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I May Not Love Thee.
g mav not love thee—but within my heart,
When night and darkness set my spirit free,
And [sit musings from the world apart
‘There is a low, deep voice that tells of thee.
That voice is sweet and mournful as the tone
Of fur _Eolian music heard in slecp,
Or the wild cadence of a spirit lane,
O’er the hushed weters of the midnight deep.

I may not love thee—but thy blessed look
Forever haunts my soul when thou art far—

It glances upward from each moonlit b ook,
And downward from eachbrightand holy star

-

is imaged in each flower that lifts itz eye
At morn to greet the sunshine and the dew,
And in each fairy cloud that wanders by,

Floatiug in beauty o'er the mountain hue.

m
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[ aay not love thee—but thy gentle words
Can stir within my coul 11s font of tears,
And wake the echo of my heart’s deep clords

Like some sweet melody of early years,
1 may not love thee—but thy mage scems
A loving radiance to my spirit given,
For oli! I picture thee-in all my dreams
Of bliss on ecarth and blessedness in Heaven.

- MISCELLANY. -
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" Lifa Picture of R omanism.
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BY SINUS, THE PILGRIM,.

THE ROBbBER FRTIARS.

Oun the road from Naples to Aversa hiv-
ed an old man named Gareia Martini.--
During the Spring of 1540 fie was taken
sick with a fever and the doctors said he
could not recover.  lle wasa wealthy man
worth at least fifty thousauvd dollars  He
owned an extensive vinevard which lay be-
tween two sloping hills and his dwel g
was uapon one of the sweetest f-‘;m[:* 1N [ta-
lyv. A little silvery streaw that camnie L.
ping down from the mountaius ran througzh
his garden and ail the fruits that belonzed
to the climate were to be found upon lhis
grounds Gareia Martint was envied for
his snug wealth,and yet he had oue source
of sorrow: llis ouly child—a =on some
two and twenty years of age— was sadly
deformed so much so that he could not
move 2 hand towards his own sust-nance.
But Martiot-ioved the boy and he felt some
consolation in thinking that he shoall
have wealth enouzh to leave to sapport
hiin through life. The old man’s wite was
a good woman but she was net abile to per-

form much labor,owing to a coustitutional

infivinty.
fo: him and mouey sull flowed in upon
him.

The Spring had opened and the old man
was sick and the doctors after havinz done
their best gave him up to his fate,

far from Garcia's \'im-}*:n*qi there was ol

Benedictine couveat,

-

upai the hill and ean be scen from the

road about c¢ight miles from Naples
friars from thiis convent l:un;__t qbout tue

house of the sick man whils the doctors
were using heir skil! and when they gave
him up they gatbered about his dyiug bed
Tllﬂy pmyed and gr{i:ll]t-l and some of

them cven wept as they spoke of the death
stroke that was comnng,

One afternoon there were no less than |

fifteen of those friars in the chamber, and
they came with long fuces and clasped
hauds. They entered the detab room and
sent the weeping wife away.  Shlie begged

and entreated that she might be allowed to autil be bad done the deed that should

stay, bat they ordered her to leave and she |
Awong those friars |

dared not disobey,
was one [Father Jerome.. He was not ounly
Martint’s confessor but also his spicitual
director. He took his staticn at the bed
and then he telt the oll man’s pulse.

his head and they gatherod wore closely
about his couch.

My son, said Ifath:r Jerome, addressing
Martini in a low solemu tone.

Your end is near at hand and soon you | ¢ consented to the fatal compact.

will be called to meet your_ God.
is a solemo dreadful thiug,

Martini had stout men 10 work

Not |
[t stands there yet |

The

" |

He

then turned to his compunions and choox |
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fiask of quickening wine and he made the

old man drink. The generous beverage

' soon began to operate and the sufferer was |

more bright,

|
l - -
- Listen to me now, my son, said the eon-

fessor and 1 shall tell you of the most

strange affair. Last night just as the ham-

‘mer of our clock was upon the stroke of

twelve,a bright robed presence entered my
ecelt, At first I was startled but the pres-
~ence smited upon me #nd I recoguized
| him. 1t was Saint 2eTter himszelf.  lle
held the keys of Hewven in his hand and
“his couutenance glowed with a transient
lustre. _
- At this point all the friars fell upon their
' knees aud blessed the nane of Saint Pe-
Cter,—Old Martint was affected muach.
' Do you tbiuk, miy son continued othe
confessor, that the holy Saint and Apostle
'had come to earth wholly on your account
(Martini clasped his hands and a quick
vleam shot  trom his eyes.)

T e

vour :worldly possessions to the glory of
God and your sou
transit to the reain's of bliss.
property into our hands ard your soul is
| sate,
i -Not all? Not all’ grasped the dying
Cman.  -You mean only a part.

‘I mean alll 1t may be
my=clf I would never have asked 1t—tut
for your own soul, 1 would now urge 1t up-

i w M W
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on you. 1 mican alll
I ‘All my possessions?  Not all my mo-
ney?
‘Yes!
| ) _
. ‘But not my land?’
‘Y es)
‘But not my house?’
E ‘Yes

But that will strip my wife and child of
their ali and make them beggars? Ohl you
do not mean all!

‘Alas, my son, God is merciful to s
children who obey him aud lle will not
foreet vour wife and child. A soul 1s a
sad thing to lyosel

As t!ese words dropped from the devil's
the friars all sank down again upoun therr
kuees and groaned aloud.

-\ sou: is the habitant of eteruty, re-
sumed Father Jerome 1n the most sepul-
Cehral voiee he could assume. ‘Obl only
! think of a soul lostin ringing fires of hell:
- Oh, Heavens! my son, only think. Think
| of your poor soul consigned for an eternt.
'ty 0 hell and all the holy saints seoffine at
and spuniog youo Wil youcliag on up-
on a tew paltry things of carth which must
cre loue rust and corroie that yon may
suffer with the eternally dammed?’

‘Oh! nol” groaned the poor man ‘Not
for mysclt.  But for my poor child let
' something be saved. He 1s an unfortu-
' nate youth Do not make him  wholly a
begoar—do not’

‘1 wiil not.  Ile may livein wealth: he
may spend a few more short fleeting hours
hiere on ecarth surrounded with the com-
forts of antmal life and then he may joun

l
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Lis poor jfather in the torments of gutlty
damuned?
- «No! no! nol—nout so! oh, not so.’ gasp-
ed the dying man.

“Then you must do as I bid.  CGive all
- your wealth to the church and you are «:fo

Your wealth will then be [vd ap in Hea-
ven to your credit, and yo1 shall join the
holy angels of the Lord Godo And in time
your wite and child shall join you. O
how mach parer will be cven their couls
“nace of tribulation Lok at youar Jesus
Did Ze leave weaith beliod hiw?  Think
well, my sonr’
[t was a terrible blow upon the =oul of
that poor old man. [le loved that de-
formed boy, and he had Leen bapny 1n
thinking that he should leave him well
provided for. Buat now, alas! that hope
was gone.  Ie begged that his son might

' be scut for, but they would pot grant 1t

make his child a begaer!  The poor man
- begged for ouly five hundred ducats—then
for a hundred—then for fifty—then for
~anything. DBut no—mnot one single ducat

- would the 1nsatinote fiend give up of the
coveted board There stood the lywng frair
Cand with all the vividuess of language he

could command did e paint the horrors
Cof hell; and the beauties of [leaven.

|

;
.
L

Do you know | wae a deed for the couveying of Garceia

what a burden of sin rests upon your soul? | Martiui's property to the Convent of St

The dying man groaned and acknowl-

edged that he did

ringly up.
You can be saved if you pay the cost.

' Benediet.  'P'he friar drew  forth

. . i —— i i R ———
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What could that old mae do? te could

CAMBRIDGE, MD., WEDN
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He cawme tOl
tell me how you might be saved. Give |

1 shall mauake a Spt"et]yl
P at 3'0ur!

| eves were dull and lead-like.

; | but there was yet no answer.,
nard—and for |
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not have asked those men to give up their
pluunder, for they would sooner have plue-

. another paper like it.
| Father Jerome procounced a mumbled
incantation, and then be turned away, but

he promised to come again.
' Assoon as the monks had gone, the
wife and ehild eame back to the room.—
the dying man told them all he had done
—he told how the confessors had urged
| him he told every word that had becn
' spoken.  The aged, sickly wife sprang
' forvard and asked if it was all true, for
she thought her husband’'s mind was gone.
*But she soon knew the worst, and she
' <ank down upon the bedsiesand bowed hee
 head, The word beggar was upon her lips,
' and an ice-bolt had struck to*her heart.. My
| poor, poor, boy! she groaned and then she wept
like a child. She had dreamed that she shoula
have a home while she lived, but the Lope was
cone now. Joseph—that was the boy’s name—
worked his way to the bedside and grasped his
father by *he wrist.

‘Father, futher,” he cried, ‘is there nothing
left?—nothing?

o

. ——

|

The child

leaned furthier over and he saw that his fathers

But the old man made no reply.

He spoke acain:
On the next 1n-

|

stant there came a curgling :ound up from Mar-

!
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- a little tnn, [ saw a begoar.
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tini’s throat, and his under jaw fell dowa. Jo-
scph lifted the hand he held but it was lifeless
He placed his ear to the pale lips but there was
no breath. The old man was dead!

Garcia Martini was buricd in the cemetry oy
the convent, and in a few short days afterwards
the monks came down to claim their property
Th:ir deed was good and none dared to question
thew. The sun was just sinking when the moth-
er and son were driven out from their abode—
homeless, houseless wanderers. Dut afew short
days before, and they had all the comtforts ol
wealth to mitigate their physical pains, but now
alas! they could only lnok upward towards Hea-
ven for hore—aud who shall hlame them if even
in Heaven their confidence were gone?  On  the
next mornine, the mother arose from her bed
upon the cold ecarth, and a wild langh broke
from her lips. She was a maniact  DBut she liv-
ed not lone to suffer, for ere arother week had
passed away, she was dead.  And did the monks
hunt her up in her misery and shrive her?
did they give her Christian burial?  Nuo!

One day in mid-summea—in 1843—1 walked

from Naples to Avcrsa, By the roadside, ncar
Ile was adeformed
youth—his back al! doubled up--one arm with-
ered—and his legs all twisted and feeble.

Ile held out his hand and piteously begged
for money to buy bim food and drink. One of
my companions lifted him up, and we led him
to the little inn. There we fed him and gave

him warm wice, and in return he told me the

| story as [ have written it,; and the host at the

inn assured me that ‘twas all true, and that such

ciases were quict common!  That poor creature

- S ——
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was Joscph Martini!  Sometimes he made his

way to the convent and beecoed to be taken ing |

but he would not acknowleage that they had

ed rut their souls and exchanged them for |

Or

|
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to his family or to the town to disinter hin

when he was so effectually buricd, and
thevefore entirely coincided with the min~
Iis wife thonght that as he had
left Ins hat and frock, it would be hardly |
worth while to diz him out for the rest of
is clothes: and so it was settled to let him

Ister.

remain.

But poor old Barnes,"who had no break- | position.
fast and was not all jleased with the result
of the inquest. laid quiet until the shades

of evening stole over the lundscape; then
- he quietly decamped to parts unknown.— |
After remaining tncognito for about three

years, one morning he suddenly appzared

(hatless and frockless as he went) atthe |
door of the farmer for whom he had agreed
'T'o say that
an avalanche of questions were rained up-

to dieg the wunfortune well.

| ﬂlin]{ing. not how he may &

others, or the mere seunse of pleasin

o
-

he may avoid hurting their feelings. When

the position and relation of every cne with
'whom he is Lrought in contact, that he

[le never assumes any superl-
ority for himself—he never ridicules, never
steers, never boasts, never makes a display
'of hns own power, or rank, or advantages
—such as is implied 1n ridicule, or sar-
'casm or abuse—as he never indulges n
' habits or tricks, or inclinations which may

be offensive to others.
— e Pt——

I'm Almost 1fome.

A traveler, weary and worn, covered with

“onthim as to his mysteriour re-appearance dust, and suffering from many privations, S€es
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delt justly by him, and they curzed him and | » .
Covertake thee.—11. Ward Beacher,

drove him from their gate.

When [ returned towards Naplez, I stopped
by the foot of a hill and gazed up at the Bene-
dictine Convent. I saw the well fed mounks loun-

zing about, and [ called to mind the - poor de-

when they <hall have lnsr&ml thiro' the tur-

his 10k- |
s ' -

: _ ‘But 1 can be saved, i horn and pen. and the old man was raised |

he Lrerllbllnglj \'l'lllEpCer lUUkl“g llllplU' to a Sitling pUSLler.

v Churchl

|
|
|

formed beggar by the roadside.
at Leart I was!  Aond yvet thoze living robbers—
those zocial vampyres—thoze moral blood suck-
crs, aare upheld in their villainy by the Romish
How longz, how loae, O God, shallil
be? At l:ast, O Father of Me-cy, lift the carse
from my native Awmericn, ere it becomes fastec-
ed too strongiy upon us:
—_— e el = 4 ——

A Capital Story

-

Same years since an cceentrie old gentus |

whom for convenience we will eall Darnes

—— —_—EE— = - T —
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' Penopscot river, to dig a well  The soil
and sutstratum being  mostly sand, old
Barnes after having progressed downward

ooing out carly to his work that the well
had essentially caved in and was full nearly
to the top: So having that desire, which
men have, knowing what will be said of
them after they are dead, and no oue be-
ine yet astir, he conccaled himself in rank
rrowth of burdocks by the side of board
fence near the mouth of the well, having

R ———— e ——— . T
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| not cast hisown soul away. and at length | first left his bat and frock upon the wind
Je- ' lass of the well. At length breakfast be-

f = ! - . - . 1 -
Ol at | Tome drew a paper frons bis pocket. It ing ready a boy was dispatched to call him

to his meal, when lol it was seen that Bar-
nes was buried 1o the grave unconscious-
ly dug by his own hands.  The alarm be-
ing given, and the family assembled, 1t was

“i:} Elimd Wwas FCiZE{] l (]I'Cit](.’*l] ﬁl‘:-“-:«t to ¢cat hrcn]{fm‘-t and lht‘n :it'll*l

and the pen placed between the pulicl:-ssi for the coroner, the minister, and his wife

fingers.

Ouce he dropped the pen aud

Anything, lhc_poor wman gasped.  Sick- | groaned with anguish.  The friar uttered |
ness had made him weak, and these friars |

bad made himn believe in all they said.—

an exclamation of 1mpatience, and once
more forced the peninto his fingers. Then

That incarnate Satan, Jerome, had been | they guided his hand over that paper---

(r

for years plotang,

religious superstitions. To those

' lisof.

ed,

or rather hanging upon
the diabolical result he was about to bring
to pass and to this end he had never lost |

an opportunity to work upon the old man’s | y0st painfuily, but they cared not for the

Their purpose was accom-
plisbed—they had robbed am old wan of

cr wl!lc!l the spiritual dictgtor hiolds over | his wealith—they had foreed away from a | Barnes remain: for, said he, he is now be-
bis victim would pass the most casual be-

His power 18 literally unbounded.—
There is no other thine within the desires
of the priest whick may not be accompiish-

nNnlac-
quallllcd with the Romish system the pow-

“dying now.

they were content.

pitiable deformed boy his birthright, and

and children®  Such apathy did pot flat-
| ter ! arnes’ self-esteewm a bit, but he waited
patiently determined xo hear what was to
be said and see what was to be scen.
Presently all parties arrived and began

At
ﬂpi-
nions as to whkat should be done. Jhe
" minister at ouce gave it as his opinion that
they had better level up the well and let

yond the temptation to sin; and in the day

about forty feet found one morninge upon |
g Uj
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and then all the mouks came forward and | “prospecting”’ the scene of the catastrophe,
signed 1t as witnesses. The dying man | as people usually do in such cases
sauk back upon lis pillow and gr{)arwdl length they drew together to exchange

|

Marini opened his| of judgement it will make no difference |
eyes at length, and cried out in quick, tor- | whether ho s buried five feet under the
tured accents, that the paper should be

: ground or fifty. for he 1s bound to come
given back to him that he might tear it. | (orth in either case.

The coroner lLikewise |

Father Jerome took from his bosom a | Surely his mind was weaker, or he would | agreed that it would be a needless oxpense

Ae., wot )
excitement which his bodily presence crea-
ted,
and at lencth informed them that on find

ine himself buried he waited for them to

dic him out, until his patience was ex-
hausted. when heset to work to dig inm-
celf out, and only the day before had suc:

cceded: for his ideas being confused by the

pressure of the earth, at the time he was

buried, he had dug very much at random,

and instead of coming dircetly to the sur

face he cameout in the town of Holden,

st niles ast of the Penobscot river!
No further explanations were sought for

by those who were so distressed and sor- |

rowful over his supposed final resting place

T
AND ARM CIIALR

THHE CRADLIL

No house is complete without tiro pieces

of furniture—the cradle and the old arm
No house is full that hath not n |

chalr
it a babe and a grandfather or a grand-
mother. Life becomes more radiant and
perfect when its two extremes keep along
with it.  The two loves which watch the
cradle and serve the chair and one.

tions. 'To the child the heart turns with
more tenderness of love. *To the aged par-
ent, love 1s borneupen a serics of rever-
ence.  Through the child you look for-
ward—throuch the parent youlook back-
ward. In the child you see hopes, joys to
come brave ambition, and a life yet to be
drawn forth in all its many-sided experi-
Throueh the silver-hatred pareat
you behold the past, life done, 1ts scense
cnacted, its histories registered  If God
calis you to follow your child to the grave
ere it has ccased to be a child, yousend
it to heaven that G'od may rear 1t for you
aaying; Takeit, O, FFather, too soon snatch+
cd away, and keep it; and keep nze till the
weariness of Life is ended, and LT go too.
IBut when the parent goes, ripein years
his life Llameless, his fruit gathered and
carnered. we give his form to earth, saying
with gratitude, God be thanked that he
hath so long lived, and so well: and God
be thanked that he hath now departed —
Go, my mother, to thy rest, and be sure
that [ will follow hard after thee. and soon

CHCES.
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A Mother's Grave.

[3arth has some sacred spots, where we
feel like unloosine the shoes from our feet,

Oh, how sick Cand treading  with holy reverenee; where

common words of social converse secm

rade, and fricudship’s hands have lingered
in each other, where vows hiave been ]nligh.,.
ted, prayers offered and tears of parting
shed.  Oh, how thouchts hover around
such places. and travel back throngh un-
measured space to visit them.
the spots on this green earth none 18 s0 sa-
cred as that where resis, waiting the res-
arreetion, those we have once loved and
cherished—our brothers, our children.—

V] ' | nee moall ages  hetter part of man-
was ciployed by a farmer living 1 a town Hence in all ages, the better part of

kind have chosen and loved spots for the
burial of their dead; and on these spots

Cthevy have loved to wander at eventude, to

weditate alone.  But of all places, even
among the charnel-house of the dead, none
is s0 sacred as a mother’s grave.
There sleeps the nurse of our infa
the gutde of our youth—the counsc

ney—

ser to every other feeling but love, and

who could alwavs find excuses for ug when |

- . 2 Al e
v conld find none for ourselves. nere
sh e

||f:I‘ S:I]itl‘.

[

with wie 1n hope.
around me.

ing by their side,

A - ————
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YWho isa Gentlemnan?

A pentleman 13 not merely a person ac- |
quainted with certain forms and the eti-
quette of life, easy and self possessed in
rocicty, able to gpeak and act, and move in
the world without awkwardness, and free
from habits which are vulgar and in bad
A gentleman is something much
bevond this; all that which lies at the root
of all his ease, and refinement, and tact,
and power of pleasing, is the same spirit
which lies at the root of every Christian
it is the thoughtful desire of doing
in every instance, as he would that others

tastoe

virtuc.

| should do wunto him.

But the old man bore it all quictly

But |

lLow different in all their openings and ac-

But of ail |

Nor of i

our riper vears—our friend when others
deserted us: she whose heart wags a stran- |

leeps, ana we love the very carth for
With sentiments like these 1
| turned aside from the gaities of lhife to the
" narrow habitations of the dead.
dered among those who eommenced life !
[Je:e distiretions are
now foreotten; at least by the slumberers
I saw the rich and the great, |
who scorned the poor, and shunned them
as if infeeted Ly the plague, quistly sleep-

[ wan-

He 1s constantly .

:1d convey but a feeble idea of the | in the distance the curling sinoke ascending from

‘| his homestead, and choked wiih feelings almost

joy are roiling down his checks—‘I'm alinost
home.

Tne playful child having wan “ered from its
fond parents, trembles for fear, of approaching
danger as dorkneszs gathers around its footstens
yet us it sees some well known object, shakes
its curly locks and claps its glad hands, exclaim-
ing—T'm almost home.

The mariner, after a lonz and toilsome jour-
ney, descries in the far distance, the outline
coast of his native land, and sings aloud with

' Joy while his heart is full to breaking—1I'm al-
most home!

The Christian, after having fought many hard
battles, buffeted many hazd storms, endured ma-
ny trials, resisting many temptations; suffered
from many afllictions, ard grieved over many
shortcomings, feels gradually approaching the
hand of disease, and being admonisi:ed there®y
of his speedy dissolution, lifts his glad eve hea-
venward, while his heart melts within him as
he exclaimsin triumph—*7mn almos! home.

Christian professor, thou, too,art almost home
Art thou wearing this world as a loose garment
so that it may be thrown off at a moment’s no-
tice? Are thy affections and desires fixed on
things above? And at thou daily becoming more
| weaned from the thingsof time and sense? Or,
like thousands on every side, art thou living thy
| rest here and livine as though this was thy
home? DBe moreon thy guard in future—have
thy lamp trimmed and burning, for at midnight
the cry may sound in theear-—DBcehold the bride-

' croom cometh, go ye out to meet him!
' %_
“Good Nig

ht.*’

“Good Night!” A loud, clear voice from
the stairs said that it was Tommy'’s.  Good
night, murmurs a little somethiug from
the trundle-bed—a little something we call
Jenny, that filled a large place 10 the cen-
tre of one or two large hearts. Good night
lisps a little fellow 12 a .plaid rifle dress.
who was christened Willie about six yeurs
17 0.

“Now I lay me down to sleep,

I pray the Lord my soul to keep;—

1f 1 should die before T w-a-k-e—"
and the small buudle in the trundle<bed
i has dropped off to sleep, but the broken

i
l
l

It.
l And so it was ‘good mnight’ all around
the homestead; and very sweet music it
‘mode too, in the twilight, and very pleas-
ant melody it makes now, as we think of
“it, for it was not vesterday nor the day be-
;

:'l'mumy is Thomas Somchody, Iicq., and
has forzotten that he ever was a boy, and
' wore what the bravest and richiest of us

first pair of bocts.
l Aud so it was good night all around the
! house; and the children hiaa gone througi
|

- them—-through into the land of dreams.
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Artof Being Agreeabl
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1 The true art of being agrecable is to ap-
' pear well pleased with all the company,and
‘ rather to seem well entertained with them
| thau to bring entertainment to them. A
man thus disposed, perhaps may not have
much learning, nor any wit, but if he Las
common seuse and something friendly in
his behavior, it conciliates men’s
“more than the brightest parts withont this
' disposition; and when a man of sueh a turn
comes to old are, he 1s almost sure to be
treated with respeet.  Itistrueindeed that
we should rat dissemble when in company
but a man may be very agreeable, strietly
consistent with truth and sincerity, by a
prndent silence where he cannot concur,

Now

' and a pleasing assent where he can.

ly formed to please, that ke will gain on
any one who nears or beholds himj this
disposition is not merely the gift of nature,
' but frequently the cffect of much knowledge

of the world, and a command over the pass

sions.
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ITrnTs vor TiiE Nursery —'The tfen?
ment of a new-born ¢hild shoull bekind,
but not cordial—and especially not God-
frey's cordial.  Children should be encour-
aged to rise with the lark—but the lark
should not consist of a bolsterinz match,
| or any sitmilar occupation. Milk 15 the
best food for infants, but curd should be
l avuided, nor should the child haveits whey.
I’ie-crust is bad for child=en, and in the
nursery neither pie-crusts nor promises

should never be broken.
P b~

R Variety is the spice of life.
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how he can show respect for others—how

he is in socicty, he serupulously ascertains

may give to each his due honor, his proper

prayer may go up sooner than many long

petitions that set out 3 great while before | "L :
written by male and female authors upon

minds |

and then you mect with a person o exact- |

ive pleasure ta
. but i ponsible for t

' too big for u.terance, exclaims, while tears of

I

03=1We do not hold cursely personally re--
he republication of the followiny
| “Thoueht on Woman:®

W hat makes a woman now-a-days?
Intelligence? good looks?

A mind where all the virtues dwell?
No—dry goods set on hoops!

Ho! whales that sail the briny deep,
‘Repine not «t vour fate;

Your tlesh illuminates the world—
Your bones make women greas.

All would be great—but ail don’t like
A coursze of eduacation;
Schools, study, boors—ah! what are thesd
Compared with inflatation?
—

23 The following was picked up 10 the
street a few days since, accompanying &
little bunch of glossy brown hair, which
‘looked as it it had been pulled out with 4
fine-tooth comb:

Och Biddy, me darlint,

Ilere’s a lock of me halr;
If there’s a snarl in it,

Never 2 bit do I care;

Any hov.
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I'm going off, Biddy,
To work on the track,
You .can take it and kape 1t
Uutil I get back,
If you like.
But if you don't its all right, be dad I'n?
not particular.
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27 We may enjoy the present while
we are insensible to infirmity and de.

i

| past and whiat 13 to come.

| eay; but the present, like a note in musie;

is nothing but as it appertains to what i3
There are ny

' i]lds of amaranth on this side of the grave
| there are no voices that are not soon wute

!
i

however tuncful; there is no name. with
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whatever emphasis of passionalc love re-
peated, of which the echo 18 not famt at
last.— Lander.

{=The largest chain in the world is #hat
about to be uscd in the cperation of raising
the ships sunk at Savastopol, 1t i1s 200
vards long and cach link weighs300 pounds
1t was manufactured at Reading Pa. The
value of the materials to be farhished by
the Russian Governwment, to be used 1o
raising the fleet. will be about a million
and a half of dollars,
. B el

X3 A paper, in announcing the open
ng of a unew cemelery, says: “Mr.

1ad the pleasure of being first burted there.
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37 Nothing is more favercble to love
than a little dis;ord—as the frost makes
the grapes tender and richer.
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X737 Dabster reduces everything to
mathematies. Te got married because
kissing saves fifty percent on his sugar tax
Old bachelors will please take notice.

e S —

L7 A gentleman advertising for a wife
says. ‘It would be well if the lady were pos-
sessed of a competence sufficient to secure
her azainst excessive grief, in case of an
accident oceuring to her eompanion.’
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27 Madam de Genlis. says somebody,
reproved lier librarian fer puatting books

o ==

the same shelf *Never do it.” said she,
‘without puttineg a prayer book betweer
them.’
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(rors 1x Irenaxp.—The Irish journal,

: north, sonth, east. and even from the far
fore, but a lone time ago—so  long, that |

west of Ircland, speak in the highest terms
of the farmers’ prospeets.  Agriculturists
are unanimous in stating that the crops

o ‘never Lore a more encouraging apypearancs
can never wear but once, if we try—the

in any season withim memory.

B

A Five Dov.— A little fellow, not more

: ; rouzi - thau five years old, hearing some gentle-
the ivory gate always left a Jittle ajar tor

men at his father’s table discussing the
Caniliar line. An honest man’s the noblert
worl of God, said he knew it wasn't true:
his mother was better than any man that
was ever made.

_.-.._—’_“4.-_———-—_

I[TernenT rings this pretty melody out of
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Loud rirzine chanzesall gur bells have married
Jancled they have and jarred
So long, they'reout of tune and out of trame;
They =eem not now the same.
Put them in frame anew, and once bezin
To turn them so that they may all chaim in!
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Why is a mushroom like a dandy? Be-

cause it is rapid in its growth, sl 1t 1t8
trunk, and thick i its head.

= ——

- =

|

e
What's bese to prevent old ma
despairing?
Patring.

ids from
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Love Derisep.—The followi

—

ne dialogue

' between two negroes, was over heard by a

friend of ours in Philadelphia: Caesar, wot

him call lub?  Why, Massa Ship, hun like
too much drinkee: um tink ob young gal
till his hiead go round like um big well: den
him make dam!fool ob hireseli.

—

. g% There'sa high old Deacon up at
Weakegan who stands six-feet six inches
in his stockings, extrewely pious, method..
jeal, not over benevolent, a man of few
' words and zery hard check, and a!lllough
'rigid in enforcing family prayers, was pevw
"er known to say grace at any meal in his
life.  Ilis pastor, a rather odd stick hime
slf, was one day questioned Why Deacon
Q. never asked a blessing?  Don’t really
knew, was the reply, but you know heisn’s

much given to asking for anything, and
: i':s just. ll?.‘ﬁ }ufm {0 ffﬂCh ‘UP and tﬂ]\'G 1.‘-’
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