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CHESTERTOWN, FRIDAY, JUNE 9, 1876.

MY PSALM, he;’ said Mr. Aseot, as he looked at the |ing to his feat. ‘Is it from Margaret 7’ | sound of carriage wheels, muffled by the LUCK,

e boy’s clothes. ‘Have him in here—have | His poor, weak, shaking hands vainly
BY JOHN G. WHITTIER. him in here. John, ring the bell; why|tried again to unfold the paper which the
the deuce do you stand there gaping— |policeman had handed kim. ‘I—I am
don’t don’t you see the bey’s dying from |not so strong as I used to be: I think I
cold and hunger? I can walk up the|am getting old ; and be looked pitcously

I mourn no more my vanished years :
Beneath a tender rain,

An April rain of smiles and tears, steps well enough alone.’

My heart is young again. A wmisment wmore and Mr. Ascot him-!sofa.
self led the way into & warm, spacioag| ‘Drink this,” said the housekeeper,

The west-winds blow, and, singing low,
I hear the glad streams run :

“The windows of iy soul I throw I always have one waiting for me when I

drawing room.

‘Wide open to the sun. come home from dining out. Where's|ing to himself. ‘She is a widow, and
the house-keeper ?  Didn't I tell John to|her only child .is named—after—after—

No longer forward nor behind

bring her at once? Ah! here Mrs.
1 look in hope and fear ;

Somers comes. Something to revive him,

But grateful take the good I find, qinck ! Good heaveus! if he should die|at the boy.

The best of now and here after all.’

‘Poor little dear!” said Mrs. Somers,
I plough no more a dessert land, as she poured a restorative down his

“To harvest weed and tare ; throat. ‘There, June give me blankets
The manna dropping frem God’s hand | while I wrap him up. Ah! he’s coming
Rebukes my painful care. to.’

The boy opened his eyes, looked in a
I break my pilgrim-staft, I lay far-off way at Mrs. Somers, and then

Aside the toiling oar; glanced, dreamily, about the room. Kv-

The angels sought so far away idently his senses had not yet quite come
I welcome at my door. ba:k.

‘Mother, mother,” he murmured. ‘I

‘The sirs of spring may never play can’t find grandfather—and it's so cold.
Among the ripening corn, I'm so—’

Nor freshness of the flowers of May His head dropped un her shoulder,

Blow through the autumn morn ; and his eyes closed agaia. One of hiuitu-night. The carriage, I say,’ he cried

bands which up to this time had been
Yet shall the blue-eyed gentian look tightly closed, opened weakly, and a note
Through fringed lids to heaven - lc?l to the floor.

And the pale aster in the brook Mrs. Somers did not see the note.—

Shall see its image given ; Something in the boy’s look startled her.

She gave a quick glance up at her master;

The woodsshall wear their robes of praise, | then she began to tremble all aver. Mr.

The south-winds softly sigh, Ascot, who had been standing by her full

And sweet calm days in golden haze of interested auxiety, did not obscrve this

Melt down the amber sky. for his attention had been attracted by the

note which he now stooped to pick up.—

Not lese shall manly deed and word Then he proeecded to take out his glasses
Rebuke an age of wrong ; in order to read the superscription.

The graven flowers that wreathe the| ‘Ferhaps this may throw some light on

sword, the matter,” ho said. ‘The poor lad has

Make not the blade less strong been scnt out on au errand and has faint-

' ¢d from eold and perhaps hunger. What!

But smiting hands shall learn to heal, What! Good God!” His hands were

To build as to destroy ! shaking like leaves in an autumn wind.

Nor less my heart for others feel In the deep stillness the paper rattled

That I the mn joy. with startling noise. ‘It ezan’t be
e —It can’t be ! Mrs. Somers, your eyes

All as God wills, who wisely heeds are younger than mine—read, read : is
To give or to withhold, that address—is it-—mine-—Thornton

And knoweth more of all my needs Ascot ?*

' As he spoke in choked, convulsive
SHAN 6N Wy poagers have oM | gasps, Mrs. Somers leaned forward to

Enough that blessings ui.deserved read. The motion roused the boy again,
Have marked my erring track : aud he opened his eyes—this time with

That whereso’er my feet have swerved more consciousness in them—and he fix-

Ilis chastening turned me back. ed a long, questioning, puzzled look on
Mr. Ascot.

That more and more a Providence ‘Merciful heaven !’ the latter said, stag-
Of love is lllldt‘l'!ltood, ﬁering like ocne struck with ]mlriy. ‘It's

Making the spri " er eyes—her cyes—'
B'::t, m;hp:t:rg:: :rg:;a. - “’I{h these words he fell baek sense-
9

That death seems but a covered way his tingers to the floor. ortunately the
Which opens into light, rollcemnn was in time to catch him and
ay

Wherein no blinded child can stra hiw ou the sofa. For a moment the
y boy was forgotten, every onec pressing a-

Beyond the Father's sight ; round the master of the house.
That care and trial seem at last ‘Is it u stroke ’ asked the policeman,
Through memory’s sunset air: anxiously. *‘What does it mean 7’

Like mountain ranges overpast, : - | :
In purple distance fair; have been reticent about fawily affairs,

but she was too flurried to think clearly.
That all the jarring notes of life Surprised out of herself she took her au-
Beem blended in a psalm, dience, unconsciously, into her confi-

dence.
And all the angles of its strife S i
Blov mundlug inw calm. .L\ﬁ, its not a ﬂtl‘ﬁk!, she answered |

with the experience of long years of nurs-

And 8o the shadows fall apart ing. His face isn’t awry, ‘ynu see ; and
And 80 the west-winds plny'; he's only limp, and not paralyzed. There,

I’veopened his cravat; and now Jane
And all the winrows of my heart briug some water. It's a fainting fit;
I open to the day. ?

be often, I mean since his daughter went
away. She ran off, you know, 'most ten

FUUND IN TH years ago. He's never forgiven her,
E SNUW, or rather she’s uever—leastway of late
years—asked to be forgiven. The last

‘Halloo ! This won't do. Move on.'— |time was when she came herse)( just after
The ?ukor was a gigantic policeman. (she was married, on a night as bad as
The object of his wrath was & boy who[this.” All this time Mrs. Somers was
#at on a low stoop, with his face buried | busy In trying to revive her master, chaf-
in his bands as if crying: ing his hands, holding swelling salts to
It was night and snowing fast. A [to him, even ordering the window opened.
bittor, bitter night, in which one would | ‘He turned her from his door in & perfeot
not wish even one’s enemy to to be home- [rage—I never soen him so an ry before
less and helpless. The boy did not|or since. But he's been sorr ﬁrr it many
stir. and mupy atime. I know I have heard
‘Halloo, I say " cried the policeman, |him sigh'so! He was thinking of her.—
sngrily advansing nearer. ‘No sbam-|He'd bad forgiven all years ago, if she
ming, young ome. Getup, and move|would have pome Tuin; but she was as
on.’ proud as him; I don’t know which was
But as the lad, even yet, did not rise, [the prouder. She went to foreign parts
the policeman stoopel down and shook | with her husband—that's what made Mr.
him. is the boy fell over,|Ascot so angry—and she has not been
senseless, in the snow. heard of these many years. There—he’s

liceman.— |coming to; what a sigh. Stand aside Mr. | gled on till he died. He left his widow |ery of the World’s Fair in full blast on sweet opportunity, b dare trust

too; per-|Policeman, please, and give him some
llow! An|uir. FPoor man, but he's nobody to blame

y | must take |but himself, after all. 1 don’t hold wup
’

disobedience in children, of course, but a [8ppeal to soften her father's heart. It

A which be did dearer, sweeter girl than Margaret Ascot

: : 3 shed —— |
y—for he bad children of bis owu[never was. Many and many’s the time|8 violent cold, which threatened an in- N0, SN0-UNSHINIIN 46 SppANY 05 ‘Never mind the wood-shed;

tcemingly inanimate form|I've carried herin my arms when she

‘There’s s roaring fire ready,” he said.| He drank it and rallied.

less, the half-opeu letter fluttering from |,

At any other time Mrs. Somers would |

snow, was heard ; the c?rriuge stopped.| T have known very intelligent people
Surely that was the opening of the street| ) were afrald to set out on a journey,
door ; there were the steps ascending the or begin any new work on Friday, because

stairs  Yes, she could not be mistaken,
they were the steps of her boy ! The door they believed it to be an unlucky day !

of her room flew open and her son rushed It is curious to observe how many such
in. silly superstitions have gained a foothold

at Mrs. Somers and sank again on the

‘Mother, mother !* he cried, flinging |in the world. Sailors consider it ill-lucl
his arms eagerly around her ‘I came as | to whistle during a storm, as they think

|
— » goon a# I could. And oh! mother 1|this would be sure to increase it. On the
‘ALl it is her—her writing,’ Fpﬂlk-'hwe brought grandfather 'with me See,’|other hand, duting the prevalence of g

handing him a restorative.

he cried. calm, they whistle for wind to s them
She looked behind her son, scarcely S peed

elieving her own eyes. 1ere, just be- . .
hind her boy, stood her father. She rose The Jews consider the fourth day of the

up in bed ; she held out her arms. firs¢ month llff:k’ » since it ended thei
‘Father,’ she sobbed. captivity in Egypt, while the tenth of
‘Margaret, my child!” And then they|August was accounted ill-omened,

were locked in each other's arms and both | cause on that day the first temple was

were 1n tears. destroyed by Nebuchadnezzer, and six
‘I can die in peace now,’ she murmur- | huadred years later, the second temple, Ly

me.
He stopped reading and turned to look

‘Are you grandfather ¥’ said tne latter
timedly, ‘I think you must be, for moth-
er has a pieture she looks at and cries o-
ver, and it's like you.’

The letter fell again to the floor. But
this time it was because he opened his ed, after a while, as she clung to her Titus,

arms and the boy catching the meaning, | father's breast, since you have forgiven Louis XI., of France, thought it a bad
4 L X .

came to him. me. You will promis¢e to take care of :
‘You won’t let her die, will you ?’ said | Thornton ?’ . omen if anybody spoke to him on Holy

the boy, looking piteously into the old| <Die! eried her father, rising holt up- Innocent’s Day,
gentleman’s face. right, and fairly lifting her from the bed,| A8 four of the Tudor line of monarchs
‘Die, die I’ he cried, rising up: and | 1l th la w : .k | had died on Thursday. (begi ing with
e, ! » TISING Up; and all the strength of his youth coming back ¥, (beginning wi
his voice and air were that of youth. ‘She |in that supreme moment. ‘You shall not | Henry VIIL.), this day of the week began

shall not die. Where is the carriage? I [die. You are going home with us; we|to be regarded with superstitious fear.
will go at once and she shall come home | have brought blankets, food, everything. From very ancient times Friday has

| The risk is not SO great as runmiuing an- | been called unluck and is often spoken
‘almost angrily, and he turned toward the !l:-ther night here ; physicians—the best— | o aq llangman’syi)ay " .

door, where the feotman now appeared iahall be called in. No, you shall not die ! I could fill quite a good sized volume

with the earriage. You have not come home to dic.’
"The carriage awaits, sir,” said the ser-|  Nor did shedie. OQur simple story has abouc such superstigions, but I shall be

vant. already been too long in the telling, or Otjlfge"l “o confine wyself toa single point.:
‘Get your cloak and bonnet, Mrs. Som- | we might narrate how the sense of rest Friday as an unlucky day.  ‘To show the

ers, a few blankets—a bit of food —there’s | and peace that grew up in her now, the|absudity of this notion, I will mention

not a mit:!ute to lose. Good God! Mar-|gkill of the best physicinns, and the |few facts in Adefican ITistory.

guret dying, and we wasting our tihwlknuwlcdge that her boy's future was as-| _Ouw Friday, August 31st, 1492, Colum

here. No, my brave little fellow, your|gured, all combind to work a ecure that, ﬁuut sail on his great voyage of discov-
mother shall not die.’ otherwise, might have been regarded as|eop

In a few winutes, during which the [almost miraculous. th:%r
I.'lmughtful Mrs. Somers had pl‘ﬂ&’idﬂd ﬂ* Tg.l_lny there 18 no more beautiful WO~

1t was on Friday, October 12th,

‘he | saw land, in this western
hemispheére.”

 biscuit und gome hot tea for the bov, the | man of her years in that great city than

little party set forth.  While the carriage | Margaret. She lives only for her father On Frhlggy January dth, 1403, he start.
is rolling over the anow, its destination

; ‘ | and boy ; they eome, at least, before ev- Tl on his m voyage, and had it not
'bclr.g ouc of the most obscure streets of erything else. But she does not exclude | "6¢" Prosperous, the knowledge of his
'the great metropolis, let us say a few | herself entirely from society. 'To the se- ’d'”‘-‘ﬂ""zvﬂwld have been lost ; and the

words about the daughter. (.-'ﬁl_ il Year of our Republic might

Margaret Ascot had been one of Bhose ve been celebrated for some time to
sweet-tempered, sympathetic natures that

everybody loved. Beautiful, accomplish-
ed, weathly and well born, she had erowds

of suitors, but at nincteen she turned from green in her heart and ever will be : and | x : _
: . ‘ . . ’ ' o 1’: -
|all, and gave her heary to a penniless¥ov- though men of high station and even nber 22d, 1493, he landed at 1is

[ |

rer.  Jhis was not beecause she was t&l- | world-wide celebity would woo her, if she < _--'m,--bh;f’c;md VD{;BB‘:‘:](IAR{BI'IOR.
‘ishly remantie, like so many others, ut | would to be the light of their home, they | .., s riday, February the 22d, Georg
because her suitor was worthy of hed i | know, one and all, that her first and last | gugn was born,
ﬂ\'ﬂl"y “'uy ﬂxﬂ{!pt ri(.'ll(fii. }'H was b’ lU\'(! Iil‘.‘i hurimj in thllt« l”n"ly grave on ﬁ ATV al'llly Blll'remleﬂ.‘d atn Silm.
& poor music teacher, an Italian exil the blue shores of the Riviera, to which | tog Eriday, October 7th, 1777. On
for this in days now fortunately long dgv every year or two, she wakes a pilgrim- ! Fridt ‘t ptember 4th, 1780, the treason
before Italy was free, and to be an Italfun nge. of ATiol was discovered. It will

.

P

lect and cultivated circle of which she is
the ceater and chief ornament, she gives
freely of her varied accomplishments and

of her exquisite charm of manner. But ' mbus reached Spain in safety, Fri-
the memory of her dead husband is still atch 15th ; and again, on Friday,

patriot meant banishment or life-long R TR e Ll L BN 1 enouglgip give one date more: Friday,

prisonment, or cven death. ¥, A GOOD HEART. OctobelR®th, 1781, was the day that Lord

Andrea Fillippo had, when hardly mded 1 Corowig@le delivered up hLis sword at
than a boy, joired 11 the insurrection There was a great master among the Yorktowle: So much for Friday as an

58, and had been compelled after ifs]|Jews who bade bis schlars cousider and : (328
 failure to fly the country, He had come | tell him whut a man should always strive unlucky . God’s good providence

!to America and being penniless, had beehp }for. Oue came and said that there wae watches gBSF us always, by night and by
 compelled to take up the first pursuit that [nothing better than a good eye, whicli is, [ 44Y ; ARSENS may attend to our business,

offered itself. In his own land nearly ews | in thei_r lau_g_uugu, a liberal and content. | Or eng . ) harmless pleasures, wichout
erybody had s0me knuwledgﬁ of lllllﬁi(ﬁ'ﬂd dIHPUBIPlUﬂ. Another said a gllﬁd ﬂtﬂllpiﬂ - 18k the 'ul’ queﬂt-lon whether
but Audrea was an amatevr of more than Companion 1s the best t_lling in the world. {the day is lue y Or not,

ordinary merit, and he naturally beecame | third said a good neighbor was the best| ¢ 1y ) thy ways acknowledge Ilim,
s teacher of singing. Margaret Ascot|thing he could desire, and a fourth pre- | 4nd He shall direct thy path.” (Proverbs
wus his favorite pupil. Ile saw in herfferred a man that could foreseo things to iii, 6),—J. Nxx..ﬁl the Young Church-

everything that youthful manhood in its § come—that I8, & wise person. Dut at
highest type admires ; she saw in him 4 {'H‘ :" C“mt:fc l'..lcuz|ur. ﬂ:ld he !lmid 8 good
hero and a martyr. Compared with the [heart was better than them al!,

prosaic young ni:u of buﬁi{:uus orthecold, }  *True,’ said the master, *thou Last com-| & 1e sat I8 8 rallway car. His bead
calculating lawyers, or the idle men of|prehended in two words all that the rest | Va8 thickljiovered with a mass of red
fashion, who constituted the bulk of her Enve ¢aid ; for he that hath a good heart hair. DBehi im in a seat was a man
admirers, he was a prinee in disguise, a|will be both contented and a good neigh-| with hardly™ang bair on his head, He
young god. bor, and easily sce what is fit to be done | said to him— ™

Parents do not sufficiently make al- by him,’ ‘‘ I guess you wﬁm‘t around when they
lowances for the imaginative elements in Let every man, then, seriously labor | dealt out hair yAt I

their daughters. 'l'iwy fancy that at|to find himseclf a sincerity and upright-| « Op yes uf was "’ replied Lald head
nineteen girls can feel as their mothers do | ness of heart at all times, and that will |.. but they Id e “me a lot of red hair‘
.2 '

at forty ; that the dry husks of a matter | save him an abundance of their labor. s
of-fact life are sufficient for them. It is e L, T Wi gﬁ? 'I, told them*t@ throw it into the ash

so, and Mr. Ascot, though a sensible man
in other respects, could not understand -
why his daughter was cold to her wealthy changes in Japuu, it is now announced by 2# John Banniglees, the comedian,
lovers and had given her heart to the|® late proclamation, that the six regular was presented to apioid \ady proud of an-
exile. resting days of each month are hereafter cient and noble .kl The old lady ask-

When Margarct, bopeless of altering |dbolished, and that the number of resting | ed a wit of the - who was ‘Kl‘ﬁlﬁm-
her father’s opinion, fiually eloped with [days is reduced to four a month, which | ‘Who are, »? Are they of a
her lover, his wrath kuew no bounds.— |are made to correspond with the Christian | good fanfil! ¥

He refused to answer her letter announc- | Sabbath. The Japanese are also adopt-| ‘Yes,’ saNIvne ‘very good indeed;
ing the marriage ; and when, a few weeks | ing the custom of using the latter part of |they are close ‘ 1 with the

later, she came in person, he had her lit- Saturday for rest and recreation. It is| Sairs.’

erally thrust from the door. said that all the forel ‘Ob,’ said the IgfB4a very ancient
. : gners in Japan are . " ’ )

After vainly trying to get some other | 1.1 clited with this new atrangement. {nmlly o{- Ay rstur R back ",1460'
employment—for Mr. Ascot’s influence am delighted to ur friend.

nuan,

'I‘ &y

RESTING DAYs.—Among the national -

—— = d--*

..-"' o ¥

: : But we are assured by some of our papers |
deprived Andgea of all his pupils—the
yoﬁng counle ﬁent abroad ul:. awhile | that foreigners, at Philadelphia, will be
they lived in London; but afterward {disgusted if we do not throw open the
Aundrea returned to ltal y and there strug- exhibition and keep all the vast machin-

‘8% ‘My dear ETEFsaid Mr. Ess:
man to a young lady D smiles he w
secking, ‘I have lonjimished for th

peuniless ; she hag : nly woney qnouglt 0| every day of the week. We have nothing myself now to spg
EAJ' her passage | America, whither she [, the country more characteristic and|wy palpitating | *

ad resolved to come, in hopes by o last significant than our Christian Sabbath, | you, my dear Kty
and it would be a pity and a shame if we | tenderly ; your swll

iﬁ-p

to
most

was & winter voyage, and Margaret caught

flammation of the lungs. 8he could only show the world that we are ready to sur-

; ili tly, * with' that
was & baby and her mother was alive.— |crewl feebly to the nearest lodging on the [render our most cherished habits and len, smiling sweetly, ‘go on with{ihal

officer, ‘but not| How are you feeling now, sir ¥’ night she landed—a miserable attic. wmost precious privileges.

If the station house only wasn's| This last sentence was addressed toher
Ahl maybe they'll take him | master, who, with & deep drawn sigh, o-

pened his oyes. liver it, as she was too ill to go out her-|oovered that the severe illness of a little
carriage had dash-| ‘What—what i; the matter E‘ he said, |self. 2 Knowi:}i.g h‘;’“ Mll;. Al:o?lt 'Ilflld A bty v e »
vacantly from one to the other. |out during the ddy, she had deferred
temember,” putting his band tu|sending the lad until toward nightfull; stockings dyed with a solution of plerie| wy,io, o hud heard wonders.

olose
house, footman » lookin
coach door was flung|‘Yes, |
in a fur|bhis brow, ‘Mar

— who, during bis episode, had entirel
&Vﬂﬂl cobsciousness and was no:

looking with a strange sort of wounder at
Mr. Ascot

‘Ploase, sir,’ said the lad, sceing hLe

pretty talk.’

&& An English doctor, traveling in the
East, was excessively anxious to incrense
his reputation at home by learning ce
tain native methods of treating disense:

The next day Margarct wrote a note to ——————— e e
her father, trusting it to her boy to deliv-| gar A physician in Utica; N. Y., dis-

boy was owing to the wearing of brown

but hardly had he left before she began acid. This picric acid is not used alone occasion, when on the confine 4

servant's| His eyes wandering about foll on the|to think of the perils he ran alone in that|for Purely brown stockings. It iy also| et Desert, he asked an ok

ot city. Perhaps, sho Maid to herself, [used to dye striped hose in which that| . ywigt 4o you do with thetiiel
¢ had fullen down sowe opsn srea; per-|color appears. But all brown stockings| ). they can't |

baps he sank cold and insersible in some |are not poisoned. There is one sure test| ) . e . |
; 4

bank of snow. When eight o’clock struck | to apply to deteot its presence, Btookings tch the )
from & ueighboring steeple, and still her|dyed with it, placed between the teeth -

attracted the old wan’s eye, *‘can you bozidid not retarm, she became almost| .4 against the tongue, impart a bitter

we where Mr. Ascot lives? I was to|wi

= | 80 0 him—only I lost my way—mother's | still no son. She listened intensely for
very siok—and she’s had nothing to eat |the sound of his feet, but she beard noth-

o il B

olock
Ordor the oar-(down into the. ket and was almost on| “W

ing but the roar of the storm. At last| 27" Ata medical examination a young [ ™

a¢r anxiety, and fear rose to frensy ; she|aspirant for a sician's diploms was
18 UL hzrbo was dead. Elo:on 0'- uLd: phy e .
2t : Ihr candle had burned| **When d¢
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