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The Farmer.

It does one’s heart good to sce a merry,
round-faced farmer. So independent and
yet so free from vanity and pride. Sorich
and so industrious; so patient and persever-
ing in his calling and yet so kind, sociable,
and obliging. 'T'here are a thousand noble
traits in his character.

el

-

e g

—

el ]

= , [ e
— e — — A e R *-"'-'-‘"---p" e ik I

—

- ™ =
ey =
-

—
" - -

.

-

-
—
—=

PRINTED AND PUBLISHED BY

RICHARD M, BEALL,

L - e - & wk W - -

o

—

B e —_— —— —_— —— L i s AETWE. - — il e - = L o

—_ _—

- —
—— — . T =

changed for the still more animating prns-l the annoyances and hinderances of carth. |intention at first; but when it was ended,

peet of entering society—perhaps the most | These 1fluences were conveyed by a voice 'Eshe felt that it would be an inexpressible | “Who—where was this?’ interrupted
ik Lok ex(uisite anticipation that the mind cver | more rich, and soft, and penetrating than Joy to her 11f he could know how much he | Miss Pereival.

&1 50 PER ANNUM—IF PAID IN ADVANCE, | COYS: for the .werhl.thm_l hes before the | any s_oum_ls that her car had ever received. | was beloved; she thought it was true to the l IIe laid down the volume and approach-

e a— e | CYCs Of the noviee, elittering in the splen- | ;\otlmlg has a lmghlm_r or more mysteri- Ienrnestnoﬁs and purity of her attachment {ed her chair. Bending before her, he

DY T ' Jor of an indistinet but wild and endless | ous action than the voice; in its strength | that he who inspired it should be acquain- * sald—

1 OETR}_ 8 ' attractiveness.  lHer fivst winter was a so-
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“Did she, coutd she love hiun*”
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and in its melting sweetness it reaches the

- ted with it. Acecordingly, leaving it un- |
soul with an impression that the moss pier-

_ _ “You are the Iady, and I the lover. Did
ciocned, she folded it up, and at nightfall,
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TIIE STARS.

BY GEORGE D. PRENTICE, .

Bhose burning stars! what are they? I have!

journ in fairy land: her eye was fascinated
with a varying succession of the brilliance
of the drawing-room and the enchantments
of the ball-room, and her mind was charm-
ed by the elegant homage, the declicious

cing thoughts, unembodied in language, |
cannot equal. Ilis voice was clear and firm,
yet so gentle, that it secemed to break
rich melody as it was formed; it was dis-

dreamed
That they were bloszoms on the tree of life,

flattcries, the golden preomises that ever

- awaited her coming. The second winter
ong back from the outspread wings ' the elory began to fade—and this was the |
' third scason. There was no abatement of

the pleasure that spread before her, but the
rapture of their influence was deparied; ev- |
orvthing that could stimulate was around
her, yet ur feelings slumbered amid all.—
There was po chanre In her manner; none
gucssed her weariness—she scareely stated
it to herself: good-breeding and kindness of
heart made her seem still to be happy.—
Yet she felt more and more that society

was an affair of routine:
She wore a face of jov because
She had been glad of yore.

As she sat by the fire, her younger sis-
ter came in to warm her gloves.

«Well, Lily,” said the clder, “do you ex-
pect a pleasant eveniag?”

“Yes, I do; do you not?”

«“No, my dear, I expeet rather a dull}
time. Mrs. Mowbray's parties are stupid
to 2 proverb—and, in fact, I think all so-
cicty is derenerating. 'The beaux this win-

Or glory I

Of God's Archangl!—or that yon blue skies,

With all their gorgecus »1azonry of gems,

Were a bright banner waving o'er the earth

From the wall of heaven!—And I havesat

Ar.d drank their gushing glory, till I felt

Their flash clectric trembling with the deep

And strong vibration down the living wire

Of chainless passion—and my every pulse

Was beating high, as if a spring were there

To buoy me up, where I might ever roam

;Mid the unfathomed vastness of the sky,

And dwell with those hich stars, and sce the
light

Pourine down upon the blessed earth, like dew |

From the bright urns of Naiades!

Beautiful stars!
Whatare ve? There is iy heart of hearts
A fount, that heaves beueath you, like the deep

And list—vyour Eden tones are floating now
Around me like an element—zo low,

So wildly beautiful, I almost dream
That ve are there, the living harp of God,

Beneath the elories of a midnight moon! ‘
|

O’er which the incense winds of Eden stray,
And wake such tonez of minstrelsy
As well mizht wander dewn to the dim world

To fashion dreams of heaven!—peal on—peal on |

Nature's high anthemi—for life has canght
A portion of your purity and powcr,

And scems but as sweet and glorious tone
Of wild star-music!

Blessed, blessed things!
Ye are in heaven and I on carth. My soul
Even with the whirlwind’s rush, can wander off

e ————— A - . . - i

ter are very indifferent, and people  gene-
rally do not scem 25 brignt as they used
to he.  For my part, I wish the party was
over.”’

The sorvent at that moment announced
the carriage, and in a few moments the sis-
ters entered Mrs Mowhbray's drawing-room.
The younger sister joined some of hier ac-
(1Ilili!1t:lllﬂ'.; in another part of the room.

and Miss DPereival remained conversing

with one of her friends.  Ina few momenis
there came in a young man whose appear-
anee drew lier attention.
the air of a student than a man of fashion.

e had rather

tinct, but trembling with susceptibility and
delicate passion.  Often her attention wan-
dered from what he said, in order to drink
in the mere musie of his tones. There
was too in his feautures—thenr ardor, yet
compesure—a witchery that enchained her
zaze; amid the glow of the eye and the
play of the lips, his high palc forelicad, re-
mained motioniess, with a calm that gave,
as it were, an  Olympaii  serenty to the
countenance. Ie remained conversing with
Miss Percival until he left the room; when
he retired,’Mrs. Mowbray came up.

“[Iave you read Mr. Levison’s poems?”
said she.

“No; has he written any?”

«Some of the most beautiful 1 have ever
read. I am sure you will be delighted
with them.”

When Miss Percival returned home that
nicht, and dismissing her servant, threw
herself into her ehair beside the fire, how
different was her aspeet, and how far re-
moved from her former indifference was
the splendid excitement which now agita-
What a tumult of passions
looked beautiful upon her face!  With
what energy and teeming life her thoughts
were filled!  What golden iterest was
thrown over every thing!  Life sparkled
before her gaze in the glitter of hope and
joy. The secretof her former listiessness
vas explained. Iew sympathies had want-

ted her mind!

| ed an ohjeet: thut objeet was now supplied;
and in the engrossment which it made of

all her powers, she felt that delight which
results from the full stress of the faculties.

The tedium of superflaous feelings, the

putiing on an old cloak and bonnet, and
drawing her veil closely about her face,
this enthusiastie child cet out and left 1t
with her own hand at his lodgings. When
she retured, ske felt herself but half reliev-
ed; she was under a powerful excitement
that could not rest, but must act: there oc-
curred to her a thousand things which she
wizked to say, better than anything she
had sarl. It happened that there was an
interval of some leueth, during which she
did not meet Mr. Levison, and in that pe-
riod she despatched to him three or four
letters.

At length they met at a small party.—
W hen she saw  him approaching her, she
felt herz2lf suddenly overwhelmed with a
sense of humiliation, nay, of degradation;
cha was rend‘f’ to Eillk into the carth with
shame and seclf-reproach. She, born so
lofty, once so proud, was sunk in hopeless
subjection, was lostn hoj:cless love. When
he spoke to her, she could’'nt answer hiin;
her face burned with blushes, and her
censes secemed to melt away.  1le seemed
to note her confusion, yet to affeet not to
do so; and, entering upon an interesting
conversation, she gradually recovered her
composure suffcicutly to attend him. As
he proceeded in his customary straii of

| I not tell you that we had met before?
‘the story I have related, I have not ven-
tured to paint my love. Read 1t in my
life and in my natare. My very being i1s
love for you. 4

Ie is generally
hospitable—eat and drink with him and
he don’t mark on you and swear it out of
vou with double compound intecrest, as
Could I but hope—— some people I know will, you are welcome.

l
I

:

Miss Percival sank back in her seat, { IIe will do a kindness without expecting a
overpowered with delight and surprise.— |return by way of compensation—1t 13 not
[Te—the object of her unbounded passion, | eo with every body. He is usually more
the idol of her heart, whom she had des- | honest and sincere, less disposed to deal in
paired of winning—felt for her a love that | low and underbanded cunning, than many
left her own far, far beneath it. The glow- | 1 could name.  He gives to socicty his best
ing verses she had read, were addressed to | support—its flrmest pillar that supports the
her; she was the goddess of the poet's | edifice of government; he is the lord of na-
dreams. It was a happiness too great |ture. Look at him in his homespun and
for feeling. rray; laugh at him if you will, but believe

At that moment his eye fell upon the |me, he can laugh back if he pleases.
dircction of the letter which lay in her -
hasket. Ile recognized his corresdondent
to be, as he had faintly suspected, the lady
whom he so long had worshipped.

He sank upon his knee and pressed her
hand to his lips. In whispers he said—

“You have filled my heart with bliss;

and all wy hopes are turned to raptures.”

£% A new witness has appeared 1n the
newspapers testifying to facts which tend
to show that Col. R. M. Johnson killed
Tecumseh. The colonel was certainly
brave enough to meet and kill a dozen In-
dians, and if he didno’t kill Tecumseh, he
no doubt would have done it if he had had
a chance. e himself was often interroga-
ted upon the subjeet, and his reply upon
at least one occasion was capital: “They
say I killed him; how could I tell? I was
in too much of a hurry when he was ad-
vancing upon me to_ask him his name or
inquire after the health of his family. 1

The Old Atheist.

Dead! and of all his wealth not sufhicient
to bury himr with proper deeency. Died,
doubtine to the last—poor old grey head-
cd Atheist!

Years ago his home was a palace. His

lofty and splendid discourse, she satisfied
herself that it was not love she felt, but ad-
miration of his high powers of intellcet.—
As she returned home, she thought that a
cenius so celevated deserved to receive eve-
ry tribute of praise that eould be“rendered
to it—and she sat down to wriie him an-
other letter, enly ty give him that reward
or condemmnation which his brilliant facul-
ties deserved.

ed.

That evening, while she sat
alone in the drawine-room, with the letter
in her basket, Mr. Levison was announc-

l

daughters were beautiful, his sons stately
and noble. 1le glorified in his unbelief.
«Ilis eyes stood with fatness”” It seemed
hard to the poor Christians, and one was
tempted to say, “Itis better with the wick-
ed than with the good.”

Bat by these wet clods, oa which the
rain drips dismally, lies his pine coffin.—
And the sexton strikes it with his shovel,

and coarse jests profanc the “garden of

God )
«Poor old Atheist!” One daughter lies
broken-hearted in an carly grave. Onein

fired as quick as convenient, and he fell.—

' Not long ago, a distinguished divine of this

If it had been Tecumseh or the Prophet it
would have been all the same.”—ZLouisville
Journal. |

27 We have just heard a good "un.—

city was walking with a friend past a new
church, in which another distinguished di-
vine is the spiritual shepperd.

Said a friend to the D. D., looking. up
at the spire, (which was very tall and not
yet completed,)

ain of unoccupicd emotions, no longer ! , ’
P P T «ITow much higher is that going to be?”

To your immortal realms, but it must fall,
Like vour own ancient Pleid from its height,
To dim itz new cauzht glories in the dust!
The earth is beautiful—I love

I11is countenance bore remarkable traces
of energy and exalted thought, and his
hizh pale forchead, and large dreamy eye
blended an inexpressible softnes and beau-

weighed down her spirit. but, exhilarated
by a purpose and an inspiration that drew
up all her energics, every part of her na-
ture was agitated with gladnesa. The

ITis manner was somewhat agitated, and
He sat
down and after a very commonplace com-
IFor her

her embarrassment was cxcessive.

pliment or tiwo, remained silent.

a foreign land wanders under the weight
of his curse. The youngest son, the old
man’s darling,” rots in jail; the other died
drunken.

“Not much,” said the D. D., with a sly
laugh, “they don’t own very far in that.di-
rection!”

Distinguished divines, like Dicken’s bea-

Its wilderness of spring flowers,its brizht clouds |
dles, are, after all, but human.

,‘, All were atheists. Prosperity kept them

i company along. Their ships sailed in safe-
r - =

| ty. Their orchards were never blighted —

' Qickness tainted net their beauty; and dis-

appointment left their heads alone.

But to-day where are they, with ther

e:di!} wnd prosperity’? '
Ay. 1t 13 true.

«The mill of God grinds late—but 1t

erinds to powder.”

lite she could not think of anything to say,
yet she felt the silence to be distresip<iy
awkward., le took up a volwszs whiceh
lay tpon the table.  Detérmined to say
somethine, yet not knowing what to say,
said, “Will you not read?” and when the
words were out of her lips, they secmed <o
:l‘lf-'lll‘tl that she would have gi\'(:n any-
thine to recall them.
ITe took the question up immediately:
«Are you fond of literature?” said he.
«YV ery—and especially poems;” and again,
shocked at the indelic ey of the remark,
she was still more overpowered with con-
fusion.
“There is a tale of real life,” said he,
turning over the pages, “which is not with-
out interest.  Perhaps you will permit me

next morning she spent in reading a vol-
ume of the poems which Mrs. Mowhray
had sent. A fall of snow had taken place
daring the nicht, and the whiteness ot the
earth and cloudless blue of the sky seemed
in unison with the purity of rapture to
which Ler heart was raised  She searcely
read, much lass eriticiced the verses; for to
her enthusiam there hune aronad the lines, |
and floated off, as it were, from the surface
of the words, dream-like pictures of feel-
ine which filled her fancy with an mtoxi-
cating pleasure. She found that some of
the poems were addressed to a lady; ap-
propriating the author wholly to herself, 1t
never occurred to her thoughts that hisin-
terest micht be engaged in another—and
she was only charmed to find that the same

ty with the strength of its lineaments. It |
t ceomeod as if the lustre of the mind atself |
' became corporeal in the purity and foree of |
 those feitures. The moment her glanee

fell upon him, her curiosity and regard
wore excited towards hiniin—there was some-
thinr so clevated yet so winning 1 the
animated eentlencss of his aspect. s
fice hearmed with earnestness, sinecerity,
Cand the Hiszht of intellect!
Come time after, Miss Pereival was sit-
{ine on a sofa listening to the vacant con-
versation of one of her aequaintance, when
she Leard the piano sounded, and, looking
| round, slie saw this stranger seated at the
Cinstrument.  Shie understood that he  was
plavite something of his own composing.
[t was a picce of rare cxcellenee, and of

The majesty of mountains, and the dread

Magnificence of Oesar—ior they come

Like visions to my heart—bHut when I look

On yvour unfading loveliness, I fecl

Like a lost infant gazinz on i1ts home,

And weep to die, and come where you repose
Upon your boundiess heaven, like parted souls
On an cternity ot blessedness,

A Vovuciter.—A man once went to
purchase a horse of a Quaker.

«Will he draw well?” asked the buyer.

“Thee will be pleased to seec him draw.”

The barzain was concluded, and the
farmer tried the horse, but he would not
stir a step. e returned, and said—

“'That horse will not draw an inch.”

«T did not tell thee that he would draw,
friend; T only remarked that it would please
thee to see him draw; aud so it would me,
but he would never gratify me in that re-
speet.”

|
| w7
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"POPULAR TALE.

TR CONCEALED LOVER.

A BEAUTIFUL TALE.

\i
|

A Cugar Luxvny.—As a weary traveler
' was wending  his way through the mud,
out in a far west region of country, he dis-
covered ahead, a youne maiden standing
in the door of a small lo¢ house. 1le rode
up in front of the house and asked the
maiden for a drink of water; he drank 1,

is

22 Young man, a private word. When
you go a-courting, find out, as soon as pos-

|
|

Miss Percival had completed her totlet
for Mrs. Mowbray's party, and was sitiingi
I

by the fire in her chamber, waiting for the | axtraordinary interest to one so skilled 1n | sentiments which her breast contained, | to introduce it to you?” and she being the first woman he had scen | gjtle, whether your affections are being
carriage. Resting her arm on the side of | the eriticisra of music as she was. It de- | eould cxist aleo in his. Two or threetumes | «Cortainly, with a gool deal of pleasure.” for several days, offered her “‘a dime for a planted more in a bundle of dry goods and
the large and luxurious chair she occupied, | voloped the subtlest combinations of har- ' subsequently  she et him in company, e held the book befre him, and began | kiss.”  The young maiden accepted the things generally, than in a pulsating heart

as foilows: offer, and received both kiss and ‘I_i"fe'_ hemmed in by warm ribs, and all that.—
«In the neighborheol of there | The traveler was about to resume his jour- Many a fellow has laid himself out for a
dwelt a boy, the son of one who belonged | ney; but the maiden, never before having | fy11 made woman, and only found a very
to the midlle statian of life.  From his | scen a dime, asked: ovtonsive assortinent of cotton, whalebone,
voath he was endowed with feelings of the | “What am I to do with the dimf:?" and similar delusive institutions. Just
fnest texture, and the most impassioned | “You may use it any way you wish,” he {100k over the soods before going to the
suzeeptibility.  Under the cope of the blue | replied, “1t 13 yours.” | parson. '
soft sky, amid the wavinge woods, and be- “That being the case,” she replied, “T'll
cide the murmuring streams, his spirit de- | give you back the dime and take another
veloped itself in all the freedom, depth, | kiss.” _ :
and tulness of its power. [Ie delighted to | _—————— (quite frequently:. The chauces are, as the
linzer beneath the smile of nature, yet not | Arrnes WITiHoUuT SEED3 OR (ores.—A | world goes, that homely women are alto-
alone. 1lis wanderings had one compan- | correspondent of the Memphis Whig gives aether the best at I'C“_"tr head and soul. A
ion—DNieh-horn, more enchanting to his | the following recipe for obtaining apples | pretty face often PT?SH]GS over a false heart,
hoart than the sones of the muses; in the | withont seeds and cores: ' and a weak head, with the smallest shadow
trst bloom of egirthood, yet exereising a Take the ends of the limbs of an appl;r i“f a soul.
ancen-like swiay over his bosom.  When | tree, where they hang low, so as to reach | o N
llm was with h(?r, L:e felt nothing but a pure | the ground, digy a small hole for each end AFSome of the domestie 0"315 of drunk-
delight; when absent, he thourzht only of | under the tree, bend it down and bury it :mess e honses W'thl”"t' 1}'1;11,]0“'5,.];].{31:-
her beeuty, for she was as bright, and gen- | in the hole, confining 1t down so that it wiil | dens without fenees, fields without tillage

tle, and lonely, as a seraph.  Ilis station | remam. Do thisin the winter, or becin- bharns without roofs, children without cloth-

was beneath her own: when alone with her | ing of spring. The end of the limb thus ‘I'L:"-‘.'s /I}l‘_"wlpﬂlﬂ, morals, or manncrs.—
“ranklin.

that difference was not felt, for her sweet- buricd will take root and put up sprouts of |

- - . - L - l

33 .onleseonsion banished its but | scions, which, when they beeome suflicient- -

ness and conde CHEION ba : ; but | scions, w ) . Cere For A Conp—"Take three table-
when they were o company with others,

.- P ( vt 2 -' % !
Pl ly large to “set out,” dig up at the proper <poonfuls of molasses, and one of ground
and she was approached with the higzher | scason, and transplant knem in the orchard %h'i'u']' NS while -on
. . . | . 24 R L0 4N 'L - ehg ¢ q ’ =
ccurtesies which belonged to her rank, he | where you wish thein ‘fo remain. When | s el 14 e & St
folt his inferiority. As time passed on,

‘ .1 | @oing to bed, for five nights.
| they got large enough to bear, they will i ' . >
l:unl their lives drew nearer to the world,

| that interval was more plainly pereeived.

,ﬂur ¢ l_.l, l‘,.lri :l#; ll IJ _’ H' (tl- =

six or seven tunes.

would have approached hold!ly—for,by lov-
ne her, he was exalted; but his nature re-
volted from being looked down upon or
repelled by her funly. e took leave of |
her, and, withdrawieg to a distance and |
encompassing  himsell with solitude :m:li
|

and the impw.-::eirm of thelr first interview

in a drooping meod, her eye was vacantly |
- was strenethened and extended. Oneeve-

ixed on the hearth. The splendor of an
exalted beauty was paled by a shade of lis-
tlessness, and the fire of pride and passton |
upon her lofty features quenched in melan-

mony, and gave expression in the most del-
aato tones to sentiments of high and 1m- ‘
passioned beauty.  Touching on a hun- | ning, Lowever, a person acquainted with |
died tones of melody  that displayed llit!\ Mr. Loevizon's history remarked to her that |
otidions afiluence of the author’s mind, I l:¢ had for years passionately loverd a lady
choly. One who saw that cxpression and | (e counds ran on like a full stream that | to whom many of his poems were address- |
manner would have wondered through what ! refieets the radiance of the sunbeams, and | ed, and that his affections were still fixed
peculiarity or Jefect of character it was! flows to the murmur of its own varied ca- | upon her.
that her nature failed to respond to the | dence. But, the performance engaged Miss Miss Percival made no inquiry of her
bright influences of happmness that were| Percival's thought less than the face of the | name or the circumstances; the communi- |
around her. Did she feel too much, or too | performer. It was lighted up with all the | cation fell upon her like the blow of death.
little? Were her sympathies below thein-| Blaze of that genious of which the music | It was cnough that he was devoted to an- |
spiration of the scenes that surrounded her; | g4ve hut broken and imperfect gleams.— other: the dream of her soul was vanished.
or above their vanity? Dwelling amidst | Tts ardor, its ambition, its repressed enthu- | In the moment that <he first realized she
a luxury that exhausted the wishes, and a{ giasm, marked the high workings of a sen- loved him, that love was blasted by des-
magnificence that anticipated fancy—ac- 1 qitive but dauntless spirit, which regarded | pair.  She hastencd home, and locking
customed from her youth tolook upon that | 411 that it had yet done as but eminences | the door of her apartinent, sank into her |
as the ordinary state of life which quickens| whenee greater triumphs could be des-| chair, paralyzed, as it were, and dumb with
ambition and inspires the life of hope in| ¢rihed.  You read thercin the secrets of } grick.
others less affluent, perhaps the blessedness | 4 Jife full of fine and touching 1interest. Long did she sit in silent stupor. IHer |
of that condition had lostits value, andshe|  YWhen he arose, Mrs Mobray led him to- | mind was too much oppressed to act upon
had ceased to appreciate the enjoyments| wards Miss Percival, and presented him to | the case and analyze the extent of her woe;
that were so familiar. It had been as dif- | jor as Mr. Levison.  He told her that he | yet that pain pressed sharply upon her na-
ficult for herself, pethaps, as for an obser-| 44 the pleasure of krowing her many | ture withh an obscure bnt keen distress,
wer, to analyze the gauses of that gloom; years before, when he had passed a sum-{ which threatened almost to drive her to
nor indeed was she aware of its existence. | ;or in his boyhood near the country resi- | insanity. At last she roused herself; her
Tn calmness and inaction the various qual- | qenee of her father.  1Te listened with an feclings, overwrought, revolted against the
ities of our naturc—its faculties and senti- | ,4ir of interest to her reply, to see ifshere- | tyranny of that torture. She said to her-
saente, aspirations and hinderances—lic fol- | tained any reccollection of their former ac- | self, “What has happened to me?  Noth-
ded together darkly; till the breezes of some quaintance. The name recalled to her the [ ing. T loved bhefore; 1 ':vill love _gtlll.—
powerful excitement raise and exp:mfl “‘f“" image of a boy with whom she remember- | My happiness was 1) ]fl\'ll'l"'_{';- nothing can |
into vigor, as the gathered wings of the bird | ¢d to Lave wandered years bLefore among | preveni any lovine.”  Banishing the mi*r)l- |
Juno open in their gorgeousness to the | the beautiful seenes of her childhood, but | lection of the reality by « powerful effort,
freshening wind. Passion lighting on “‘eh <he eould not realize that he was the per- she brougsht up her feelings to  the emi-
spirit, its blaze wakesup the sleeping forms | gon now before hier, or indentify the pres-| nence they had stood upon before she
of power, and its rays, streaming backward | opt acquaintance with their former famili- | flung her soul into passion.
reycal all the hidden qualitics of the char- arity. The eircumstance, however, gave She took up the poems again: they re-
te friendliness and cordiality to their mecting, | ealled vividly her former thoughts and the
and to freer confldence to their intercoursze. | conversation she had had with him, and |

acter.
Miss Percival’s father was a man of large . |
Miss Percival had never listened to any-| she was happy. It scemed as it the cllect
thing so charming as his conversation.— she made to restore herself to her former

and sccure wealth, and his family had al-
At first she exerted herself to talk, but af- | trame, powerfully increased her love, and

—— ——

| 2z Most ladics think it is the summit
\ of misfortune to be ugly. Thisis a mistake,
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Lirrik 1o Do.—The Clevelaud Plain
Dealer has the following:—-An athletic
| specimen from the BEmerald Isle ealied 1n-
to the cmlnting rooll of one Of our Ri\'a}r
street merchants.

«The top of the mornin’ to ye, Misther |
I’ve been told ye're in want o

— e

—— G —

A& The epaulettes worn by Prince Al-

' bert when in full eostume, are worth the

trifling snm of §2,500—a small form on
cach shoulder.

R L e e ——

A7 The statisties of mortality in Mass-
' achusetts, confirm the rule that the majori-
ty of those who live the greatest age are
females.

P
help ™

“I’ve but little to do,” replied P :
with mereantile gravity.

«]'m the very boy for yees.  Tt's but hit-
tl(e I cAare ;1}111111 llt}illg——:llld iL‘S ‘.Il{: lllUlle ;
'I'm afther, shure.”

{oils, n tract of years passed on,  Yet, du-
ring all that tiine, her memory was the one
cheering, inspiring fire of Ins life s
]:::illg Wils {]lff“t:;th!"l, Q4 \"ﬂlh’ﬂ. Um_‘l‘-m_!{, {o ‘
IFor her were his powers intensely

\ 27\ love sick swain in describing a
kiss, says it is a draught that passes thro’
the system like a bucket of water through

ways very fully enjoyed the manifold - ad-

vartages of such a condition. Miss Perci- | her.

val;e'arly displayed a El.l_periﬂrity of intelli- | terwards gave herself to the pleasure of urced lier to the utterance of il: She drew | tasked—for her :]i*l his |unn]:,f ctudies out- | _ _ _ _ :

gence, and an elevated spirit, which made | hearing him  The foree, the fire, the ght- | near to her scerctary, and, taking a sheet | wateh the morning star. The hope that} fhe haive reply procured him a situa- | a basket of egas. o

her thc dc:ight ﬂ_nd aduliration Of her tgl'illg “'Cil“.h Of llis lllﬁ'lltill résSoTIrees, [h{} ﬂf l'pill'llfl" ]i("lf_!:Illl_ tl)'('ﬂlil't‘:%_J’ jll I'll(.'! rlll'lll of | []1':“{1 :l]:%f} ('_'Ulnllll'tﬂ'l !-ll*- (!!T#ll‘(!‘v‘, Illl'] t-ll'.f Il'.[(Jll “'llh l ————— "?‘IT orith “‘iﬁ-‘h to ‘if‘n e "ﬂﬂdq lhis
friends. - Her youth was a reeollection of} happincss of buoyant strength that his | a letter to Mr. Levison, the fechngs she en- | hours as t]w_y. passed mingled eestacy with P ER i ' E’tl | '1}'*111 e diid bofore h'td\';:rtise
“thé highest delight. ~ Led by the guidance | character displayed, Sade his discourse a | tertained towards him.  The imparting of | his pains.  Touched by the soft band of |  &2-“Julius, why is de gettin’ out ob bed | year thail Yo ok

on the 31st ob August like one ob Moore’s | more.

melodies?  Does you gub it up, my spect-
ed eolled friend?” ‘
“In course [ does. Why?”
«Beeause it's de last rose ob summer”
«Ieok here, nigeer, i€ you preambulate

hier emotions gave her l‘c]il!‘r; ghe returned | her c'.'cr-premgut memory, the fountains of
to the task, and found that dwelling upon | poetry opened within his Leart.  lle sent
her passion, and turning it over in various | his producti®ns out into the world; they
lights, was a delicious 'employment. She | were admired, and the anonymous author
covered several pages, and when she stop- | hecame famous. Ivery cfusion of his musc

of taste into the enchanting realms of poe-| decp and high delight. Ilis fancy threw
try, her fancy Jelighted to wander through | 4 rich gilding over every subject that came
the impressive grandeurs of Milton, and to | uncer it; by the action of a nature so ant-
oontemplate life glorificd on the pages of | mated, life scemed quickened and clevated
Shakspear into a thing of lofticr and more vital inter-

272~ An clopement took -place the.other
day which caused-some consternation. A
dog ran away with a newly married man’s

d. “Her summers were passed at rib—of beef.

the family-geat in * the eountry, and there, | est. - In the companionship of 80 eéxquis- | ped, she felt as if she could have continued | referred to her, for from her they were all : _ i .

in freedom and in ‘solitude, she breathed | jte a power she felt herself stronger, llﬂP' the delightful toil for weeks, and derived | derived. He visited the_¢ity where she | any more such nongense :t})nut dis child, : ﬁ- i{{ﬂ"- ?}?}lgﬁnogiocg :(3’ lllft:l: tjl'l(::l,dthe

the glad excitement of the seenes of nature.’{ pier, Fooking upon the world through an from it an abundant satistaction.., Should |'was. They met in socicty. The only | h¢'ll eave your he.nd 1. Ise_h?:l cnough M:l ll' ab ){L o .lf.' 0 door
| | She had no such ob dat highferlootiv’ talk. I 1s. and then bolt yoursell.

she send him the letter? thought that occupied hiza mquiry was,

These pleasures il the coming ycars were | cxalting medium, and triuinphant over all

|



