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"@0D BLESS YOU.”

BY AGLA,

——
L]

How sweetly fall those loving words,
Upon the weary heart ;

When friends endeared by strongest ties,
Yet doomed by fate to part.

You fondly mess the hand of t!0s8e
Who thus in love caress you,

W'hen forth to other lands he goes,
An parting says : ** God bless you, "

tGod®less you. Ah, long years ago,
1 heard the mournful phrase ,
ken ome, whom I so dearly loved,
ent from my dreamy gaze,
Now blinding tears full thick and fast,
I mourn my long lost treasure ;
While-echoes of the heart bring Lack,
That farewel]l prayer—**God bless you,

\

The mother sending forth her boy,
d'o scenes untried and new,
fBids not good-bye in studied speech,
Or murmurs forth ** adieun.”
she sadly says, between her sobs,
Whene’er misfortunes press you,
To thy mother, boy, come back !
Then parting sighs, *God bless you,”

It breathes more of expressed love,
‘Than volumes without number ;
Reveal we thus our trust im Ilim,
Whose eyelids never slumber.
I ask in parting, no long speech,
Set forth in stately measure ;
But give to me the dear old words,
50 sweet—so sad—** GGod bless you, "
—Marlboro' Gazelte.

ONE YEAR APART.
Bright sun above a rippled sea,
A txll sail less’ning down the sky,

And low waves singing merrily,
With none to hear but she and 1.

L

A few ot words, ** Iow sweet to float,
Along the line of shining shore,

And slowly, in a sailless boat,
Drift ou into the evermore,

‘¢ And carry there this picture fair,
The sea and sky and smiling land,
y With not a thought of toil or eare;
Going, like children, hand in hand.”

at was a year ago to-day,
_J'or her the boat has left the shore,
And\now her footsteps slowly stray
- Theé bright puths of the eveimore,

And 1-3-the sun and sky and sea,*
 And Jow waves singing on the sand,

Scem sajving that she waits for me
“Jn thal fur-off, yet nearing land.

— Thomas S. Collier.
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ALRIGHT THOUGHLT.

BY J. W. B,

e
L

«Life was duRll—life was very dull for
Jack Gerard. \ A bright, active, well-
cultured young) fellow, set down by fate
in the dullest agd most commonplace of
little towns, ar@ chained there by the in-
exorable vecessi®y of earning his lving.
The idea was od\pus,

1t was raining ) the sky was dull, the
streets misty, the) plank sidewalks slip-
pery with slime. hare was a horse mir-
ed at the corner ; &an alarm of fire break
ing out, and nof fire engine in the
place.

Jack sulkily adjlysted hie eravat as he
looked out at the whudow upon this state
of"things as existildg Hower. What if
the horrible little ngdw place burned down,
wouldn't it be a thing? No, that
would not do. He fuuet work or starve,

sind he had been apfpointed to a very good |

situation in this objjectionable place, this
distasteful new Western town.

jle took his hat fud went down to the
office. l.l:f telegraph {post of which he was

operator.
p&)?ﬂml day—bare), chilly—he was so

|
h

I And now Ilmnﬂr—-pnnr little Homer— | Which his heart was set. Previous to her! proportionately large and as squarely ﬂat] Bonapartist quand meme, and am enchan-‘
place, marriage she said to her father ; * Supmse:
and he was a new man. He had his for- [ the First Consul should refuse to rerei\'el
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looked desirable. It was a new

tune to make. He had come West, from | me ¥’

‘“* Do not fear,” he replied ;

with this end in view. His grumbling |ter »
and discontent looked very foolish now.

as an Indian’s reverence and benevolence
being undeveloped. Coldly quiet in voice |

manner, there was in his reticence a sug-
gesiion of reserved force exceedingly
attractive.”
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ted at the homage paid by six millien
voices to his memory in voting an Tinpe-

; “ynu.ﬁaml greeting, simple and highbred in rial President ; the prestige of the name | following truthful language :
the wornout acres of his sncestral home, |shall come back to me an honored daugh- |

has elected a Prince who has my most
ardent wishes for #n empire,’"

Then she

“HOLD UP YOUR IHUSBAND.” HOUSEWIFERY.

A woman writing upon the subject of
o ' <
'hard times, addresses her sisters in the| . Moo ox Carsve.-—To keep mold from

(rising on catsup or pickels, add a tea-

“Well, what's to be done about it ?— Hnﬂllpflll of gruuml horse-radish to cvery
' . |quart.

Such times kill energy, hope, enterprise.

|

He had been once well off,
Of couree

While in Martinique Jetome Bonaparte
sald to a former resident of Baltimore : |
**Ah! il me faut un marriage de coven-

She also contracted a warm friendship |

“To all some rain must fall,
Some days must be dark and dreary,” | and I know the most beautiful woman

and he ought to have been pluckly and|in the woild, whom you must marry—
much better satisfied while he was doing | Miss Elizabeth Patterson, of Baltimore, "’

well, The wooing was ardent, but Patterson,

‘What a fool I’ mentally anathematizing wise in his generation, sent Miss Betsey

h.."“w."' He ouly wished ho had lost his|, Virginia, which ruse had the desired
situation, he would ask nothing better for

the present. But there was no use in
idle regrets, he would try not to whine.

declaration on her retuin. Mrs. Patter-

And be wouldu’c treat Miss Dacy like q (800 Yyielded a reluctant consent. The

marriage, the preliminaries of which are

bear. He would go down and say
historieally fumiliar, was celebrated in her

good-bye to ier. She had been polite to
him,

S0 he walked down to the office in the
spring suushine. As he entered the door,
|the familiar clicking made him a little
homesick.

Miss Mary Dacy was employed with the
| reception of a message. She was a slight
little thing, with braids of her own uatu-
ral hair and some bLite of curls hanging
above her eyes. But a wore dignified li
tle lady he nad seldom seen.  She under-
stood her busimess perfect, too, uwudispu-
tably.

When she was at leisure she turned and
spoke t) him.

‘Miss Dacy, 1 called to bid you gond-
bye. I am going Fast in the morning,’
waid Jazk,

Miss Dacy did not speak. She looked
(troubled, Jack colored a little; he thought
she was vroud,

But suddenly she looked up, with sweet,
regretful eyes,

]1

Misses Brown, great folk of that day, and
no groomsman,

Jerome had imported for her a superh
trosseau, but her bridf_ll attire was a sim-
ple India Muslin, @ostly with old lace, a

wof pearls encireling her throat—‘‘a
own I had frequently worn, for I partic-
ularly wished to avoid vulgar display; and
truth to say,there was as little as possible
'u( any gown at all, dress in that day
, being chiefly an aid in setting off beauty
to advantage.” These bridal garments
are still preserved, as well as Jerome’s
wedding suit of laced and embroidered

H

sKirts reaching to his heels—knee-breeches
and diamond buckles.

In

1805 she induced her husband to

for Iurope to be wrecked before reaching
the Capes. lIHer courage saved the party,

*Mr. Gerard, it secems very hard that
you should be turned out of your situa-
lit:n. You see, I know how it is,” she| for she insisted that Lthe vessel should be
said. _ deserted. She f1ell into the sea while

Jack did not know what sort of a reply endeavoring to reach the boat, but was

to wnke ut this. : fished out and reached shore, where, to
‘1 am very sorry,’ she murmured, leok- _ ‘ _
jog st him her pious aunt’s horvor, instead of thank-
‘I ueeded the place,’ replied Jazk, ing lleaven, she fell to a hearty meal of
| bluntly. roast goose and apple sauce, Setting out
‘And 1 neceded again, they reached Lisbon, where Jerome
|answered, earnustly, deseited her. Apprehensive of personal
“n*ril, she sailed for England, where Pitt

|

the place, too, she

‘And I am a wo-
man.’

‘Women otght not to be doing publie
service ; they ought to be laken care of
exclaimed Jack.

‘By whom 7’

{

crowds that pressed to see her disembark.
Al Camberwell her son, Jerome Napoleon
‘By their husbands.’ Bonaparte was lmrfl, and his father sent
‘But I haven't any husband.’ her a thousand guineas, with which she
They looked straight at each other.— began life anew, as her father refused.
Miss Dacy a little indignant, Jack a lit- when two months later she returned to

tle frightened by what he had said. But| Baltimore, to keep faith with her as to

through the alarm and bewilderment and | her marriage settlement.
| pain of the woment, Jack saw how sweet- Hardship and poverty did not daunt
ly E"?“J’ Mary Dacy was, and—Jack had | or gpirit,  When Jerome, after his mar-
a bright thought—he nerved himself, riage with the Princess Catherine of
md‘;gok a leap in th.c durk._ | Wurtemburg, offered her the principality
‘Miss Dacy, you wight have a husband.| ', '
Will you marry me ¥’ of hm.alcnld and $40,000 a }:I"ill‘, al:e‘ made
Mary Dacy looked at him penetrating- | the witty answer that ** Westphalia was
ly. He had a handsome, wanly face of | doubtless a considarable kingdom but not
hir own, bad Jack. Ile heard her cateh | large enough to hold two queens,”’ an
her breath ; but then her answer came|answer which so pleased Napoleon that
‘calmly. he asked what he could do for her, gave
‘Possibly T might.’ ‘ her £20,000 and an annuity of £12,000
Jack did uot leave Homer. The next (paid regularly *ill his abdication) and
promised to make her a Duchess, Her

week he was rcappointed  He is there
condition of acceptance was the signing of

now. Mary Dacy is hiz wife. Waen tit
a bright thought? For they are both so _ '

the receipt ** Elizabeth Bonaparte.”? Je-
rome complained of her refusing aid from

happy.

him to take it from his brother, received
the retort that she preferred *‘shelter
beneath the wing of the eagle to suspen-
sion from that of the goose.” Mme,
Bonaparte now applied to the Maryland
Legislature for a divoree, which was at
once granted, an action as a4 matter of
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JEROME BONAPARTE'S WIFE.

Mme. Patterson Bonaparte's story is

well known in its main features, that is to
say ; but these, interesting as they are,
are not more interesting than the count-
'less incidents which haye from time to

lance,””* “*Not 80,” rejoined the lady ;

effect, piquing the lover into an immediate

purple satin—the white satin-lined pointed |

sent & military escort to keep off the

|

|

'

|

front Napoleon’s wrath, and they sailed | Years, butignored him in his will which

|lady, whose beauty, vivacity and wrongs
ﬂha\'e juspired so many writers and so

tired of it! This sfort of thing wasn't

living; it was existin)g after the most mea- |she lived with kings and princes, phi.

ful;ion.h

bie freight agent ¢

ﬁf‘ﬂ:} was alwgys whistling, but
then Rosely had a prejity wife and a cot-

tage home of L.is own-f-all paid for, a nest
nest of » place set in Pice green lawn and
shaded by trees.

b | nly. G'mrd. yolu'er going to lose
r place’
:oualy stopped whilstling to say this to
ac

k.
OsWhet 43 yod wmoam, Rosely I’ adked
Jack.

‘Dacy, the superintgndent, is going to

m& here3-Mary Dacy—my

er. 8hd hada lotter from
Mary herself. She says she’s been learn.

:.E ;lﬁwozﬂ hay beeu sppginted to

be set aside for the
Juck grew aagry fimmediately, as be

mll:l}. t}u I uality 05 IIIQB soxvs !

i1 had & fanjily. gow u

gm & dozen. chily rzm cut off for lp ':101;
¥

gitl! But ]} don’t believe it 1s
troe.’

me in, whistling. | er a perpetual curiosity and romance,”

of three generations,

policy questionable since she could better
have guarded her son's interests by ignor-
ing Jerome’s alliance with the Princess,
the Pope stoully refusing to nullify the
previous marriage,

time been given to the public by her friends
There is a most
rendiable article concerning this venerable

l

Mme. Bonaparte always expresses en-
thusiasm for the Ewmperor. During her|
residence in Paris after the Restoration
Louis XVIIIL made known his wish to|
see her at court. This honor she declin-|
ed, ‘*not wishing to pose as a vietim of
imperial tyranny. She had accepted the
Ewmperor’s kindness, and ingratitude was
not one of her vices," Napoleon spoke of
her talent with admiration tinged with
regret for the shadow Le had cast over
her life. Mme, Bonaparte bore no malice
to Jerome. What touching professions of
fidelity he sent her !—letters unsurpassed
it tenderness, ** Jerome loved me to the
last,”” says Mme, Bonaparte, *‘lle]
thought me the handsomest woman in the|
world, and the most charming. Afier|
his marringe he had made a portrait of

much sympathy, of whom Lady Morgan
has aptly said, *‘ She belongs to history 3

losophers and artiets; and there is about

in Lippincott’s Magazine for September,

She was the daughter of William PPat-
terson, son of a Donegal farmer, and
clerk to a Philadelphia shipping merchant,
who with 820,000 acquired by importing
powder and ammunition in the early
days of the Revolution and in the West
Indian trade, laid the foundation of his
million-dollar fortune in Baltimore, lle
was—notwithstanding the complacent
self-landation of his will—a man by no
means mwpeccable in morality, and in his

faanily elase and arbitiary.
He gratifled his wife’s wish by import-

iDg a carriuge, and because there was no

wention of horses jn the contract it ve-| Catherine.” Amoung the throngs of lovely

women who entered Paris after Wauterloo
she was no inconspicuous figure, Por-
ent Scoteh-Irish race, that has done so| traits and eontemporaries represent her as
much to build up Pennsylvania, and, ten-| uncommonly beautiful, and she wus one
der, religious and well-cultured, sk.e wade| of the social sensations and successes of
Mme, Patterson Bonaparte familiar at an|the time,

eurly age with Freneh and English classic] Mme. Becamier was anxious that she

mained in the coach house till his death,
This wife came of the sturdy, independ-

with Lady Morgan, and many of her let-

ters are to be found in Lady Morgan’s out of her inheritance from her *‘rich

** Memoirs.” 1In one she speaks of her
sadness, the cause of which she does not
know, unless it be the recollection of her
sufferings, and adds: **I think the best
thing for me is to return to iy dear chi'd.
[ Jove him so entirely thut seeing him
may render my feelings less poignant,
Any inconveniences are more supportable
than being separated from one's ehildren.
How much more we love them than our|
husbands ! the latter are often so sellish

|

father’s house on Christmas Eve, 1503, ;Hml cruel ; but children cannot foree  life Mme, Bonaparte has lived secluded
There were only two bridesmaids, the |mothers from their affection.” Tom | from

Moore she saw, but she did not ‘take’
with him. *“ Even quarrels with one’s
husband,” she writes in another letter,
‘* are preferable to the ennui of a solitary
existence,” and she goes on to speak of |
her having no useful occupation for her
leisure hours, which was the truth, as she
never had any accomplishment in any
branch of art. Later letters testify'to her
devotion to her son ; of offers of marriage
to which she was indifferent ; of her nar-
row escape from ruin by her commercial
speculations (1819—when she went with
her boy to Geneva); and of the fact of her |
ex-husband’s positive 1efusal to pay any
part of the necessary expenditure on behalf
of their child, King Jerome subgequently
allowed his son 8100 a month for .seven

Mme. Bonaparte vehemently but unsuc-
cessfully contested, (Napoleon 1I1., at
the sauine time, cut off his cousin’s pension
of £14,000, though he still recognized his
relative at court, The gradson, Captain
Bonaparte, received his pension of §6,000
till the decheance,)

The Duke of Wurtemberg, uncle of
King Jerome’s second wife, met Mme.
Bonapare, who fascinated him, and lieard
him say to his wife that Jerome had made
a mistake—heen a fool to quit her, Je-
rome received his son at Rome, and treated |
the boy most kindly, He was also re-
ceived with maternal Kkindness by tlwl
princess, who went two leagues to meet |
him, and taking his face between her
hands said tearfully: ** Q! my child, I am
the innocent cause of all your ills.!’ She
evineed always the utmost interest in her
predecessor,

Mme. Bonaparte’s last meeting with her
husband was at the Pitti Palace, in Flor
ence, in 1822, when, in passing through
the gallery in all the bravery of those days
(% 1ich silk dress ** half way to the knee,”
displaying dainty prunella shoes; a gauze
hat, about three feet in circamference,
with high-wired bows ; a erimson cash-
mere shawl and a large, green velvet reti-
cule), she was troubled at the persistent
gaze of a handsome man whose likeness to
her son was amazing, till it flashed upon
her that it was her husband of nearly
twenty yeurs belore,  Heasked an attend-
ant who was that beautiful woman.
*“*You should know her; it is your first
wife,”” Jerome started, and with a Imr-ll
ried whisper to the Princess Catherine
they left the gallery, the two dis-crowned
queens being face to face for an instant,
Next day, as Mme, Bonaparte was driv-
ing in the Cascino, Jerome nearly fell
from his earrviage in leaning out to cateh
a glimpse of her—his last. Mme. Bona-
parte’s reception at the court at Florence
wils 80 kind that, #he records, she would
have buist out erying but for fear of spoil®
ing a lovely satin gown and making a
scene. Diplomats vied in their compli-
ments. ‘' If she were queen how grace-
fully she would reign,’ said Talleyrand.
‘* Had she been near the throne the allies
would have found it more diflicult to dis-
rose of Napoleun," said Gortschakofl,
still her friend. ** She charms with her
eyes while she flays with her tongue,*’ said
Count Crillun, The Duke of lll;u.'*l-:inglnnun4
and Chandos in his ** Memoirs * pays tri-
bute to her talent, piquant charm and
‘*“untarnished name '’ while ber enemy,
Prince Napoleon—Plon-Plon—thus char-
acterizes ber: ** Ambitious, of tireless
spirit and stainless reputation,”

In 1839, Mme. Bonaparte writes to
Lady Morgan from PParis : * Death, time
and absence have left me hardly an ac-
quaintance. 1 have grown fat, old and

mistake. I bave exactly the talent to ap-
preciate the powers of others.” ** Lady
Moigan,” says Mme. Bonaparte, ** was
brilliant in wit, good natured and flatte:-
ing; short, with sparkling eyes ; her hair
close cut, in dark curls. ** Why is it,”
she said to me, *‘*that you speak French

oined Rosely, oon-|jiterature, so that, not having seen the|should know Mme. de Stael, but Muwe, | perfectly, but English with sueh an A-

| book for three-quusrters of a century, the| Bonaparte declined, **for the authoress of | merican draw] ?*’

was turned out of Lis |« Night Thoughts,” learned

for Miss Mary Dacy,
o superintendeut, Tﬂ.

ed, and Jack prepared to
"- i

jutter could repeat whole pages of the|'Covinne,’’" said she, ** would ‘ind me »
at ten, and| pretty fool, and I don’t want to be killed
Rochefoucayld’s ** Maxima' by heart.]|off at Paris with sach a mot.”” De Stael
She possegsed a quiek, logicul mind and| however, saw her, looked at her fixedly
prodigious memeory, while years developed| for # moment, said, ‘‘ yes, yes, she s

‘** For the same reuson
probably that yours is a brogue,' —one of
the miseries of her life. Mme. Bonaparte
is a strong lImperialist, In a letter of
1849 she writes from Baltimore lamenting
her evil chance at being born there. ‘‘So-

of course. |Wit, fascinating manners and woman’s| very, very pretty,” and walked away. At|ciety and eonveisation,” she adds, ** be-
knew. 'T.“. wos |€rown of beauty. This gifted child was| Puris she met Wellington, *‘short, erect, | long to older countries,” and she expresses

ready for him.

-
raioy day in ew

repressed by her father with strauge bit-| spare of figure, with long, pale fuce, thin
terness, She had barely reached woman-|lipped, obstinate mouth, small light eyes,

hopes that Franee will not let her brilli-
ancy be put under the extinguisher of a

‘Alas !’ you suy, ‘IfI were bat a man,’
ete. Thisis the cant of absurd, unfemi-
nine ambition und discontent, Thank |
(tod, who has made you a woman ; who
 has placed you in a sheltered position ;
who has interposed between you and the
harsh contact of life and enterprise, the
devotion and strength of man. Sit back
in your curtained house, where you need
sec only your own—yours by every tie of
affection and blood ; yours in tenderness
and sympathy—where you are, or may be,
as supreme as r1oyalty itself—-and glory in
your empire! But dare not to be idle
there. Your hands, if they are dainty
and white, were not made to handle silks
and laces alone ; nor is the quick brain,
which throbs under your smooth brow, or
flashes frow your dark eyes, to be fed by
romance and fiction. Verily, you'er a
mission outside the domestie requirements
of home: Hold your husband up! Yes,
cven you, who so often feel that you must
lean heavily upon his strength and love. |
Hold bim up! The day may come (it
comes to all svoner or lator) when ynurl
hands must do this work-—your Leart
must bear its burden as well as hLis. A
day may come when, in bitterness and |
disappuintment, he will eall himself a fail
ure—when he believes meu so call him.
You know him otherwise—you know him
brave, patient, true and good, but not in-
fallible. Men grow strangely weak when

goes on to complain that she has all her !
life been tortured and mortified by pecu-
niary difliculties, and huving been cheated |

and unjust ”* father, has an income of only
ten thousand dollars. Neither the climate
nor **the freezing social convenance’ of |
England pleased Mme, Bonaparte, though
she was received with mueh distinetions |
‘* Abroad, these fair insulars unbend and
are charming,’ she says, **‘but at all time.
[ have found Englishmen of birth the
best bred and most agreeable to mein the
world. "

Simmee her withdrawal from European !

society. DBaltimore's shrewdest
banker says that he knows ‘“‘no man
capable of creating legitimately, with so
small a capital, the large fortune amassed
by Mme. Bonaparte.”” She has no kind
of accomplishment in any branch of art,
and although her love of study remains,
her fast increasing blindness deprives her
of the resource., ller diary, if ever given |
to the publie, will have the effect of a
shower of cayenne; but her INAGRWITTI O)US,
which discretion wiil probably forbid
seeing the light, is entitled ** Dialogues of
the Dead,” the scene being laid in Hades,
where her father and King Jerome
rehearse her story. Ier wit is still very
incisive, her conversation replete with
interest, her memory retaining minutely
every incident and figure of the wondrous
diorama that has unrolled before her eyes
close upon a hundred years,

Let him sec and feel that your judgement,
the court above all the rest, indorses Lim.
Sthow him that you believe in him—that
on this trust you rest for your little ones
aud yourself. Keep hLis heart warm with |
cenfidence and approval. Tell him boldly
that with Lhim at the helm, your domestig
| happiness cannot be wrecked. Keep his
thoughts at home. Don't let him leok too
| far out at sca, fearing storms and breakers.
' More than one wan has been saved, help-
ed, rescued by his wife's unfailing faith.
‘L eunnot be less, thau she thinks me,” he
says ; and new shod, he begins the battle
ouce more. Here i1s your mission, my
sister—here your duty—here your suf-
irage.  Keep the briars of this teasing
world from pricking your husband’s and
brothers’ hearts at home. They zan’t
staud the thrust outside, if they know the
oil of faith and love meets them within,
Beware of pensive looks and plaintive re-
murks. Beware of the *‘little foxes that
spoil the vines,” and you will find a mis-
sion as noble, rights as unlimitel, and a
torm us well platforwed, as any recal-
eitrant contestant of * Womuv's Rule.””

— - - > - -
SATURDAY NIGHT.

Awmong the maultitudes of suggestions
for spending Sunday in a profitable way,
we say that Saturday has a close connec-
tion with it.  Saturday night 18 one of
the resting pluces in the journey of life,
when it becomes every wan to settle his
accounts,

1. Nettle with the world. 'The business
of a single week is casily reviewed-——its
mistaxcs may be casily rectified, its exper-
ience turned to good account, The man
of business should some tiwe on Saturday
look over his books, examine his out-
standing debts and sce that all is straight
and safe. This 15 all the more important
if his accounts are numerous. Great
watchfulvess is required if he would es.
cape cmbarrassment and trouble. He
who knows exactly how he stands every
Saturday night will not be lightly to live

|

|
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a poor man; or, if he does, he will hard-
ly ever be found in debt or in want,

2. Settle with conscience, Let him re-
view his words and his actions, his wo-
tives and fecling during the past week. —
If anything is seen 1o be wrong or defee-
tive (and who is he without faults 7), let
the remembrance of it be carried into the
next week, that a repetition of it may be
avoided. Lot hiw in prayer seek not on-
ly forgiveness for what has been amiss in
the past, but grace to do better the com-
ing week.

3. Settle wita the Lord's treasury,—
l‘:wr}' wan owes constant returns of urat-
itude to the Giver of all goods, 1sis not
meet to finish the settlement of Saturday
night by reviewing ull the mercies of the
week, and setting apart a portion of its
profits to serve some good cuuse that will
promote the glory of Him ‘who gave him-
self forus ¥  How much better and hap-
pier might life be with a down-nght hon-
est settlement every Saturday night !—
[low much brighter would Sundoy morn-

THE PRINCE OF WALES' INDIAN |
PRESENTS.
From a London Letter.

I doubt if Solomon ever saw anything
S0 gorgeous as this collection at Bethnal
Green, Fancy a whole large glass case
full of gold and silver gems, all ablaze
with diamonds! Imagine a bedstead
whose coverlet, pillows and curtains are
imade of India shawls of the finest texture
ever turned out from the looms of Cash-
mere! Conjure up a dressiug-gown com-
posed of the plamage off the backs of
millions of gorgeous-hued humming-hirds!
See for yoursell a palanquin of tortoise
shell, inlaid with gold, with downy cush-
ions covered with strange stuffs whose
woof seems as if it were diamonds, its web
rubies and emerals, One glass case 1s full
of jeweled swords, all of enormous value
and greal beauty. ‘The handsomest came

Murring.—Four eggs well beaten,
three Fints sour milk, teaspoonful of soda,
spoonful butter, one ounce lard ; bake in
small tins,

Burxs.—As soon as burned take and
hold in clear aleobol, which will take out
all the fire, suffer no pain from it, and
leaves no scar.

Givaer Caxe Puopixa.—Three cggs.
one-half cup of butter, one cup sugar, one
tablespoonful of ginger, one E!tnon, tea-
spoonful cinnamon : bake, and eat with
sauce.

Svear  GiNgernreap.—Two cups of
sugar, a cup of batter, cup of milk, balf
sweet and half sour, one-half tenu!monful
of soda, ginger; and flour sufficient to
roll into sheets.

Reymepy ror Pxeumonia.—Take a
flannel wrung out of a strong solution of
salcratus water as hot as can be borne,
and apply on the chest to the throat, and
it will reiieve in a short tiwme,

Lemox Pie.—Grate a good-sized lem-
on, and slice up thin, a eup of sugar, a
good spoonful of melted butter, two cups
of water, two svoonsful of flour, two eggs.
This will make two pies. A top crust
JA.,

For Toornacne.—8Spirits ot samphor,
ten drops ; oil of cloves, ten drops, chloe-

they doubt themselves. Now is the time |oform, fifteen drops ; spirits of ether, fif-
You know him far better than others. | teen drops ; apply to the cavity, or rub

the gum a lhttle. The cure o8 itnme-
diate,

NatL 1§y Foor.—As soon as the nail is
extracted apply bruised pcach leaves to
the wound. Confine with a bandage, asd
the cure is as if by magic. Renew tho
applieation twice a day :f necessary. One
is generally sufhcient.

Cnocorate Finuina.—One-half cske
Baker's chocolate grated fine, a cup of
sugar, one egg, milk enough to moisten,
a teuspoon venilla  Let all boil vogether
until quite thick, spread between cakes
while hot. This is always good.

Tomaro Toasr,—Stew the tomatoes
until smooth and thick ; season with but-
ter, poppor, salt, sugur, a pinch of clvves
and twe of cinnamen. Toast some slices
of dry bread until crisp, and brown ; but-
ter, lay on a platter, and pour the towa-
toes over thewm.

AN Excerrest Recerer ror Dovane
NUTS.—One pint of clabber milk, one
teaspoonful of soda one coffeecup of su-
gar, snd spice to taste—adding a little
salt, wake the dough only stiff enough to
roll and drop into %nt lard and fry to a
light brown. Thisis an excellent receipt
for doughputs

BoiLep Prppinag,—One cup molasses,
one cup suet chopped fine, one cup sour
milk in which a teaspoonful of soda is
well mixed, one cup of raisins or currants
and four cups flour: mix, and put in a
pudding-bag and steam for four or five
hours and serve with sauce.

Cunre vor A FELON.—Some rezommend
salt pork and spirits of turpentine ; but
were we to use the pok we should mix
some turpentine with a lhittle water, and
when just thick enough spread the pork
thickly with that, and bind it around the
finger; renewing the application as often
a8 necessary.

Boiuina Veceravres.—In boiling beef
and vegetables, put in a tea cup of vine-
gar into the pot when the water is cold,
and the beet will be mach tenderer, and
cabbage and beets better flavored and
will not fill the house with unpleasant

They ||

ing be ; how much more profitable the
whole day !
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DOING AN ERRAND.

There are two ways of doing an errand.
One 1 to go willingly and retarn quick-
ly, and the other is to go unwillingly, and
be as long a# you can about getting back
Some children never want to do anything
for anybody but themselves. If you call
them to drop a note for you in the post-
box, or run to a neighbor's with a mes-
sage, they invariably scowl and say,
*“Can’t sowebody clse go? 1'm busy
now.” And then little sister or brother
whose fect ure always ready to run on er-
ran-ds, steps up and says, 'l go. 1 ecan
do it.”  Whaut a beautiful spirit the will-
ing spirit is ! And it iv so lovely in little
children.

‘“Let me do it!” is the keynote to a

-

| loving character—Ilonging to be of use to

somebody. If you are wanted to do an
important erraud, fdrop everything and

0. You nced just such kiud of exercise
?f you are not a volunteer you nust be

me, which he ket hidden from the good | dull—good reasons for persons not to|diiven inte the service; but how much
| think me an intelligent listener,

leasanter it is to have the heart enlisted
to these friendly offices, than be sent off
becaure it ie your duty! Do you ever
offer to do un errund for auybody ? Or
do you wait until youare asked, and then
pout and shake your shoulders, and make
yourself sn disagreeable that it is seldow
one feels like soliciting a favor.

(Can you find in the Bible an account
of & man who, being sent on un errand,
wouldn’t take a mouthful to eat until he
had delivered his message !’ — Observer,

— .-—.-_--*- i-*l-P—--l——-l-—--- g

&F A countryman in Savannah, Ga,,
observedd that a gang of darkies wepe
working on the screets, each wearing a
ball and chain., He asked one of them
why that Lall was chained to his leg.
‘* To keep people from stealing it,”’ said
the darkey; ** heap of Lhieves about bere,

©Maryland State Archives msa_sc3326_scm8204-0403

from Delhi, and with its jeweled hilt
and scabbard and waist belt is valued at
§50,000,

smell. The vinegar will not aflect Jthe
taste of the feod.

Scarrored CorN axp Toamarors,—
Peel and slice ripe tomatves ; pluce in a
buttered pudding dish, with alternate lay-
ers of green corn cut from the cob. Sea-
son each layer of tomatoes with butter,
pepper, salt and u very little sugar : add
a litter chopped onion if liked, dust bread
crumbs over the top layer of tomatoes,
and bake an hour or longer in a wmode-
rate oven.

=i

¥ 0Oue day, in a Scotch country
church, a young man in the front of the
gallery had stood up several times, and
secemed, as it were, to be fond of exhibit-
ing his person to the congregution. Al-
though this is a habit by vo means un-
common in such places, it seemed to an-
noy the reverned gentleman. After look-
ing at bim severul times, he stopped the
thread of his discourse, and thus address-
ed him :

‘““Jock, my man, sit doon noo, for I'm
sure there’'s no a luss in a’ the kirk that
hasna seen twa or three times your pew
plush waist-coat,”

ViNeaar rros Hoxey. —Dissove honey
in water, in the proportion of four pounds
to a gullon, and expose the mixture to
the greatest heat of the sun, without clos-
irg wholly the bunghole of the cask,
which must be wercly covered with
coarse linen, to prevent the admission of
insects, In about six weeks the liguur
becowes ucid, and changes to a very
stroug vinegar, of excellent quality.
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" A member of a New York eclub
objected to the publication of the list of
the meeting-nights of the club—** Be-
cause,'’ suid he, **if it’s published, we
mwarvied men will have to account for the
off nights.”” The motion to publish wus
lost,

Craps BrowNED axp SERvVED 1IN ™I
SHELL.—Leave the great shell whole
wince all the fish, spred some parsle
mushrooms, or truflles, u little young o
on; fry these; put in the minced ¢
vith the inside bruiscd, some pep
salt, and grated lomon peel ; stir thi

g [t was at the Qavillion, Revere|bout, shake off some flour, snd add
Beach, the other evening, that a thirsty [ tle lemon juice, with some good g
and boosy individual, tramping the corri- let this simmer up; fill the shell or
dors round and round to find the bar, '"i;' "h“' bread ".":b'; lh“'“'
| exclaimed, ** It *pears to me there's the|® *0teh oven, or with & salamunc
most piazza and the least rum here of any N UN'! Pix.—8Soak one pound
house on the beach !’ codfish in cold water for two ¢

it on to beil, adding a small
und the skin of one nge.

& Delicate consideration for the ele-| good sized potatoes, mk
phant.—Considerate little girl—** Please, | pieces, rqueeze over the
Mr. Keeper, will it hurt him if I give him | orange and mash it with th

a currant out of my bun?’-—Panch, + large lump of Lutter, ¢
Tl in & buke tin and

crumbs, scatter a f
IT is good to respect ancient founda-| ter over it, oo
tions, but we are not on that account, to|and bake ¢

neglect foundiug something in our turn. | be ljcbt
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