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pardon she

tive ear becme the precepts of the village
pastor—how fearisome the ascent to the vil-

lage church; e endearments of Frances be-
came troublesme; but when at night her ven-
erable father oened the book of life, and read
the Holy Scritures, in his usual firm, unbro-

i

If ever the exile on a far foreign shore, -

Sighed friendships kind smile, he might nevey
see more,

If ever the sweet nightingale wailed in the

are always anxious
eeks’ fishing or shooting; and ma ny
of this description wished (most disinterestedly,
no doubt) to prevent their dear and noble friends

stream gurgled through the dell, that was|at first understand you.. What means this|giveness of injurie;, cowardice; Voltaire was| Rose Dillon turned her steps toward the cot(not over two years om-e
adorned by groups of pine ash, and platenus: pride? The son of an English yeoman, whose|his oracle; Rnumig, the fatally insinusting |of her forefathers. She paused, and seated| 2d. A similar prize, of equal value to the
ly tinged their foliage; the surrounding heights |to mine—1I ask what you mean by this?’’ slaughter of thousands—*¢ *twas chance,” he|yard. Two peasants passed. ‘‘I know he can-|of age.
were speckled with sheep; and on the slope of| Rose wept; and Heterick Dillon, the tender, said, ““that turned the thunderbolt of war.””  |not last til] morning,’’ said one. ‘‘He would| 3d. A similar prize of equal value to the fi-
one of the most distant hills, the white spire of|too parent was softened. To his sur;{is& he found Rose’s mental pow-/have been a hale old man even now, had it not|next child not exceeding one year of age.
lofty trees that seemed anxious to conceal itlthee unhappy, child, for wealth of worlds; but!he soon discotesed inher pride that “‘Jeadeth with sorrow to his grave. But never mind; thF‘_ only limitation being that the children shall
trom the profane and vulgar gaze. The bank|God’—(the old man clasped her hand)—*‘God|to destruction.” T, marry her was contrary |she’ll never know rest or peace. The curse will have been born within the United Stafes.
of the streamlet on which stood the cottage oflin his infinite mercy grant that you may be as|his feelings and interests; and basely and wick-|follow her to her dying day. Youhad a lucky The plate has been made in New York, and
ikelbappy with the man of your choice, as you _ ;
the nest of the cushat dove, was carpeted with would have been with poor George.’’ that she mighi becoms his prey; but so he call® |grateful daughter could never have made a|country. It bas been deP“‘f"M with Arch:er
agilel  Ros® kissed her father, and assured him thatied it not. He called it “‘emancipating her|good wife.”” She heard no more, but rushed|% Wm:m.ar, No. 119 C.heut.nl:lt . and1 ki ¢
POPPY, and the sky tinted cyanus bordered the!sl would never marry but for his or her sis- frgg:mnwﬁcwﬂﬁ the trammels of’ madly down the vale, once the abode of her 1- be exhibited by them in their window. Every |
pathway that led loherswest but humble abode. |Ler’s amassbe e s “a foolish world” _ v oy &
mriads uf‘singing birds nurtured their young He was too skilful a courtier| *“There is no peace,’’ saith my God, ‘“to the! ™en of the genus homo or not, should take a
majestic height— ~—too wise in Wickedness, to frighten her at wicked;’’ but there is pardon to those who re.| 0k v the plate. ~ Every maiden who . i
JL3*NO POSTAGE ON THIS PAPER|SC€"¢: the timid partridge, in spring, hardly) “‘Daughter, all I desire is, that you may ev-lonce by the détrines of Deism; but gradually pent, and peace to those who trust in the Sa- S°™etime or other to be a mother, shoald also |
Ao any part of the county, when sent diveetly evaded the foot nf the village girlf; the robin, ler support the honest character bequeathed you o e et o |
06 S0henins B She nﬂi::e Py every where familiar, was there an inmate: and cy Bl.lﬁ trusted; and, doubtless, that generation is yet un e nt 'f‘ e, anYe
- e o in Fennock Dale nearly two hundred yeurs— obtained. ] good reason to pronounce its benediction upon
: SLTR \ts beach-tree haunt, even by the barking of old|their daughters without spot—their sons with- Rose would sit for hours with her eyes fixed those who auggeshed the idea of the baby con- |
'PO ETRY Ranger, who, participating in the feelings of [out blemish. I want nothing from my children | i i
: A : ¥ his young mistress, suffered bird, rabbit and st | ced; and when, at the end of {wo years, they What has become of all the |
- | T g T will not refuse their gray headed father *’ entle and virtuous France '
[For the Cambridge Democrat.] Frances was the youngest, and Rose—the| Long and fervent 5{“: the prayers of the old filent turf the remniu:n: l?e:‘::i]:tleg:]etdhlﬁn:;? MOII?Y- iry the other d |
To : withering Rose —the once ““bonny Rose of|ian that night for his wayward child. Two : he Herald started n inguiry, the other 7 ::
her who had drained the cu of sorrow and of]._ ., : " |
When panting it drooped in its hots summer|2Pd indnstrieus parents. Rose was ten years beauty—her faults had not departed with time.|ken tone, Rog 's spirit sunk, and she felt sick death, in a few emphatic l:vords, told of her :thi:::a:(?:ngbgﬂ:;;;i ]:,li dt::,,ﬂ?,teg:“
bower, older than Franceg: and the younger had at D Park' the residence of t,he Egr] oﬂﬂ.l‘ld ll’OllbIEd; 18 volice sounded fnintly in the penitence, and of her faith in Christ. ,
If ever to the peasant soft evening was dear— |%€ ti‘ae been so accustomed to look up to the D . into the country, the bank no more specie on %
sessors; but an uninterrupted course of dissipa-|not unfrequetly across her mind, that “her bled to a sense of herown unworthiness—shorn deposit now than they had in 1852. Some |
Roar, as well as of female loveliness, that even at the!tion at length obliged the Earl nnd‘-huwamut heart’s home 'as not in Fenneck Dale. of that pride which was her bane; Rose Dillon may immagine that the funds have floated off
If ever the heather was sweet to the lee, period to which I have Just alluded, Frances|Countess to rusticate for some months at their| It is painfuto trace the events that follow- breathed out her spirit in prayers and thanks- i
Beloved thy affections is dear to me. often fancied the tale of Rose’s wretchedness a : : England and Franse are like our own—they
el < __ — has not, at one time or other, experienced the|that Greville aved the life of the little Fran- into her fold. ossess less specie than they did two years ago.
If ever the cagle was proud of his might, Time was. whon every feeling of that paar contagion of vico—the origin of which can be|ces, Fennock dale Cottage ljad no mistress—| «Yoq, my young friends; whom sire know iu Ll‘:\'e imagine l:hit a large quantity of the gold
As his eye metthe sun in his heavenward flight, girl’s ingenious heart sent the crimson blush to too often traced to some of the beuw monde, Heterick Dilln but one elilid that he calledlinfancy , and who saw her spirit quiver or her
that pale cheek: time was, ‘when the brilliane | spoons, gold forks and gold slop bowls: Gold
As fuu.ning they ro]!ed o’er brave séman graves, | of those fine dark eyes dazzled all who lovked duns; and, in exchange for theshelter they re-| Dut weak ai was the fabric, and powerful as|moned you to her bed side, that you might hearﬂleaf h’aa also eommd a great quantity of
If captives ever triumphed when randsomed!/ on them:— now that cheek s indeed faded ; those ceive, imparting their folliesto Its unsuspicious,|as had been the attack, the only way that Gre-|the last wishes of a dying penitent, will not bullion. That .Prﬂd'Mt the Prescott House
and free, eyes have become rayless; the bounding step is admiring and woﬁdering inhabitants! Half pay|ville could acomplish hig object was by a feign- easily forget the scere.”’
now hardly articulate. Her form and features branches of the nobility, lian, was a matter of liﬂl@naﬁquencﬂ. And|at the head of Rose’s. Sweet in early spﬁng :::Igd‘:i; :;_m']gﬁry t:Ji:n :t;] E;lt::.w:lle:t:::
are indeed still beautiful; but the character of for a few w when the truth was afterwards revealed to his|are thevioletsand primsoses that blossom round riferous aspect. Looking-glasses grew from
their beauty is sadly,is Fearfully altered. Once wretched victim, there was not sufficient virtue|it. No gaudy flowers mark it, even during the

the bright purple and yellow of autumn slight-|station in life isequal, whose wealth is superior| Rousseau, his high Priest. Saved ’midst the herselfon the stilethat led to the village chuich finest child over one and net over two years
the village chnrch of D peered over the| ““Well, do not cry, Rose; I would not make!ers much superior to her birth and station, and [been for that jade who brought his grey hairs| For these prizesall who choose may compete,
Frances Dillon, embowered in fragrance, like edly did he lador to undermine her principles, escape, Douglas, when she refused you;an un- s the most magnificent ever produced in this
purple thyme; while the hair bell, the fragile]
—*“making use of the noble|nocent and happy days. e .. ... mother, who has E-Bnb)'. whether a fine speci- ‘:-
The old man drew himsalf up to his full and gilt of reason.”
for one year, land poured forth their melody in this fairy
viour’s mercy. She did repent. In that mer. take a peep at these magnificent prizes. The
by your forefathers. The Dillons have lived!ti
= the green woodpecker remained undistarbed in
{ M
| on the words her dying father's hand had tra-|vention.
but thier affection—and that,’ he added, ‘they
squirrel, to pass and repass his path unmolested,
| pastor, who remembered the early beauty of! | swered, and that
If ever the dew drop was loved by the flower,|F€nnock Dale,” the eldest child of respectable jor three years passed away; Rose increased in that we should like to see an »-PPA. SN
| ed some 200 millions of dollars ?
» had been long neglected by its pos-|evening hymn and the unbidden truth flashed “Conscious,”” said he, ““of her faults—hum- four years poured som
When his calm cottage home in the valley was|¢lder sister as an example of female excellence,
- : : : o . to Europe, but that is not so. The banks of
beautiful seat. What village, ever so remote ed; suffice it, hat in six months from the time giving to that Being, who, at last, received her
*drﬁﬂm-
f : has found its way into flummery, such as gold
If ever old Ocean was proud of his waves— Yy 'makiag it their place of refuge from debts and|his own. lipa, when, in her dying moments, she sum-|
' ' - : » . S ._|costs over $10,000. With an influx of Califor-
I am proud of thy truth ;=—thy devotion to me. changed to a feeble totter: the JOyous voice is officers, briefless barristers, and the junior|ed marriage; tiis, with # accomphshed a vil-| The foot stone of Heterick Dillon’s grave is 5
o four feet square to twenty feet—the whole fen-
she was-—but what avauls jt now? What s the left to induce ber to pursue the only course by [smiling happy days of summer; but the pale - - 4

: _ . . . ced in with a frame, the mere gilding of which
grove | violet, robbed of its perfume’—what is thelilys from feeling the sudden change from St. James’|which repentance could have been availing. |Stary-eyed jessamine, the wild rose, and the used up doubloous enough to keep a poor fam-
[ . . . . . . : » .
When she missed the solf call of her answer- when its p oy ” stained?—what is the casket, Square to D too melancholy, and volun-| Alas! what bitterness—what heart-grief'was|Creeping honey.suclnle, guard the greenswa:rd ly in breeches and butcher’s meat, for a twelve
’ | ing love when the jewel is stolen? Alas! that such sim- teered their services to spend a short time with |in the once happy dwelling of her father—but [from the noontide sun. And though the vil-
’ :

iles should apply to Rose Dillon. them, much to the discomfiture of the lord,

Her mother died when Frances was only two who wished to retrench,.and to the joy of the
years old; and te this inﬁ.gtt?ﬁgm was all

month. Jewelry has also used millions of
““/dust.” Immediately after the California dee

¥ pir » €or thy presence so blessed to me,
And

arrary

there is a voice which speaks peace to every

lage girls do not garland it with flowers, you
wounded heart. And, as years passed on, old

may often see them, standing and gazing si-

, osits were discovered, a revolution took lagg i
M lemn-!oving lady. Perhaps there are few _ | _ lently, and with tearful eyes, over the humble p | ’ P A
e .Y E4five L | : aps . e AT . PR m | 4 - e e e AN OUT Walehes nd accountrements.
even an affectionate parent could have been. things more distressing 4 an to witness the pro-|yet find ref - Saviour's dying love, - grave of Rose Dillo ~ |*bulls ey
“or beauty. her wit, but aboye ali- her tender-{fanation of a sweet eet and retired village, by the' ‘The fowes gy, KESRNRE R ) i waper.]” Marwets, w
ki ‘:_H:_m | A _!'1 wore -. usiau n]c -#1-11- ’!...d l_&#_b . -.g.-:.._‘-l.*i"‘."'. i[*—l‘f : ?H'."l__hi- i m ‘l'z 4 < 5’1 _ ’ : - > . . . ) . :
| f*, N many SRR o T ﬁ ome mighty noble, wé™ vicits his rnafa. 5T PP A g R rees:;| &MU ' & 54
e Pancgyric; and many ardent admirers|of sowie mighty noble e gt PEMARSRI LA P T ' . of
tehec th.wof mmﬁh ‘u “"m riat yi 1ie _ ' - AR JI DICS§- | _ € nd paaa | 34 | . o r, t | e en
: - “ -.‘. .._-hm"g_ b‘l’l_‘l:'nﬂ"'- T‘-l‘l“! . l P S Ty e ‘1“ . .= e . 2 - : ;‘ - - ~r7. : 1 | -_‘ . | = :’ -,_'-:-' W | -: : _*.._ _.-*_-_:1.';.;.-:-.!_:!.1,1'?*.,, ¥ I.-ﬂ ;._ .
‘her father’s arm, and supporting the still tot- loudest sound had b“ﬁ_thﬂ coo1 the wood- | passed; but and

ing steps of little pigeon, or the cawing of the v e e practical improvement for the benefit of man-!saw n article
tering sleps of little Fanny. ; “of the vener: 1lon’s cc ) , 8 S
With many virtues, Ru:; was too great a fa-|to see the scarlet jacket of the bruta] iuntsman| ““Raise nie up, Frances,’" said the old man, ak.:::ld;tei::;m: I::";;:ﬁ?ﬂf;’:; t?:’ &hniﬁ:::g * lﬂrﬂyﬁ;:l:ll;lll:n;::h;ﬁl 5?;,9,.: dollars.
vorite mot to possess many faults. Her taste glaring fthrough the green wood, and then a|éand let me ouce more see the sun sink behind such suggestion of improvement should be pro-|price to pay for this sort of ornament
| *y was so often consulted by the village girls—train of lordly men pursue to death the timid|the hills."* : moted by a Convention. In no country on earth| It is in this direction that the Her;ld niust
| A BROWN-BREAD TOAST. her affectionate attention to her father and sis- Imre--—sw:aet g Df_ nature’s _ “’"#31 The beauty of age equals that of youth, lig the united power of numbers to effect a pub-{look for a solution to the question. If you in-
| Mr. Howadjii Curtis, the poet of commence- |17 $6 praised by the village pastor—and her]P“thﬁ! The V‘I!“gﬁ Y?l{t]f! m‘steud of inhaling|ilough its character is so very different. }e object so well appreciated, and in none is the quire at Ball, Black & Cos., you will ascertain
| ment day at Brown’s University, Providence,|Deauty and superior acquirements so admired |the perfumed air, or JOIIng in manly sport on|was noble even in his dying hour. His white|ygice of the people more protent to some end. that since 1840 they have worked up into tea-
delivered & supplementary poem at the dinner|P¥ the young, and even by the aged inhabit-|the open green‘-'—:ww *‘wnhm‘ th.e walls of the|hair, thinly saattered over his wrinkled fore-| What is for the commeon benefit concerns eve-|kettles, $900,000 worth, of gold. _
lable, concluding with the following lines: i 4 1at. weeds soon P " !uatllﬁnme'pub]|c, betting, drinking and swear- head; and then his lovely child, kneeling at his ry man alike, and hence all public movemenhlpfenented to E. K. Collins cost if we remember :
and mingled with the flowers. They were, in-Ing with my lord’s lackey, or the colonel’s body|bed.side; her fair white arms resting on the

- originate with or are referred to the popularicorrectly, over $10,000. ﬂ& then is where
deed, weeds that m irht have been easily rooted guard. And the sweet village maids—crea- large old Bible, which lay widely open on the
out; but unhﬂ.ppily her indulgent father saw tures so pure, so devoid of art and guile, witl snowy coverlid—Ler almost breathless gaze

every thing and for every purpose. We lmveipots and sugar dishes. If Balll, Black & Co.,
' ' ; ' | isp and tl d th weir lips: : , itaustice
s b memory will not grow old was impatient of restraint, fond of display, too and the words of truth on their lips; changed|fi] picture, and lmgunge cannot do it justice. |

conventions to improve the breed of horses, have used up nearly a million in four years,
conventious to promote the growth of chickens,|you can easily figure out what must have been
T g Wi 2 s Aﬂﬁ.ﬂn angry, and sometimes, though not fre-jhwrtbe Battony of whe romwy and theexample o] Heterick Dillon rested his elbow on the pil- " ’ ’
AN STOr ssrnaoas s e Lan ARTAE MY a N r - vy . 1 2 s § v : an : ; P -
"Pis of great nead to be 2 toell-biad nan: quenuy, llaugmy L0 1er equals, Is true, uld[:lhb Clt_} misses, Into, what it makes one's blood luw‘ and with a trambhng lll-lld, turned over

conventions to enlarge woman'’s rights, and|the consumption of the whole republic. The y
: | : now, closely connected with this subject, we|gold is in the country, but it is not at the pres-
The world includes—if you will not refuse |'*' ofsorruw.usuull}' {ollowed; whién' sl had cu,l;];e bo: ik pos. . the leaves of his lurefather s B'_“'* until hearsiare 1o have a convention of the babies of the[ent time in a shape to be used as currency. A
A generous charity—just what you: dhotbe, been angry without a cause, or had wounded ; beauty of .llqase Dillon was of so com- ri-ved at th? lagt page, where his birth, and the United States. This is the first convention of{little hard times will rectify al} this, however.
But not to be well-bred—what shall you du;the feelings of her V"”“ge friends: but such man lng‘and Striking a nature, that she Was birth of his children, had been recorded. A this kind which has ever been held in the world Tea-pots will go the crucible ajq come out _
To have it known a well-bread man means|2U"Sts of tenderness did not teach her the luxu- P dB“:g““tEd at the Park, as ‘the ‘haughty|huge blot was the only token of where Rose’s!ince man was created, for we ignore as a pre-|{doubloons. Milk-pots will take the shape of
you ? 3 'y ot self-control; and the noble generosity of|Maid of Fennock 'Dillﬂ-’ She Efi"lﬂd coutemp funhappy name once had been. ‘Frances, give!cedant the fact mentioned in St. Matthew,|beef-staks, while slop-basins will be transmuted
Misoh obsdi¥ ion il e detidein her digpﬂsitif,n mndf', lhnse-, who ought to lm‘l:’e tuously at the politeness of the Earl’s Own gen-ime a pen; | wint to replace—her’s—your Si"iduring' Herod’s reign, because of its cruel bar-|into mutton-chops and potatoes, Time may
Go searoh Sk A nd seak on T corrected this H‘gruwmg‘ew?, forget the past in tl;:man; and even the French ?a].ﬂt-——the man|ter’s'—my c_hik!'s n?me, ].IB u:'nnld. have afdad; barity. The idea is entirely original with this|commit errors, but he always corrects them ——
# I, for my part, have my word to say, _the present. b'he was idolized by the pmr., for|o essence and elﬂganc.e—a connmss-euf, amﬁl a but words died on his quwer!flg' lip. With a country and the people of the West, where| He brought pride in 1850 which made all the
I, uncollegnate, till this very day, she was truly kind to them: and when she sigh- dec:d'er. on matters ‘uf 1m-tu¢:'-—uwt witlnothing bursting heart, the youthful girl presented the
Could nevor call my Alma Mater Bown: ed for wealth and power, she fancied it was on- but ridicule; the village girls wondered —and pen. Dillon made a strong eﬁ'urt—-mplaced!

population is needed for the cultivation of the|world wild and foolish. In 1854 he brings a
| wilderness, and where fresh air, plenty of food |tight money market to restore us to commeon
Yot s biowa toast will give you, sitting down, ly that she might become Lady Bountiful of{the pastor and her father extolled her strength ' her name in the holy book. ‘Show her this,’ '
And wish 1o state it gently, w;tlwut noise— | I ennock Dale. of mind. After a pause,he whispered, ‘Tell her I forgive

and exercise, furnish the means for physical|sense and economy .~ Dutchman.

: improvement, and abundance of space allows!
I find the best-bred men were Brown-srfp| SOmetimes the Pastor would seriously lec —God will fmg_we her. She Vas & mother in
ture her on her Jove of dress. thy infancy, '-‘-'l_"d; forget her not—now pray.’

d a large

—r

The muse begins to feeel she ig a bore,

And yet one lines she craves, but one word
tiore.

. .

One fine spring morning, little Frances wan-

IN Russia, there are this year i course of
dered father than usual from her father’s cot-

the human individual room to enlarge himself. publieation ninety-five newspapers, and sixty-

BOYS,

nvention for the improvement of the race!’. . o al
““The flowers,*’ she would answer, “‘grew in(tage, and stooping to gather a bunch of prim- He was closing the still open volume, when a :fi;::;b:au! What anlobllq)e ?dea, aud how it a;_f‘x mag‘azmea and Paﬂﬁdlca_-lﬂr- devoted to the ﬁ - -
my father’s garden; and it Was only to please|roses, which peered through the green sedges shadow flitted pass the lattice. [In ap Instant, peals in its philauthmpy, to use a hackneyed Prowedu{g of learned societies. Of these, '_a a——
him that I twined this, jessamine in my hair; that skirted the trout-stream, her foot slipt and|a ghastly figure, half fell, half rushed, into the phrase, to the “business and bosom*’ of every Soveniy-six newspapers and forty-eight maga- T
surely, dear sir, there M0 harm in grat- she fell in. A gentleman who was fishing near|little chamber,and a fearful shrieck—*Father, man and woman in the community., What HPeL.ATR e Suwien language; fifteen news-

if}'ing my beloved ,

the spot heard the splash; and with much
AUS Duw uu

» T 1 Iy that the log'ellnuulllllllﬂe duu uelision, rescueu e cnlaiIrom
ornament creeps slowly, but surely, into the/a watery grave. One of the visitors at D—-

forgive.’” The dld man, with a last effort, sprang |

papers and ten magazines in German; two
{rom- nis vea, staggered a few paces, and fell a,

reater object of human endeavo . o o
g J r could be newspapers and six magazines in French; three

conceived than the improvement of one’s own

—OF —-

. e v

h .
I o

e

female hearty=—that the girl who twines the Ji-
ly in her tresses, and looks at herselfin the clear

stream, will soon wish that the lily was fade-
less, and the stream a mirror.

A circumstance occurred when Rose was
about eighteen, which caused her father bitter
sorrow, and he fcared his daughter had imbib-
ed ‘high flighting’ notions, for which he, poor
man, could not account.

George Douglass was the son of an opulent
gardner in the village of D » and he had
been long and sincerely attached to Rose Dil-
lon. Her father urged in strong and affection-
ate language the-suit of this manly and gener-
ous youth; but a scornful smile curled her lip,
as she told her parent ‘]t was quite impossible
that she could marry any man in Mr. Doug-
lass’ situation,”’

““Situation, Rose,’’ repeated the astonished
Dillon, “What do you mean by situation’—
George Douglass is a patternfor village youths.
He has loved you long—since childhood you
have known each other. Who ean say they
saw Greorge idle’—who ever saw him intoxica-
ted? His word is his bond; and ah! Rose, in|

the house of God, have ye not marked his god-
ly and pious conduct?”’

FENNOCK DALE

‘-’UUU\'U‘\.I\J

A TRUE STORY.

BY MRS. 8. C. HALL,

T ‘-J\f“‘hp"h,ﬂ"hf‘t;ux,‘

My good name is gone, Jane:

My hopes are all flown, Jane,
My hope isalone

In the land of the lacel.
Old Scotech Ballad.

“Don’t grieve so, my sister,”” said Frances
Dillon; do ‘not sorrow as those without hope;
do not mourn as those who have no comforter,
See even the buny roses, that noet an hour ago
I placed in your bosom, are eovered with your
tears,”” she comtihued, while a bright smile
played fora moment on heranxious face. Rose
looked on the flowers; and, while her blooming
sister shook their drooping leaves, slie extend-
ed her arm, gand pushed from her forehead the
clustering curlg that shadowed her sweet face.

"“¥es, Frances; yos: my tears blight your
noses, just as my Sorrows blight your happiness.
Alas! alas! that I cannot alone suffer, who am
alone guilty.”

She raised her dark and €XPregsive, but al-
moslt rayless eyes to the uncloudea

and he sought refuge at D

over the body of her lifeloss sister,

behold.

The first feelings of Rose’s heart towards the
preserver of her sister was gratitude—her next,
admiration; his noble and insinuating manners,
his fine form, and his expressive face, were all
objects of admiration to the unsuspicious girl.
She thought the world unblemished as the book

of nature—she had never found the poison ufJ But he was proud of Rose; and her devoted at-
the aconite in the perfume of the rose, or the

k3

beautiful girl
In the brilliant circles in
which he moved, both in L.ondon and Paris,
he had seen nothing like her; he was wearied
with the match-making mothers, and husband-
‘hunting daughters, who crowd our assemblies;
he was wearied of conversazioni, where stars

deadly hue of the nightshade on the whi
som of the lily,

Greville thought Rose the most
he had ever met.

and blues, and literati sip weak tea, and—
‘“‘blacker—bitterer stuff”"—-eanui devoured him

Park, where,
until he beheld Rose Dillon, he saw nothing

Park, he Lad heard of the beg uty of Rose, and
was pleased to have an Opportunity of seeing
the ““Rose of Fennock Dale”—who, bending+

far surpass-
ed what this man of fashion had expected to

lifeless corpse on the body of his wretched_!,pecies' the growth and development of one’s
daughter. Tle ink upon the Bible page was

offspring, the perfectability of the race of man.
not yet dry.

To such a convention every man should be a
Weeks, months rolled on; Rose neither spoke voluntary delegate, and so should every wo-
nor wept. Her brain was seared, her heart

man., Their efforts should be united to ac-
was breaking. Frances amply returned the/complish this greal object, and now that the
care her sister once bestowed on her. N ight

thing is started, we hope the work will go on
and day the tender girl watched the flickering!till each sueceeding generation will be an im-
reason of the wretched sister; and, when she

provement upon its predecessor, and man be-
did, at length, speak and weep, she extracted come the ‘“‘beauty of the world,’’ the ““paragon
from her, at Intervals, the tale of her miseries. of animals,’”’ “‘noble in reason !’ “infinite in
Greville’s love was like the desert whirlwind faculties,”’ *¢;

inform and moving express and
—fierce and destructive; it soon passed away. admirable,”” ““in action like an angel,’’ ‘“¢in

apprehension iike a God.”
We have said that the credit of originating

tachment gratified his vanity, while her men-

tal energies commanded his respect. She fol-/this idea-belongs to the citizens of Ohio. They
lowed him to the sultry eastern climes, and naturally inferred, if an exhibiton of horses,
preserved his life more than once by her Judg-'sheep, pigs and chickens, by stimulating com-
ment and care. Two of her children fell vic- petition, could improve the breed of those ani-
tims to the climate; a third just reached Eng- mals, the same principle might be applied, with
lish shore, and expired. Yet Rose lived true greater hopes of success, to the improvement
to her first—her only love, and almost smiled, of the human species. The vanity of mothers
in_ bitter scorn, at the wreck of a mother’s'as well as the pride of fathers, would be arous-
hopes. * Greville was still with her. ed, and when human endgavors have such pow-

The thunderbolt was about to rend her last erful incentives to action, there is no knowing
earthly happiness; if, indeed, guilt and happi- what astonishing results may ensue. They
| ness can ever be, even for a moment, united. have accordingly set a day, the 5th of October,
Greville married! and to another! him, the ido) and a place, the fair grounds of Clark County

newspapers in English; one newspaperin Geor-

gian; and two in Lettish; also three newspa-
pers in Russian and German, and two in Rus-

sian and German, and German, and two in
Russian and Polish, In St. Petersburg, twen-
ty-six newspapers and forty-two magazines are

published in the languages above mentioned.
Of the different newspapers in the Russian

language published in St. Petersburg, one re-
sembles the French Moniteur, and publishes a
collection of the laws and orders of the Gov-
ernment twice a week. Another publishes the
decrees and decisions of the Imperial Sente,—
A third details in light literature, with a spar-
ing admixture of politics. The Russian Inval-
id, which told ghe tale of the loss of the Tiger,
the other day, is a daily military newspaper,—
There is a government paper which appears
once a week; and another which is published
daily. There are also mining jurnals, farming
journals, trade Journals, and a “Finger-post

to the police of St. Petersburg.®

PositiveLy Tue Last Day.—>MNo Postpone-
ment on account of Weather.—A Syracus paper
says that the Millerites have recently been hol-
ding a series of meetings in that city, and have
labored somewhat earnestly to make converts.
The day now fixed for the end of al)

things ’
“I cannot find fault in any way with George.
I love him as a brother; but, indeed, father, I

could not marry the son ot a R0

sky; and

to amuse his restless mind. He had served his/of her adoration! Impossible! but so it was; Agricultural Society, for ‘‘a grand exhibition
passed along her pallid

country, and the laurels were yet fresh on hisland, with mixed emotions of grief and despair, of the babies of the United States,’’ anq will
brow; foromost in the battle-field, and gayest|she fled the abode of mfainy. The wounded!|yward three magnificent prizes as follows: out the occurrence of any unusual phenommfa, %
. She paused, ashamod of Ler own feelings. [in the hall, Greville was still the slave of his|dove, even from foreign climes, wili iry 1o re-| 1st. A grand sweepstake premium of a splen-|we hardly think there can be many so unwise

‘*The son of whom, Rose?’ said her father,! passions—the vietim of his vices; he called the|gain the home from which the plunder’s hand!did set of silver plate, consisting of a complete|as to be di‘t‘f’bﬂfl by the prediction. But the
really angry. “I hoped, cliild, that [ did not mild doctrines of Christianity, priesteraft; for-|has snatched it, sot of six picces, to be given to the finest child end of delusion is not yet.

more rapidly the tears
cheek. '
It was a fine clearevening In September;and,l
perhaps nature had never blessed sucl, a solita-
ry 8pot with so much beauty, A narrow trout

earthly is the 19th of May, 1855. These fixed
last days having so often come and gone with-

1
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