matter, Fred ?” said Har-
ry Gray to his friend Sedley, the following
evening, as the latter crashed in his hand,
with an ejaculation of impatience, a note
tba£ he had just been reading. “What on
earth makes you look so blue ?”

“Matter enough,” responded Fred, rue-
fully. “This morning the Widow Allen
refused her consent to my marriage with
Jenny, and now here is a note from her
ladyship, politely requesting me to abstain
from visiting Ashburne • Cottage. The
fact is, she is determined to marry poor
Jenny to Squire Jones, who is old enough
to be her father. She never appeared to
have any objection to my visits until he
commenced going there. I wish, in the
name of common sense, that he would take
the mother and leave me the daughter.”

“Yery likely he had some choice in the
matter as well as yourself,” said Harry,
drily, “but let us see what this nreoious
missive says. According to Shakspeare,
‘the course of true love never did run
smooth/

” he added, as he ran his eyes
carelessly over its contents. As he reach-
ed its concluding line, he burst into a
laugh. “I don’t see how you can ask
more than this,” he exclaimed; “here you
have not only her consent but her com-
mand down in black and white.”

“What do you mean, Harry Fred,
getting up and looking over his shoulder.

Harry pointed to the signature. Fred
looked at it a moment as if puzzled, and
then he brought his hand down heavily
upon the table. ‘.‘l'lldo it 1” he exclaim-
ed. “She shan't complain of me upon
that score.”

We will explain the meaning of these
words anon, or rather let the story explain
itself.

“Dear me !” said the Widow Allen, the
next day, as she looked out of the window,
“If there isn’t Squire Jones coming up
the lane. I shouldn’t wonder if he was
coming here. Where is Jenny? Kitty,”
she said, addressing the maid servant, “do
you know where Miss Jenny is ?”

“She is gone out to take a walk, mum.
She told me if you inquired for her to tell
you she’d be back in the coarse of an
hour.”

By this time Squire Jones was at the
door. The widow received him with her
sweetest smiles, and, when she chose, she
could smile so very sweetly. Squire Jones
looked rather nonplussed when he found
that Jenny was oat, for it happened a
number of times of late, but finally con-
cluded to accept Mrs. Allen’s invitation
to take a seat and wait for her return.

. Squire Jones could not have been far
from fifty, but his simple and temperate
habits, together a naturally cheerful
and placid disposition, mado him look con-
siderably younger. He was not, it is true,
exactly the beau ideal of a young girl’s
heart; still he was a fine, portly looking
man, and the Widow Allen evidently
thought so. Acd as the Squire leaned
back in the easy chair that the widow had
placed for him near the open window, and
looked at the plump, tidy figure that sat
opposite him. with her hair bandod
smoothly across the forehead that looked
as fair and placid as in the days of her
childhood, be could not help thinking that
the widow was still a pretty looking wom-
an, and that her late husband must have
beon a very happy man.

“The last time I saw your daughter,
Mrs. Allen, I ventured to introduce the
subject which I mentioned the other day,
but I am sorry to say that she did not

Sive it the attention that its importance
emands. Indeed, if 1 may judge from

her appearance, she seemed to consider it
in the light'of a joke.”

The widow looked annoyed, for she had
set her heart upon Jenny’s being the mis-
tress of the new and beautiful mansion
that the Squire bad just erected.

“Jenny is but a foolish child,” she said
hastily, “and knows no more what is fur
her true interest than a baby I After I
have talked with her, she will view your
proposal in a very different light.”

What this conversation would have led
to, it is impossible to say, for just at this
moment Mrs. Allen, happening to glance
out of the window, uttered an ejaculation
of surprise and anger. Squire Jones, fol-
lowing the direction of her eyes, looked
out too, but discovered nothing very alarm-
ing, merely a young and very handsome
looking couple coming slowly up the gar-
den walk. It was Fred and -Jenny,

j“What assurance!” exclaimed his com-
panion, the very bows upon her cap assu-
ming a defiant air. ~i

Squire Jones, seeing Mrs. Alton look
so indignant, did so too, though he hardly
knew wnm for.

“Ihave forbidden him to oome to the
house !” said the widow, rising from her
seat with a solemn air.

“Ah, indeed I” returned the Squire,
quite mystified, bat shaking his head and
assuming a very wise and grave look.

As the reader will readily conclude,
they did not extend a very warm welcome
to the young man as he entered the door.
But seemingly unconscions of this, he
bowed affably to Mrs. Allen, and address-
ed the Squire with a polite—-

“Good evening, sir.”
“I trust that I am not intruding,” be

added, with a mischievous twinkle in his
eye, as the widow made no reply, but stood
regarding him with no very amiable as-
pect.

“AsI observed you, while walking up
the lane, I judged you to be having some
very interesting conversation.”

“Indeed but you are, ther as you very
well know,” retorted the Widow Allen,
indignant at what she inwardly termed
“his impudence.” “Didn’tyou receive a
letter from me yesterday ?”

“Certainly, madam, and I assure you
that I have lost no time in obeying your
command.” >

“I don’t know what you mean, sir,”
said Mrs. Allen, still more angrily; “but
if yon oall this a joke, let me tellyou that
it is a very poor one. Didn’t I, in that
letter, request you to abstain from visiting
at my bouse 1 Answer me that!”

“Ibelieve there was something of the
sort in the fore-part of the letter, and ifyou
will insist upon it, I will never call here
again. Bat I bad hoped, as your son-in-
law, to have met with a kinder reception.”

“Myson-in-law?” almost screamed the
widow. “You don’t mean to say that
you’ve gone and married my daughter ?”

“Imean to say, madam,” replied Fred,
quietly, “that I nave done as yon reqnest-
me to do in that letter, which amounts to
the same thing.”

“Isaid nothing in my letter abont your
marrying Jenny,” quoth Mrs. Allen, in
amazement. “IfI did, I will—”

“You will forgive us, dear mamma,”
said Jenny, softly, drawing nearer, add
turning her tearful eyes to her mother’s
face.

“Ishall, of coarse, have nothing to for-
give,” said her mother, a little more calm-
ly. “But I know that I wrote nothing of
the sort.” •

“This is the letter, I believe.” said Fred,
taking it out of his pocket and handing it
to her.

The widow took it and read it over care-
fully.

“Yes,” she said, this is my letter, cer-
tainly; “but be good enough to point out
where I give either command or consent to
yonr marriage with my daughter.”

Fred laid his fore-finger upon the con-
cluding line.

Now Mrs. Allen's name was Mary—
Mary Jane Allen—and she had inadvert-
ently in signing the letter, written the
first came with two r’s, which the reader
will perceive gives it qnite another mean-
ing.

The good lady looked at it for a mo-
ment, and then colored, and bit her lips
with vexation.

“Very good I” she stammered; “but
yon must have known—you oonld not bat
see that it was simply a mistake.”

“My dear madam,” said Fred, blandly,
“how oonld I for one moment suppose that
a lady of yoar acquirements would make
snob a mistake as that?”

The widow looked slightly mollified at
this reply; bat bow the battle would have
turned out is doubtful, had not Squire
Jones, moved with pity at the evident dis-
tress upon Jenny’s countenance, stepped
forward and said:

“Ton must not be too hard with file
young folks, Mrs. Allen; especially as
what is done can’t bo undone. We were
onoo young ourselves, yon know. And
not so old now but what—•

Here he added something in an under-
tone, so tow as to be inaudible to the rest
of the party. What it was we are unable
to say, but it could not have been any-
thing very displeasing, for the widow
blushed and looked very smiling.

Then turning to the young
said, vainly endeavoring to assume a grav-
ity befitting the occasion—-

“Well, aa Squire JoSpogood as to
intercede for yon, which is far more than
you deserve, I will say noth.-* more
about it: though Imust oooaidvfbea
most unlocked for and proceed-

However that might he, quite as singu-

cerned, which resulted in the widow’s
(now a widow no longer) abdicating Ash-
burne Cottage in favor of her son-in-law,
and being duly installed mistress of the
Squire’s new house.

The Beat Sewing Machines.
The following from Punch contains an

admirable description of an old-fashioned
but invaluable sewing machine;

The very best sewing machine a man
can have, is a wife. It is one that re-
quires but a kind word to set it in motion,
rarely gets out of repair, makes but little
noise, will go uninterruptedly for hours,
without the slightest trimming, or the
smallest personal supervision being neces-
sary. It will make shirts, darn stockings,
sew on buttons, make pocket handker-
chiefs, cut out pinafores, and manufacture
children’s frocks out of any old thing you
may give it; and this itwilldo behind your
back just as well as before your face. In
fact, you may leave the house for days,
and it will go on working just the same.-*—
If it does get out of order a little from
ing overworked, it mends itself by being
left alone for a short time, after which it
returns to its sewing with greater vigor
than ever. Of course, sewing machines
vary a great deal. Some are much quicker
than others. It defrauds, in a vast meas-
ure', upon the particular pattern you select
If you are fortunate in picking out the
choicest pattern of a wife—one, for in-
stance that sings while working, and seems -

never to be so happy as when her hus-
band’s linen is in hand—the sewing ma-
chine may be pronounced perfect of its
kind; so much so, that there is no make-
shift in the world that can possibly replace
it, either for love or money. In short, no
gentleman’s establishment is dbmplete
without one of these sewing machines in
the bouse!

A Thrilling Narrative.—’Twas a
fearful night; the storm king, out of hu-
mor, let loose the howling wind and pelt-
ing rain, and clothed the earth with a pall
of darkness as dense and impenetrable as ‘
an Egyptian sepulchre. All instinctive
life was hushed, save the tempest bird,
whose shrill screams mingled with the
crasMng blast, and made it more terrible
in its mighty frenxy.

’Twas dark as midnight; the trees,
moaning and sighing piteously, were rude-
ly tossed about, and ever and anon huge
masses of mutilated timber foil to the
ground. Before an open window stood a
beautiful girl; her glossy ringlets waved
like streamers in the passing wind; her
exquisite form, which bore the impress
of nobleness innate, was splendidly erect,
and her flashing eyes, full of excited lus-
tre, shone brighter still through the im-
penetrable darkness. Proudly, she stood
there, defying the tempest and its wrath.
See her rosy lips separate, like the leaflet
of the morning rose, ami with one tremen-
dous effort she screams out at the top of
her voice—-

“Jim, ifyou don’t let go that pig’s tail,
mam will thrash you like thunder!’’

How to Forgive a Rival.—Resolve
that you will love and wish well to the
man who has failed. Go to him and get
acquainted with him; if you and he are
both true men yon will not And it difficult
to like him. It hi perhaps asking too
much of human nature to ask you to do
all this in the ease of the man who has
carried off the woman you loved; but as
regards anything eke, do it all. Go to
your successful rival, and heartily con-
gratulate him; say frankly, you wish it
had been yen; it will do great good to him
and to yourself. Let U not be that envy,
that fast growing fiend, shall be atffimd
in your heart for one minute.— Boyd. *
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Filing Saws.—“ Hello, Sam—to you
have got to work agates?” said a waggish
friend of oars, as be entered the shop of
an acquaintance.

“iwnwafts are joa aomg nimg saws*

were you doing a minute ago as
I earac in ?”

“Nothing—only sitting MWweg-
¦4 kStnamg 7 were you st&gtng 7

‘•S’that’s It then!” replied T

jmgamw”

as ths fish said wto|il nwaJ


