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THE GREAT GAINES CASE.

‘W publish herewith a portrait of Mrs. General
Gaines, the heroine of the most remarkable lawsiit
ever prosecuted in our civil courts. This lady has
just won a case which entitles her to a property
variously estimated at from ten to fifteen millions
of dollars, The circumstances which gave rise to
that case constitute a romance stranger than the
boldest fancies of novel writers.

Just sixty years ago a young man, handsome,
polished, brave, energetic, who, from some strange
whim, had devoted himself to a life of trade among
tho Indians and French settlers on the Mississippi,
spent a winter in the American motropolis of that
day—Philadelphia. The young man's name was
DavieEL Crark.  He was fond of gayety and so-
cial pleasures. In some gocial haunt he met a
French lady of uncontmon beauty and rare wit,
named ZuLiME CARRIER. She was living with a
Frenchman named Lagrange, a common adventir-
er, whether legitimately married to him or not it is
now not easy to discover. In 1805 this lady left
Lagrange, and went to live with Daniel Clark.
The theory accepted by the Supreme Court of the
United States is that Zulime Carrier was never
married to Lagrange, and that she was married,
privately, to Daniel Clark. In 1806, at Pliladel-
phia, the only issne of her union with Clark—
Myra, the present Mrs, Gaines—was born,

After the birth of this child it would seem that
Clark sent Zulime to New Orfeans, and prosecuted
his amatory career at Philadelphia with the gay
freedom of a bachelor. e engaged himself in
marsiage to the celebrated Miss Caton, who after-
ward married theMarquis of Wellesley. He form-
ed other connections, the offspring of which have
figured in the Gaines case. After a time Zulime
returned to Philadelphia, and claimed Ler rights
aga wife. Clark denied her right to the title, and
ghe was unable to maintain it, She seems herself
to bave recognized the feebleness of her claim ; for
soon afterward she married or accepted the protec-
tion of a Dr. Gardette, with whom she lived till his
Geath.

Meanwhile Daniel Clark grew tired of Capua,
and veturned to New Orleans, IHe formed ex-
tensive business connections, and being gifted with
rare mercantile capacity, made money in every
thing he touched. He soon became the leading
merchant on the Mississippi. Those were the days
when fortunes were mads in judicious trading with
the Indians, Daniel Clark was oune of the wise
men who saw the epportunity and turned it to ace
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count. 'When his daughter Myra was yet a child,
her father was a rich man, whose wealth was daily
increasing.

It does not appear that he ever took steps to re.
unite his fortunes with those of his much-loved

Zulime. But he certainly took charge of her child
Myra, had her properly educated, and testified
much affection for her on all occasions,

In 1818 Daniel Clark died, leaving an immense
fortune, mostly invested in land in New Orleans

“DANIEL WEBSIER” SAILING WITH U.S. TROOPS ON BOARD.~FROM A SKETCH BY A GOVERNMENT DRAUGHTSMAN.~~[SEE NEXT PAGE.]

; case went against her.

and other cities on the Mississippl. A will was
produced, bequeathing his fortune to his mother
and to the city of New Orleans, The legatees and
executors entered into possession.

Some thirteen years aftexward Myra, his daugh-
ter, married a Mr, Whitney, of New Orleans, and
set up a claim as heir to the property, Thus the
great Gaines suit began. Myra claimed to be the
only legitimate daughter of Daniel Clark, and
sought to have the above-mentioned will sct aside.
It was natural that, where so much property was
at stake, the claim should e hotly contested. It
was s0; and Mr, Whitney, Myra’s hnsband, died
during the first campaign in the war. His widow
—yoaung, beautiful, and as energetic as her father
—continued to prosecute the suit, Meeting Gen-
eral Gaines shortly afterward, she married him,
and he esponsed her cawse with warmth, The
case was tried and lost at New Orleans: it was
carried to the Supreme Beneh at ‘Washington, and
Jost there too. In 1852 the hopes of Mrs. Gaines |
seemed utterly extinguished, and the death of Gen-
eral Gaines appeared to crush out the last ember
of expectation.

But the lady had an indomitable spirit. After
the judgment of 1852 a will was discovered, duly
executed by Daniel Clark, certifying that Myra
yras his only Jegitimate child, and creating lier his
sole heir. This wikl Mra. Gaines offered for pro-
bate, and sued the possessors of her father's prop-
erty thereupon. In the New Orleans Court the
She appealed again to
‘Washington; and after several years of tedious
legal proceedings, she obtained 2 judgment on
March 14, 1861, confirming the will, declaring her
the enly rightful heir of Dauniel Clark, and entitling

. her not only to the whole property left by him, but
! to the rents of the'same during the thirty odd years

which had elapsed since she first set up her claim.

8o the case now stands. The judgment was de-
livered by Mr. Justice Wayne, of Georgiz, who
significantly remarked that the Supreme Court
would have their decree carried out in Louisiana,
No ene knows how far the secession of that State
may have impaired the power of the United States
Supreme Court within the State limits, Mr. Jus-
tice Wayne's dictum looks as though the judgment
would be acknowledged. If it is, Mrs. General
Gaines will soon be the richest woman in America.

The portrait which we publish herewith reveals

of the indomitable spirit and geti

will which has enabled this lady to prosecute her
case through so many courts, and for 80 many weary
years,
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THE «DANIEL WEBSTER” AT
POINT ISABEL, TEXAS.

We publish on page 225, from a drawing by a
Government draughtsman, a view of Point Isabel,
"Texas, with the steamer Danic! Webster kying off
the Point. Isabel was a place of note in the
Mexican war, and the name will be familiar te our
yoaders. The Webster arrived here from thence, on
Satarday, March 30, with United States troops.

The reporter of the Associated Press states:

“YWhen the Webster sailed there were left at Fort
Brown one company Third Artillery, Captain Dawson
coimmanding, and two companies of Second Cavalry, Cap-
tain Stoneman commanding. ‘The posts in the upper part
of Texas bad generally been abandoned, and the troops
were being concentrated on the sea~coast. Colonel Backus
was at Fort Brown, and two companies Third Infantry,
under Major Sibley, were expected soon. The Indians fol-
lowed the march of the troops, and commitéed great havoe
among the people, killing some and running off their stock,
Mnjor Sibley chastised some of the savages. Great foar
ja felt all along the line of the Rio Grande, and indced the
whols frontief, of attack from Indians, Coriinas wns un-
derstood to be simply waiting the departuve of ihe Federal
troops to recommence operations on a larger scale than
heretofore, and in which ke was checked by the army of
last year

“The Danicl Webster paased the Star of the West about
two hundred miles off Tortugas, The Daniel IFebsler has
had a remarkably pleasant passage, and the troops on
board are all in fine health. When they reached Key
‘West they found the people very much excited, and appaz.
ently not Inelined to furnish them with fresl waters hut
finding that the troops werc determined to take by force,
if uccessary, whatever supplies were needed, they complied
with the request, ulthongh with very ill grace. The
troops which arrived here on Saturday in the Daniel Web-
ster proceeded to Fort Hamilton Saturday night, whero
they will remain until further orders are received from
head-quarters."
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THE PRINCIPLE OF CENTRALI-
ZATION.

N OVERNOR PICKENS, of South Carolina,
in a Message recently transmitted to the
Legislature of that State, msserts that South
Carolina has ¢ made an advance in the science
of government by engrafting the fund 1

better than war and disunion. Then scveral
villages unite together, and form a county, a
tribe, a State, or a province. ‘The province or
tribe or State follow the time-honored example,
and war with other provinces, tribes, or States,
until exhaustion and tipened intelligence teach
them, too, the lesson that it is better to be
friends than foes. Then several of the tribes
or provinces or States unite, and constitute A
Narion, This ig the history of Great Britain;
it is the history of France ; the history of Spain ;
the histovy of Germany; the history of Russia;
and, we ventuve to say, it will be the history of
America notwithstanding secession.

So far from the doctrine of secession being
an improvement in political science invented by
South Carolina, it is, on the contrary, one of
the oldest of the doctrines of barbarous nations
in the dark ages. Nothing is commoner, in
ancient history, than the rebellions of minori-
ties against the decision of majorities, It is
ripened experience and enlarged civilization
which alone have taught and enforced the great
truth that minorities must yield to majorities,
and yield peaceably; and the same great teach-
ers have also taught us that the tendency of eiv-
ilization is toward the destruction of small and
the cousolidation of great nationalities.

The natural tendency of the wild man is to
rebel against all authority, especially that which
is not directly palpable to his senses. The
natural tendency of the civilized man is to bow
to constituted anthority for the sake of its ad-
vantages. The idea of the Indian is to declare
his little clan independent of all control save
his own. This is what he calls independent
national existence. The idea of tha civilized
man, on the contrary, is to widen as far as pos-
sible the limits of the nation to which he be-
longs. He knows that in deing so he must
sacrifice some of his wishes; but he wisely cal-
culates that the gain he will realize from an en-
larged nationality and freedom from strife will
more than compensate him.

In one word, civilization centralizes. Bar-
barism divides. When the Roman Empire was
in its glory, all the civilized world obeyed im-
plicitly the decrees and the officers of the Sen-
ate. When it fell into rmin every province,

right of a separate and independent State to
withdsaw from any confederacy that may be
formed, whenever her people, in sovereign con-
vontion assembied, shall so decide.”

‘We will not stop to question the merit of the
“ advance” which Sonth Carolina is here said
to have made., But we must say, in justice to
the ancients, that Governor Pickens is stealing
their laurels. Ifit be a credit to establish sep-
arate governments, and to maintain separate
nationalities on either side of each mountain
ridge or river, the glory is due to the men who
lived a thousand years ago or thereabouts.
Governor Pickens and his State are borrow-
ing the scanty honors of the barons of the
Middle Ages. For they it was who invented
the system of small nationalities, and an end-
less serics of secessions,

The events of the past few months have done
much to shake our belief in the teachings of
history, and in the grand old truths which are
preached in the lives of such men as George
‘Washington and Benedict Arnold. But still,
facts are facts, and can not be controverted. It
is a fact, for instance, that before Charlemagne,
France consisted of a series of small nations like
South Carolina, all warring against each other,
and wasting their strength in internecine con-
tests ; that he united them under one head, after
which they began to prosper ; and that when his
empire broke up, the *right of withdrawing
from' the empire whenever the people shall so
decide” was invoked by various constituent parts
of his realm, and France relapsed again into a
congerics of independent States, which instantly
made war on each other, and foaght for centu-
ries, breeding races of ignorant paupers, until
another great man foreibly reunited the whole
under one hedd, when, once more, France began
to prosper. It is a fact again that, a thousand
years ago, more or less, the little island from
which our ancestors came was divided into no
less than scven distinet kingdoms—to say no-
thing of Scotland ; and that these kingdoms, all
of which insisted on separate national rights,
were stecped in the deepest barbarism; from
which none of them emerged until the whole
seven began to be united under one head. It
is = fact that Italy—notwithstanding occeasional
gleams of energy and prosperity at Genoa and
Venice—has never enjoyed any real national
strength from the timo of the Cssars, when it
was under one head, until now, when the King-
dom of Italy is reconstituted. The same is true
of Spain, Germany, and Russia.

In a word, the history of all nations is the
same. At first, in a state of nature, every man
is his meighbor's ememy, and fights him whex
occasion offers. By-and-by he discovers that
friendship and mutnal assistance are better than
fighting, and he agrees to an association for
mutual benefit. This is the village. This vil-
lage naturally goes to war with neighboring vil-
lages, and, for several generations—as the his-
tory of our Indian tribes proves—these village
wars go on, until some day the communitics
make the discovery which the individual had
made before—that peace and co-operation are

every pr every town, and every cas-
tle set up for itself.  Shall it devolve upon the
future historian to report that when the United
States were in their glory, the acts of the Con-
gress were obeyed from the frontier of Russia to
the frontier of Mexico; but that the moment
they broke up not only did each State deny the
central authority, but many countfes repudiated
the power of their States, cities derided the
superior control of counties, and strong places
throughout the country arrogated to themselves
an independent robber 3! ?

THE PUBLIC CREDIT.

Ir must be a matter of satisfaction to every
true-hearted citizen that the public eredit has
begun to improve. In the spring of 1860 Unit-
ed States Sixes were worth at least 15 per cent.,
premium. In November of the same year a
political panic, assisted by the flooding of the
markat with bonds stolen from the Indian trust
fund, caused them to decline to 8 @ 7 disconnt.
In February last, after the secession of the Cot-
ton States, they were barely salable at 904 per
cent. Now, in April, the Secretary of the
Treasury asks for %8,000,000, and is offered
$34,000,000 at an average of 930, per cent.
The public credit is evidently improving,

Tn point of fact, there never existed any suf-
ficient reason for the depreciation of Govern.

ment bonds which has been witnessed. If the |

whole fifteen slave States had seceded from the
Union, the remaining nineteen free States would
have been abundantly able to pay the interest
on the Federal debt, and to make arrangements
for the principal at maturity. The decline in
national eredit proceeded from a want of back-
bone in our financial community, and the knav-
ish tricks of stock speculators.

The success of the new loan renders the ne-
gotiation of the Southern loan a matter of
comperative certainty, Pride will oblige the
wealthy men of the South to subseribe for their
loan, now that the Northern loan has gone off
so well.

The people in both sections will realize, in
duc time, that if they wish to enjoy the luxury
of a Government they must pay forit. Savages
retrench themselves in selfish independence,
and leave their chiefs to support themselves by
plundering the weak and levying toll on the
cowardly, Civilized nations tax themselves
voluntarily for the support of their Government,
and the more oncrous the tax the clearer the
cvidence of the satisfaction of the governed.
Certain cfforts which have lately been made to
break down the credit of both Governments
prove, that if we have still primitive people
among us, they are powoerless to oppose the en-
lightened will of our people.

g3 In publishing last week the diagram of
the “Ups and Downs of the States,” we acei-
dentally omitted to give due eredit for it to Pro-
fessor War. MirouerL Girveseie, LL.D., of
Union College, to whom is due the conception

and the development of this striking manner of
presenting to the eye at a single glance relations
and variations which the largést study of mere
numerical tables could with difficulty suggest.

TEE LOUIGER.

THI ACADEMY AGAIN.

Lasr week we stopped in our tour through the
Academy exhibition just as wo were entering the
third room. Stop a moment longer and look at
thess two notices of the Academy, which have
fallen in our way since last week. One of them
beging in this melancholy way:

«It is in an eminent degree dispiriting to be foreed to
chronicle, year after yeax, the deterioration of the Aeademy
exhibitions, Fewer good pietures, about the some number
of tolerable ones, and an enormons inerease of rubbish, If
the annusl exhibitions be practically, as they are in theo-
ry, an indieation of the condition of painting in this conn-
try, the conclusion is inevitable, either tha the Academy
fails to fnlfill its contemplated ends, or ghat the condilions
essentil to the steady growth of art do net yet ewist emong
5"

How doleful that is! On the other hand, The
Crayon, which is the especial organ of Art, says, in
a cheerful strain:

«The eollection, numbering 576 works, is not quite s0
Jarge as that or last year, nor i it %o interesting, there
being too faw figure-subjects, which are always essential to
render an exhibition effective. There are, nevertheless,
wany slriking and excellent works—works that indicate &
steady and vigorous growth of art,”

There itis! One man looks round the galleries
and says, ‘‘ Well, at least art is steadily growing
among us.” Anetherlooks about, shakes his head,
and sighs, “Well, art hasn’t even begun among
us.” Let us chime in with the more cheerful critie,
and enter the Third Gallery.

This is devoted to the small pictures; but, un-

and I, who are in a great hurry, and are rapidly
using up our space, wish to enter now: and the
picture is g0 masterly and delightful in many ways
that we ought to congratulate the Academy upon
such a prize in the exhibition, and reserve our
meditations upon the question whetber the copying
faithfully in form, and color, and chiaro-*scuro of
any object whatsoever makes a picture? Only let
us ask as we turn away, sure to return to this seat
many times in the season, if it be so, why are not
Murillo’s Madonnas as fine as Raphael’s?

No. 489, Bears on a Bender, is a picture of Beard’s,
of which the Lounger has spoken before, The fidels
ity to bear nature is not less striking than the gro-
tesque humor of the picture. And so we go on into
the Sixth Gallery. No. 533, Gems for the Market,
by Frank Howland, is a rich, glittering picture of
Circassian Girls in 2 Slave-boat going to Constan«
tinople, attended by ennuchs and guards, Itis a
vivid glimpse of the mingled bestiality and mag-
nificence of Oriental life. ~The girls have the list-
less, sugary prettiness of ignorant puppets, for they
are scarcely more, and the sensuality, ferocity, and
languor of their guardians are admirably depicted.
It is & spirited and effective picture. No. &51, In-
dian Summer, by Jervis McEntee, is one of the best
landscapes in the galleries. The dreamy pervasive
haze of the pensive season is most delieately and
truthfully rendered ; but the fault a Lounger wonld
naturally find with the picture is, that so poetic
an aspect of nature implies 2 more interesting pas-
sage of scenery than the painter has chosen. Ina
picture of Indian Summer the eye craves dreamy
distances of shining haze—the ghosts of hills that
glimmer out of sight—a winding stream arched by
& bridge—*a shallop flitting silken-sailed”—gold
heaps of corn on a creaking wagon which drowsy
oxen draw, while the driver Jounges behind and
cuts a sunflower with his lazy lash, brushing the
asters as he goes. It is not fair to mensurs this
excellent picture of McEntee's by any standard so
arbitrary as this—nor do I mean to do so. Mr.
McE: is too thoughtful and—in the old sense—

Inckily, small plctures require to be seen
ly to be fully appresiated. Here they press and
squeeze, and, so to speak, overlap each other, so
that they can not be fairly seen. All pictures want
elbow-room, Butthe Third Gallery of the Academy
is always like a crush at & ball—the simplest coun-
try girl and the most gorgeous dowager are crowded
into equal obseurity. The Third Gallery is the
Griane Gewilbe of the exhibition, where the jewels
and precious bits are heaped and massed so that
even diamonds look dull. Do I mean to say that
there are amy diamonds here? Perbaps. Look
for yourself,

No. 297 is the Astronomer, by W. H. Beard.
This picture the Lounger saw in Buffalo last au-
tumn, and spoke of it then, Mr. Beard has opened
a new vein of humor—the comedy of animal life.
Of course the comedy is in the spectator’s mind,
and not in the animal’s consciousners. It is the
same spirit in which Koulbach jllustrates the
Reinike Fuchs and Grandville, Fontaine. Yet
there is positive humor in the round-eyed owl on
the bald mountain peak. The piciure is a pleas-
ant sarcasm. No.:884 is Mr. Church’s sole con-
tribution to the exhibition, the Star in the East.
Tt is remarkable for the brilliancy of the star, and
the illustration of his singular mastery of light.

‘There are other pictures to be seen here, but we
will pass on, reserving the right to visit the Green
Vault again; and so we enter the Fourth Gallery,

No. 349 is Grimalkin’s Dream, by Beard. The
sleek cat sleeps, and dreams of fine fat poultry in
her grasp, standing in the cloud-land of dreams,
erect and humanly eonscious, like Puss in Boots,
as she displays her trophies. No. 374, The Cul-
prit, s Eastman Johnson’s best picture this year.
It is & mere sketch, by no means so elaborately
finished as the Husking, but a very faithful bit of
nature. A little boy sits sullen upon a high stool
in the corner. It is a good little Loy, but some-
thing has gone wrong. A cloud suddenly over-
casts the sunny sky. It is all boy, and a happy
picture. It roust have been in Gallery number
F¥our that the first critic I have quoted to-day con-
ceived his article upon the exhibition. So let us
hasten, before we surrender and entirely agree
with bim, to enter the Fifth Gallery.

A charming Portrait of a Lady, No. 424, by W,
Oliver Stone, disposes us not to assent to the the-
ory of the constant deterioration of American art.
And No, 428, The Higblands from Slrewsbury
River, by Kensett, makes us laugh that theoty to
scorn, It is a beautiful picture. The deep, soft
shade of the hill-side, the glassy summer calm of
the water, the idling sails, the universal rest--does
this stream flow around Lotos-islands, or out of the
land of dreams? The quiet power, the grace, the
transparency, the fidelity, and refinement of imag-
ination, which are synonymous with his name, are
all in this lovely work of Kensett's. A little be-
yond we come to the largest picture in the exhibi-
tion, No.+440, Dolce Far Nienle—Italian Peasants—
by William Page. When we sit down before this
picture we ask 10 more of American art, for we
think only of Venetian, Tintoretto might have
painted this, or Paul Veronese—shall we dare to
whisper, or Titian? Mr, Page evidently thinks
that the Venetian masters understood the possibil-
ity of the art of painting more fully than any oth-
ers; that they knew how far pigments can go, and
what key is necessary for a symmetrical picture,
Therefore when you or I say that Tintoret might
lave painted this, I suppose we mean that Page
has studied him a8 a great master of color, as you
or I might have studied Jeremy Taylor, or Milton,
or Addison as great masters of the language—by
no means insinuating that any thing is imitated,
in the baser sense.

The depth, and richness, and transparency of
eolor in this work—the fleshiness of the flesh—the
unshrinking imitation of the facts of nature in the
costume and details—the vivid portraiture of the
pi isk of the C: pensant,
and the hopeless sadness of the impression of Ital-
jan country life, are equally remarkable here with
the total want of power of composition—whatever
that may be. It is not a question into which you

painful, an artist, not to krow thoroughly why he
selects one scene rather than another ; and his In-
dign Summer is gnother indication of the rapidity
with which his fine eye and faithful hand are rais-
ing him to the heights of fame.

—Here we stopfor the present, and pass out. If
other visits shall reveal other pictures as good as
those already named, a loyal Lounger will not fail
tomentionthem—quite sure, in the mean time, that,
aslong as an Academy exhibition will furnish even
as many good pictures as this, we need not give up
all hope of American art.

B ———
8TICK TO YOUR LAST.

'VERDI, the composer, has been elected & deputy
to the Italian Congress, and has therefore declined
alluring engagements from Russia and France.
The Lounger’s neighbor Terence is of opinion that
Verdi is a fool for so doing; that he makes a huge
mistake. ¢ Isn’t he a musician ?" cries Terence—
¢ then why doesn’t he stick fo his trade ? Ne sutor
ulira crepidam.” ‘erence graduated last year,)
“ Let the shoemaker stick to his last, as Apelles
said to the cobbler who found fanlt with the slipper
the artist had painted.”

Terence says it of Verdi; but he meana it of
some people nearer home. He is polite, and does
not wish to be personzl, and so castigates inferen~
tially. “ Melodus is a poet,” he said, spesking of
s distingnished political gentleman ; *‘why doesn’t
ho stick to poetry ?”

4 Bosh!” replied his friend Plantus, to wlom
Terence made the remark-—¢* and you are a stock
Droker; why the d—— don't you leave politics
alone, and stick to stock-broking? Yes, and why
doesn’t your brother,” continued Plautus, energet-
ically, carrying the war into Africa, as the classical
‘Terence would allow if the debate were upon any
other subject—* why doesn’t your brother, who is
a dry-goods merchant, stick to his dry goods—and
your cousin, who is 8 wet-goeds merchant, to his
wet goods—and your uncle, who is a hatter, to hig
hats—and his brother, who is a watchmaker, to
his watches—and his nephew, who is a manufac-
turer, to his manufactures—and his niece’s has-
band, who is an iron man, to his iron—and the
masons to their mortar, and the farmers to their
plows, and the carpenters to their rules? That’s
your argument, is it: Let every man stick to his
frade, and not meddie with politics?

“Well, then, tell me who the ——" (Plautus is
profane when he is excited) ““are to meddle with
them? The politicians, of course, because politics
is their trade. And they are motoriously the rot-
tenest scamps in the country.” (Plautus és vehe-
ment upon these occasions.) Then you propose
that all the men of intelligence, and eapacity, and
honesty, who have every thing at stake under the
Government, shall stand aside and let the rotten
scamps who have made the name politician synon-
ymous with all that is false, rule the country?
That is where you come to, with your absurd talk
about peets, and mechanics, and merchants, and
lawyers, and clergymen having no business to
meddle in pelitics,

+“Why, Terenée—bless your poor nddled poll }—
it has not yet got through your brain, it seems,
that in our system, where the people are the Gov-
ernment, politics is the peculiar and sacred busi-
niess of every citizen. Are your uncle, and broth-
er, and cousins, are all your rclations any less cit-
jzens Decause they are dealers in wet and dry
goods? Why, in this country, even stock-Lrokers
may be citizens; and when they are so, if they
don’t meddle with politics they don’t do their duty,
and they deserve every thing they get. Politics
is or are—for I don’t care a cent for grammar in a
matter of this impertance—the lnst of every citizen
in the country, and, by Jovel let him stick to it.
And when you or any of your tribe come puling
round with your weak twaddle about people’s mind-~
ing their own business—you must excuse me, Teal-
1y; but, by Jove! I hope you will be told to your
face that it is just such white-livered sneaks as
you, who leave and have left the Government to
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the scoundrels who make a trade of it, who are di-
rectly and morally responsible for all the troubles
in which we find ourselves. By Jove! if you and
your kind stuck to your last, as you call it, you'd
stick to spitting in your own faceel

Terence, of course, was moving off with' dignity.
Plautus ran after him, and held out his hand : 1
beg your pardon, Terence. I know I am a boor:
bat, by Jove! the great difficulty with this country
is just such fellows as you. Without you, we
should Le all that the best of us feel we can be.
So much by way of apology. Good-morning |”

N —
4+ OUR OWN."

Mgz. RussELL, who has written vivid deseriptions
of Eastern battles and sacks and ‘* indiscriminate
loots,”” has arrived upon thess happy shores, and,
untuckily, in his officiul capacity. Now when the
historiographer of horrors as a well-bred, educated
gentleman arrives any where, he is very sure to re-
céive the welcome which Montague in his travels
always presumed upon in stopping at the chateaux
of thegemtry, But when the historiographer comes
to fulfill his vocation, his arrival ought to open our
eyes and minds as to the conviction which causes
him to be sent,

‘There has been a gush of curiods rhetoric in the
newspapers in regard to the Envoy of the Fourih
estate. The newspapers, as has often been con-
ceded in this department, are models of modesty.
They inform us that it is they who control public
affiirs, that they are really the government of coun-
tries in these days, etc., etc., and they thereforo rub
their hands with complacency as they informus that
the Brother of the Sun and Moon, and the great-
grandfather of the fixed stars among newspapers,
the London Tines, has sent its embassador to this
govemmeut.

That is, at least, a pleasant and highly poetic
way of saying that the London Times has sent &
correspondent to the United States—a correspond-
ent already famous for his brilliant and picturesque
descriptions—bis battle-piaces, as 8—— calls them
—and who kas come to us as he went to India or
the Crimea, to do our battles in the most gorgeous
and impressive colors. But we have got the start
of him. Weare ‘ doing” him in those gorgeous and.
impressive hues, and no one probably enjoys the
unexpected glitter more than the correspondent
himself. He will doubtless keep his eyes and ears
open. He will hold his pen ready to sketch what-
ever novel, grotesque, characteristic, or tragic as-
pect of American life may fall under his observa-
tion. e will interweave his comments, grave or
gay. He will form his conclusions, often as gro-
tesque and crude, of course, as the phenomena upon
which they are based. He will do amoug us pre-
cisely what the correspondents of the leading New
Yorkk papers do among the Japanese ; but as for es-
tablishing relations and inaugurating policies, ete.,
those are things not precisely within the province
of newspaper correspondents, however able they
may be.

Newspaper correspondents are usually selected
not so much from their merits as statesmen and
diplomatists, as from their power of entertaining,
graphic, and accurate description of life and man-
ners.

Nor let any sensitive journalist suspect the Loun-
ger of a disposition to depreciate his craft and its
influence. Whatever may be true of other coun-

must be proved so; and the Bishop of London is
the only one who seems to have perceived that the
more you hang a heretic the bigger he grows.
Heresy thrives by hanging. The bleod of the
martyrs is not enly the seed of the Church, it is
the seed of every cause under heaven whose ad-
herents are martyrized. If five clergymen of the
Church of England, among its most plous, learned,
and spotless servants, have published a collec-
tion of untruths, what is the obvious remedy?
To kick them? Apparently not. But to show
that they have spoken untruly. Let us, at least,
quoth the Bishop of London, have common sense,
though we are ecclesiastical.
S —
GREEK AND LATIN TEXTS.

A coxvexizyt editien of the Greek and Roman
classics, carefully printed from the most approved
editions of the best German and English scholars,
and in a clear, black, delightful type, upon fine
paper, and bound tastefully in flexible covers—
books to slip into your pocket, yet not so insignif-
cant that they might not be upen your table, and
adorn it: in fine, the most scholarly and the hand.
somest edition of the earliest great works in litera-
ture is the Havper’s Greek and Latin Texts, sold
for forty cents the volume. Every scholar, every
man or woman who reads with ease and pleasure,
or wishes that their children should so read, the
tragic and comic poets, the historians, and the ly-
rists of Greece and Rome, ought to know of this
most excellent serics. And every schocl-boy and
collegian who hag a real interest in his studies (and
thare are such!) will be proud and glad to own so
neat and “knowing” a collection,

‘We Americans are not thought to know much
CGreck and Latin dfter we leave college ; and proba-
bly not many of the gentlemen who leave town. pres-
ently for Newport or Saratoga put Virgil or Homer
or Aristophanes into their pockets. And yet there
are such, also. The Lounger was quietly coming
through the Sound upon a steamer, one fine autumn
morning last year, and the conversation of a pleas-
ant party fell upon favorite authors. My vade-
thecum is Montague,” said Shem. *And mine
Charles Lamb,” said Ham, ¢ And mine Horace,”
#aid Japhet, pulling a neat pocket copy of the gay
TRoman out of his coat. Tt was well thumbed, and
the gradeful cultivation of the man showed that it
was well conned. The wonder is that Japhet was a
candidate for the New York Assembly! Of course
Tie was defeated. Think, O Lolby, of a member
who actually read Horace in the original for pleas-
ure!

CLOUDY WEATHER.

Tig Parisian Loungers, and in fact those of all
the world, are necessarily excited by the Mires
swindle, or * affair,” in Paris. Itisnot meroly that
a leading stock-gambler has failed or played fulse
which makes the commotion. That is an event
not entirely unprecedented. But the general sus-
picion that somehew the government is implicated ;
that perhaps even the Emperor’s name may be as-
sociated with the matter ; that it is only a fissure
through which you may lrave a glimpse into the
abyss of rottenness underlying French society;
that nothing jssonnd; that nobody is honest; that
TFrance, socially and politically, and morally and
commercially, is undermined, ag Paris is by the
catacombs, and that at any moment there may be

tries, it is certainly a fact here, that newspape
as such, have little influence. It is the opinion of
the men who are known to control them which has
weight, and that weight is measured by its indi-
vidual merits. That 18 the very defect and weak-
ness of our whole newspaper system. Papers are
pergons with us, not powers. The Evening Journal
is Mr. Weed, the T'imes is Mr. Raymond, the Tribune
is Mr. Greeley, the Herald is Mr. Bennett, the
Charleston Mercury is Mr. Rhett. The papers
those gentlemen control have just as much influ-
ence as their names carry, and no more; except
the mechanical and factitious effect of an incessant
repetition,
el
THE LAST TETRACHORDON.

“ A pook was writ of late called Tetrachor-
don,” sings Bilton in one of his scmpets. - *“ It
walk'd the town a while,” he continues. It was
vehemently attacked and abused. Infact, it shared
the fate of many a striking Look before and since,
The latest Tetrachordon is called Essays and
Reviews, and is a eolleetion of theological essays
by some of the most conspicuous clergymen of the
Chureh of England, including the Queen’s chaplain
and the successor to Dr, Arnold in the headship of
Rugby School. It has been republished in this
country under the name of % Becent Inguiries in
Theology,” and has already passed to a second
edition. .

The latest accounts from England describe the
great ecclesiastical excitement which the volume
has occasioned there. No less thau six th

a frightful i it is the vague suspicion of
these things that disturbs the confidence of France,
and invests the mystery which shrouds the Mires
¢ gffair” with peculiar terrer.

‘The truth probably is, that however evident the
ability of the Emperor individually may be, there
is a desp dombt of the stability of the empire.
Who feels sure, for instance, either in France or
any whers else, that if the Emperor Napoleon
died his son would peacefully suceced, or that
France would not fall again immediately into her
chrenic political chaos? Whatever Louis Napo-
Ieon’s ministers may have said to any American
citizen about the necessity of a 'strong” or des-
potically absolute government as universally neces-
sary, his own dynasty and his own crown, if he
lives long, are secure only in the degree that he
recognizes the only pessible basis of permanent
government, as demonstrated by historical experi-
ence—the consent of the governed. A “strong”
government, in the usual sense—that is, a military
government—has always been the strongest argu-
ment against itsclf. For it is always a ' strong™
government which provokes revelution, A system
whose actual practical working rule is, the equal
civil rights of mankind, and the greatest good of
the greatest number, is the strongest system in the
world,  If Louis Nupoleon is wise enough to see
that, and wary enough to trust himself to if, be
may sit comfortably and his son securely. Butif
his system corrupts French society s the old Bour-
Don system and the Louis Philippe system did, he
too will iy over the frontier suddenly, and one ap-

=

clergymen of the Church are reported to have poti-
tioned or protested against it. Twenty-five bish-
ops have fulminated an edict against it, And,in
this country, one of the most ardent of Churchmen
declares it to Le the pernicious book of the century.
Al the English papers, secular and sacred, join in
the deep bay of tlie hunt. What shall be done is
not yet dscided. What ought to be done the crowd
of ecclesiastics are fully persuaded. But while the
voice of denunciation clashes with the other voice
that denounces the spirit of the denunciation, and
while it i3 yet a question whether several of the
most eminent English clergymen—by personal
character, by scholarship, and by position—shall
be degraded from their order, the Bishop of London
lifts his voice and evies out, in a tone that pierces
the din of censure, * Already your angry talk has
dispersed edition after edition of what you condemn
as the most dangerous of books, and you are sadly
mistaken if you suppose you can remedy the error
by denouncing the errorisi. You can confound
their influence only by confuting their arguments.”

In the midst of a wild uproar how grateful is a
little common-sense!  If this work is so terrible it

parently 3 may blow him and
Lis into obscurity. Tuice two perpetually makes
four, whether of pebbles or of planets.
—_—————
GOD WILLS IT.

TaERE {8 a very common fatalism in Cliristen.
dom which is always Lrought to support every
kind of iniquity : and that is, that God permits it.
The argument is that of an old reprobate who, be-
ing caught in his hoary age sinning as hard as
ever, remarks with the utmost surprise, “ Why,
I've always done so. I've been stealing and cheat—
ing for sixty years. And people have been steal-
ing and cheating ever since the world began. Why
on earth do you interfere with me ? you wiser
than God, and hasn’t he always permitted it ?”

Stated in thie way the argument is ridiculously
transparent, but no more so than it is in every
other. DBrigham Young can quote you the nations
that have encouraged polygamy—and God certain-
1y permitted it, or there would have been no po-
lygamy. History is full of lusts, murders, ra-
pines, and tyranny., What then? Are these
things good things? 1Is the fact that a crime has

o

‘been commitied a reason that it should continue to
be committed? The great Teacher taught other-
wise. That it was said by them of old time was
not a reason with him, 1Ife told us that God ean
in no just sense be ssid to have permitted what is
not according fo perfect love and charity. God
wills only what is right. If, therefore, any thing
is repudiated by the universal human instinct, God
does not will it, though it be as vencrable and uni-
versal and easy as lying.
—_——
AN ANSWER,
“ , KzxmveRy.
“Me. LorweER,—I have written you more than onco to
ask when the novel of ‘Trumps' will be published, and
g0 have many of my friends; but you have always de-
elined to answer. Have you any partienlar objcetion to
Tetting us know ? Your friend, Koy —»
The Lounger is glad to inform his friend, and
the many others who have asked him the same
question, that * Trumps” is now published, with
the admirable illustrations by Augustus Hoppin.

HUMORS OF THE DAY.

“BEGGAR MY NETGHBOR."
An Internationa? Duet.
LOUTs.
¢ Cowz, Mr. Bull, your purse is fuil,
Let's have o fricndly game:

Eee, here I play you my La Glotre,
Now what's thé card yon name?”

JOHN.
“I play my Wairior, n_good cord,
And one I'll freely back:
Thm follow suit vm.h my Black Prince,
e King of all the pack.

And go for cvery card you play,
You'll find that Ull play two:
My purse 18 heavy, as you say—
Who'll tire first, I or you?

¢«Your little gnme, my foreign friend,
I3 one that two can play:
Azd he will be most sure to win
‘Who can the Iongest pay.

But ie it wise to waste cur time
(Nor is that loss the chief),
In games that can do neither good,
And may bring both to grief?

“Throw up your cm‘da, Il[ throw up mine,
And cease this fruitless labor:
There’s better work for elmh to do
Than Beggaring kie Neighborl”
e —
MEMBERS OF THE SAME FAMILY TIAT ARE
VERY DISTANT TO ONE ANOTIIER.
Washington s geverally known as the * Gity of Magnifi.
eent Distances.” We think, if the gulf keeps widening,
that title will have to be taken from the capital, and given
to the country atlarge; for if these secessions and ruptures
continue much Ionger, it wilk be America itself that will
#oon be known a8 YTiE NATION OF MAGNIFIOENT Dis-
TANCES."

—
ABORIGINAL POCMS FOR INFANT MINDR.
LY LORD MACAULAY'S NEW ZEALANDER,
L
Chackaboo, chickaboo, chuckahoo, cherw,
Mark baby over with pretty tatfoo;
Cnt in the paitern like open-work farf:
Rub in the powder, and make haby smart.
™
Catch a little white boy, catch him by the log,
Kill a little white boy, get the erumbs and egg,
Try a little white boy, do him brown and dry,
Put him on the table with the missionary pie.
bii A
Tattoo him, tattoo him, artist-man,
8o we will, father, 08 fast 88 we can,
Pricl hu-n, and prick him, and mark him with V,
¥or the name of the Queen that lives over the aoa,
v
Will my baby go a caumng,
s, and 8o my baby shall :
Tako Tiis club and bang the lady:
That's the way to conrt the gal.
.V
O fie, naughty Wang-Wang, dom't seratch littla brother,
You're spoiling his pattern, you mischievous dunce:
Livc hlm good Httle bnnmba]s, love one another—
Mamma 'IL take you both, dear, and eat you at once.

vI.
VWhat, ery when T'd cook you, not like to be stewed?
Then go and be 1aw, and net fit to be food.
Tintil you leave off, and I see that you've smiled,
I sha'm't take the trouble to eat such a chiid,
L -

MISFORTUNE NEVER COMES SrNerY.-- Well, T declave,
it's jusi. 1ike my Iuck (exclaimed a poor unfortunste mer:
in {he Borongh) here heve Hops heen rlcing lately

e to , igh, and now, T1n f0ld, tha Doles hava risch also.”

ADVIOR TO A MOSIOIAN OF Tux Furoes,.—Try Bach.

— e —

A Wmsrrr 1% THE EAR OF Brories JoxatoAx, —Keep
togather, whatever you do. Maintain the Union at any
risk. ‘We tell you—and Punch never was wrong yet—
that the secret of America’s strength is gone, like every
secret, the moment it ia eplit.

_—

It is the practice among waggish printers, when a
‘green 'un® enters the office, to play jokes oa him by
gending him on an errand to a neighloring office for gome-
thing that he would be sure not to find, "and he returns
with rome strange article or other, thinking that, in print-
et's phrare, he haos gob what he was sent fo!' A Joke of
this Kind was reeently porpetrated in a neighboring iown.
A boy who was rather Evanes went o 1ogn the print-
ing business, and one of the journeymen, loving sport, sent
him one day with a dish to a cevtain editor to borrow *‘a
gill of editorinl™ The cditor, nnderstanding tle game,
Teturned a picture of a donkey. The first one, finding him-
self rather **come over, set his wits $o work to think how
he should he even with the other, At last he culied the
Iad, and told him to go and tell the (\d]lm‘ thm. it was
ediforial Which he wanted, and nos

——

A wagg happening to go into the shap of a tailor jugt g
the lncter was in tho act of patching an old garment with
new cloth, thus addressed the knight of the hodkin: * You
are no man, and T can prove it by the highest anthority.”
“How s0?" replied the unsuspecting teilor, as he plied his
needle with redoubled aotivity; *I should liketo hear the
evidence of your assertion.™ ‘*You shail be accommodated,
8ir," saya the wag, asking at the same time lfhe recollect-
ed of ever having read the pasage in the New Testament
which declares that “no rmm putbeth & pxe;ce of new coth
into an old garment ¥’

-

A baby was ont with the nurse, who walked it up and
down o garden. 19t & Iaddie or a lassie ? said the gar-
4 A Jaddic," said the maid, . < Weel,"" says he,
“I'm glad o tlmt, for bhere‘s oOwer mony women in the
world, ¥ Hech, man," said Jess, * div ye no ken there's
aye maist sawa o' the hest crap P

WHY SHE NEVER TOLD HER LOVE.

Could it be virgin bashfulness

That still concealed the tender thought?
Or fear she might perchance confess

A love that was not sought?

Was it mere womanly eaprice?
Or pride? or muidenly reserve?

‘Was it respect for mental peace?
Or ‘merely want of nerve?

8he conld not choozse but understand,
He thought, his littlo game of sighs,

Slow parting preseures of the hand,
Soft words, and “speeking eyess"

The reason why (ihis was above
Ten years ago) he now knows well;
She eitaply nover teld her love,
Becanse--she'd none to tell!

- -
A gentleman at Paris smusing himself in the gallery of
the Palais Roysl, obse!ved w)nle he W .’xs cu_rclessly Jook-
ing over some hop,
feilow stand rather ton nem- him. I‘lxe genﬂcnu\u wag
dressed according to the times, in a coat with a prodigions
number of silver tags and $assele, upon which the thief pe-
gan 1o have s design ; and the genlleman, not willing to
d.msppom him, turned his liead another way to give him
The thicf i i set to work, and
00 trice twiopeil off soven or efght of tho silver ags. The
gentleman perceived it; and, drawing out o pen-knife,
caught the fellow by the ear, and cut it off close to his
head. ‘¢ Murder murderi” cries the (hief,  “Robbery.
robbery I cries the gentleman. Tpon this the thicf, in &
passion, throwing them at tho gentleman, Toured-—— Thers
are your ags and buttons.? ' Very well,” says the gen-
tleman, Clxm\vmg it back in the Iike mamnex' & there is
your ear!”

An old bachelor says he s delighted at having nearly
been called « honey” by the girl he loves, becanse she sa-
Tutod hina at their lnst meeting as ¢Old Beeswax]"

—_—
Why i3 a hen Immortal ?—Beeause her gon never sefs,
B iy

¢ No one would take you to be what you are,” said an
old-fashicned gentleman the other day toa dandy who had
mote hair than brains, % Why?"” was immedintely seked.
“ Because they can't sed your ears."’

——

A beadle of ono of the city chnrches of Glasgow being
asked by an elder from the country whether he could
recommend o person to nct as a chureh-officer, replied that
he conld net. “* Had you wanted s mmlsl:er " he added,
1 could dircet you at once, but where to ot ons qualified
to undertake o beadleship is mair than T

—— s
““Where is your house 2" asked a traveler in the depths
Uf one of the * old solemn wildernesses” of the Great West.
ouse? ¥ ain't got no home.*_\ Well, where do you
hve?" 1 live in the woods, leep on the great govern-
ment purchase, eat raw bear and wild turkey, and drink
out'of the Mississippi.” And he added, 1t i8 getting too
thick with folks, You're the sccond mian I've scen within
the last month; and I hear there is a whole family come
in about fifty miles down the river, and 1 am going %o put
out into the woods again.”

——
A party of negrees in Tthiea, New York, recently de-
cided to havs & ball. It took placs about six miles out of
the city, and they engaged a splendid six-horee team to
tako them to_the spot. The owner of the team, s well-
known white livery-stable kesper of Ithica, not wishing to
intrist his fenm to the care of any one else, resolved to
drive it himself, After the ball was cpened ome of the
darkey managers )mhtely invited the gémtleman to go in
a3 a spectator if he plessed, end he didso.  After a while,
the negroes !)ux)ming arouted by the dance, the ador of the
room became slightly objectionable. As the ball progress-
ed, the aroma became stronger and stronger, until ke con-
ciuded to leave. _Just af that moment he ssw o nmber of
darkeys in consnltation, and one of them approgched kim
with much politenees, and informed him thet tho ladies
tequested that he shnuld leave the room. The datkey
stated that he regretted to make the request, but that the
ladies insisted, because, they anld—he smelled too much of
the stable!

_

Tho Rev, Dr. B——, of E——h, mot one day in an em-
nibus Mr. T——, the cclebrated speaker. Mr. T—— hav-
ing just been returned to Parlinment, asked Dr. R—o,
somewhat jauntingly, as to whether he would reccommend
him to follow any particular course in the House of Gom-
mons.  Dr, B——, whe deprecated the publicity that Mr.
T—— Was attracting toward both parties in the public
conveyance, said, naively, “I recommend moderatio ¢n
omnibus®

—_—

Mothers and maternal aunts will find the following ten-
der epistle from ong of the former to onc of the latter,
ploasing if not wholesome, from the moral it conveys:

«DrarrsT Susy,—Plantagenet will come by the train
which mrrives at 11 o'clock,  Have luncheon ready for him
at 12. Mutéon broth, the inside of & chop, the thigh of a
pheasant: he dines at 2—soup, & litile fich, and a snipe will
do for him. When he goes to sleep after dinner, pub some
worsted gloves on his hands; we are breaking him of euck.
ing his thumbs. Warm the drawing-toom sofa for Lim,
and put three blankets over him. 1f be cries when he
wakes (which he probsbly will do), buy him several toys
and give him a wax doli or two, He pulle them fo pieces,
and they amuse him. If you Lave compary at dinner, lof
Tiim have o large dish of grayy near him, he always puts
both hands in.  When he is n'man, we will leave this off.
Let 2 servant sit wp with hi i if re wakes, let
her have something kot for him, £hat you grease
his nose for him well before he sleeps—he is given to gnor-
ing—a tallow.candle next the lighted end, is best.

»Traly yours, MA’I'LLDA Brown,"

o B
& Xorth Walos puper dhus beging ons of its prragraghs:

p " Aver
(hnia Lmsc twcnty -three letters must have!

The Bridgeport Standurd, elluding to Lineoln's farewell
speech, on leaving: Springfeld, says it llustrates the follow-
ing stanza from Waits ¢

%o Abraham by Divine eommand,
Left his own house to wilk with God;
Iha faith beheld the promised land,
fired hiz zeal along the road.”

Quoth Abmlnm, at Hanishurg—

“Trom my own house, I've walked in faith,
Sustained by the *Divine command ;'
Dut here, 1 think, I'il change to steatn—
T.est T not see “the promised land.'"
e

The Rev. W-—— B——— is posreszed of o large shave of
ready humor. At an.evening party in the manse of Y——s
eowe one Telated the incident of a barber having eorracted
an Ldinburgh Professor in a Latin guantity.
wonder,” eaid Mr. B——, who was present,

quentity has always been deesmed 8 Earbayign.”

——————

Some people, if asked by the poor for relief, are liberal
of words, but of nothing else. The only purees they dia-
pense charity from sre their pursed-up mouths.

"The meeting of two gentlemen In the theatra fobby i¢ a
heppy Hustzation of the confusion o similarity of dress oc-
casiong. Coming from different points, each in n great
hurry, one nddressed the other with, *“ Pray, are you the
Tox-keeper?®  « No," replied the other; ¢ are you

2 e

TrE Rigur Max o5 THE WroNeg Praoe—Mr. Vor Per-
ind (who has been invited to & funersl at No. 17, unlmp-
pily mistakes the number, and finds hireself in the mic
of & wedding)—* Excuse me, I am afraid I have murle a
mistake and come to the wrong house,” [Paterfamilias,
whe is very superstitious, insiste upon postponing the wed-
ding for a month, much to the disappointment of Augttstus
and Julia.]

—_ e

f & flock of geeee see one of their number drink, they

will a]l drink too. Men often make geess of themeelves,
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BIRD/S=RYR VIRW OF SOGIBTY.

“Ar Home. REFRESHMENTS,

SmaLL anp EarLv.”
Bp Bichary Bople.

o }EE drawing which accompanies

" these faw lines doas not pre-
tend to novelty of subject. Nor
is it hoped that people *“in socie-
ty” will be struck with the repre-
sentation of what they so constant-
Iy see, and, it may be added, feel in
* the Season. I is intended chiefly
for the information of country cous-
ins, intelligent foreigners, and other
remote persons; alse yotung ladies
and gentlemen growing up, and not
Fet out, to let them know what and
where they may expect to go to if
they should ‘“give up to parties
what is meant for mankind.” Per-

il
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haps, also, in the future, it may be news to that
distinguished New Zealander so often referred to
by contemporary writers, and who, we are given
to understand, will himself be fond of drawing.
Far be it from me to imply that this attempt to
picture a manner and custom of modern society is
likely to ‘‘live” in that distant period of posteri-
ty when 8t. Paul's is in ruius, and the enterprising
traveler is sitting patiently on the Monument—I
mean the broken arch of London Bridge—sketch.
ing. T only intend to convey that a fossil copy
of it may, by chance, be dug up by the antiqua~
rian; or that my listle fly-leaf may be preserved
in the otherwise amber periodical in which it now
appears.

It is a Protest against a habit the givers of par-
ties are given to of inviting into their houses more
people than the houses will hold. And it may
be remarked, that if it be necessary to the hap-
piness of the hostess and the smccess of “FAt
Homes” that the guests shonld be crushed almost
to death, it would be an improvement if such
pressing invitations were issued in winter only,

REFRESHMENTS

“AT HOME. SMALL AND EARLY.”

and not, as now, chiefly in the hottest months of
the year.

It is common at these receptions for the crowd
to reach such dimensions that, the rooms becom-
ing quite full, the company is squeezed gradually
up the stairs till it disappears out of sight in the
direction of the bedrooms, and toward the roof of
the house; while in another direction it overflows
out of the windows on to the balconies into outer
darkness. More guests arrive every minute, and
endeavor to make their way into the presence of
the hostess; some struggle manfully, but never
reach the rooms, and subside at last on the stairs;
others succumb sconer, and live the rest of the
night on the landing, a quiet, but an oppressive
existence among colored lamps and flower-pots.
The whole staircase at last becomes choked up
with ¢ society,” closely packed, leaning against the
balusters on one side and the wall on the other, re-
signed to their fate; while in the centre or middle
passage, the horrors of which inercase each mo-
ment, two streams of company are scen, one sup-
posing it is going up, and the other under the im~
pression that it is coming down; but this is a
delusion, for neither has moved more than three
quarters of an inch the last half-hour, and it Le-
comes a melancholy subject for wheth-
er, at this rate, the middle of next week or the lat-
ter portion is the soonest their respective destina-
tiong are likely to be reached.

In such circumstances a philosopher may, al-
though a stout lady be standing upon each of his
patent-leather feet, in agony, yet fixed—the edge
of a gibus hat stuck in his eye, or an elegant gold
pin of enormous size decorating a lovely head, Lut
at the same time stabbing him in the ear—he may,
1 suggest, still, if he has any pluck, find amusement
and instruction, He may find pleasure in the de-
Tightful good-humer of some, in the long-enduring,
uncemplaining patience of others; and again, he
may see one of the gentlersex, while grief is strug-
gling in her face, gallantly preserving her compa-
ny smile, and trying hard to look as if she real-
ly thoughbt it pleasure she was undergoing; and
he may see, and hear too, some of the sex that is
not gentle seeking relief to their pent-up feelings
by muttering words of a condemnatory nature.
He may discover who i3 good-tempered, and who is
not, as he contemplates that mob of well-dressed
persons, whose trains, heads of hair, wreaths and
bouguets, flounces and feelings, are more or less
disheveled.

But cbserve the refreshment-room. From about
midnight all the vatious currents set in in that
direction—those in the drawing-rooms, the landing,
the little boudoir of? the drawing-room, the stair-
cases, and the hall; all these, which are full, are
to be emptied into the refreshment-room, which is
already full. That is the intention; the conse-
quences of the attempt to carry it out it is not eusy
10 imagine or to describe,

Suppose yourself slowly drifting toward the
ices, you heing, perhaps, short of stature but of a
persevering nature—pledged, perhaps, €o the Object
of your Affections to get a strawberry cream, she
being on the point of fainting—you yourself in an
exhausted state, your progress stopped in frout,
and the horizon shut out frem view by a big fat
man. The consciousness that the parting of your
back bair is being rufiled, that a dragoon’s mus-
tache of supernatural length is tickling your eye
on one side, and that the man of all others in the
world you most dislike has his elbow wedged into
your side on the other, almost drives you to de-
spair; and when, with a surprising effort, you are
able to turn to escape these, it is only to find all
your features violently imbedded in the prodigious
wreath attached to a lady’s head, and not kers.
To be near the rose is considered an advaniage,
but when the roses are artificial that makes a dif-
ference. Tor my part, I think what I describe
realizes the picture of an honest man struggling
with adversity, formerly esteemed one of the no-
blest of sights.

After all, I suppose that, while there are Objects
of the Affections, men will 1% found willing to go
through dangers and difieultics to sce them and to
serve them ; and who can doubt that in the fabu=
Tous period when the knight killed a dragon, or
fought his way threugh the emchanted forest, an
2dditional pleasure was imparted by those facts to
the interview afterward with the princess, who was
waiting the resvlt on the tower-top ?

Suppose, then, that you have survived the sup-
pexr-reom, your next endeavor is to get into the
apartment devoted to outer coats, etc. ; and upon
reaching which you fondly liope that your garment
will be delivered up upon the production by you of
o small ticket, having a number inscribed upon it.
Vain delusion, and wesk-minded man! The bar-
ricade of tables formed for the preservation of order
and the onter garments, and behind which neatly-
attired maidens had ofiiciated in the early part of
the might, has lLeen stormed by *sccicty,” and
complete anarchy prevails. Ladies’ cloaks, beau-
tiful burnooses, shawls, bags containing furs,
strange hoods, ave trampled under foot, with coats,
Tnverness wrappers, and lats, all-mingled togeth-
er, and flung about in the wildest disorder. * Num-
bers” are no use ; the maids axe fled, or out of their
wits with perplexity; it is a wild hunt of ladies
and gentlemen for thelr “things.” Some find
them, some don’t; some take what comes, some go
without taking apy thing; some have even been
known to insagine they had a chance of recovering
their property by calling next day.

And to think that there were some people who

¢1noved heaven and curth” to get invited to this
party, while of those who were there the greater
part sconed to think only of how they could get
uest, and it safoty.
The cliange into the fresh air is pleasant afier an
atmosphere of faded flowers, wax-lights, and scent,
There is a whole army of servants about the door,
the familiar shouting of thie linkman grects the
ear, a long stream of carriages—their Jamps shin.
ing into the far distance—mects the eye, while
above are the stars glittering in the cool, bright
sky.
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SWIFT AND THE MOHAWKS,

fIn ona of his Letters to Stelln, dated {rom 1larley Street,
Swift speals with angry disgust of the my,htl) m\trageu
then perpetrating in London by hands of dissclute revel-
ers, who assumed the Indian name of Muhnwka 10 expross
thelr wildness and ferocity. From what we oan gather
abont them, from stray passeges in the Spectator aud
elsowhere, 1t would appear that the Mohawks were in the
habit of slitting the noscs of poor servant maids, and in-
elozlug bewildered old citizens, on their way home from
thelr tavern clubs, in prickly circles of sword points, be-
sides breaking windows with showers of halfpence, ill.
treating old watehraen, anil pniling down shop signs, and
doing other wantou and selfish mischief, 1In the following
ballad T have confronted them with Swift,]
A prack sedan throngh Temple Bar

Comes at the midnight chime,
Just as above the silvering roofs

The moon begins to climb,
There is something stern about the place,

And sad about the time.

That black arch xises like Death’s door,
For rebels’ heads are there;

The moonshine, now a silver crown,
Rests upon. each in the air,

So bright that you can see their eyes
TUpon the clear stars stare.

A gtim man sits in the sedan;
It skirks St. Clement's tower

As high aloft an angel’s vaice
Is meting ont the hour;

And on the street the moonbeams broad
Meridian brightness shower.

Fast down the Strand the Mohawks come,
‘With clash of shivering glass;

With bristling swords and flaming links,
That let no watchman pass;

A yellow gown upon a pole
Leads on the drunken mass.

With hurrying cries of “Scour!” and * Scour !"
The revelers rush on;

Red smoky whirls of dvifting flame
Light faces woe-begone—

Snch faces only night can show,
Day never on them shone.

“Down with the country parson’s chair !
The drunken Mohawks shout ;

“Unearth, old fox! no preaching now
‘Will save your bacon—ont !

Or we'll slit your nose, and float your chair
Down stream—mnow, Sir, ¢come out!™

The jostled chairmen’s trembling hands
Put down the black sedan;

Then out at once—wild beast from eage—
Strides forth a black-browed man,

‘Who pushes back the Line of swords,
And faces all that clan.

Plain, homely, in a rusty gown—
Seme village priest, no more—

And yet a lion, and at bay,
Had daunted them no more,

As, all unarmed, the stern man stood,
Backward the foremost bore.

*‘Begone!” he cried, “you swaggering rogues,
Yon fools and knaves by fits;

Who let bad wine creep up and steal
Your poor besotted wits;

E'en now for you the hangman works,
And chain to collar knits!

¢ Back to your garrets and your dens,
Your greasy dice and cards;

Back, lazy prentices and thicves,
Back to your Bridewell wards!

Go to the hospitals, and pine
With Blood Bowl Alley’s hordes.

‘“For ye the madhouse cries and gapes,
For ye the gibbet creaks;

Go, join the highwayman, and kill
The miser when he squeaks;

Or cower avound the glass-house when
Fhe pent-house shelter Ieaks.

“You brood of apes, and dogs, and swine,
Back to your kennels—ga—'

{Each bitter word that grim man spoke
Fell like a bruising blow)

“—Bpawn of the serpent, to your holes,
Hg calls you from below!”

Those wine-flushed faces pale. to see
The sternness of that face;

The banners droop, the tankards sink,
The cowering links give place;

The stuttering mouths, the vacant eyes
Look sober for a space.

The wildest shrinks before that gaze,
Nor dares to brave that eye;

Then, one by one, like snow in thaw,
Melts all that company ;

The swords are sheathed, the lights go ont,
Hushed is their tipsy glee.

“To Harley Street!” Swift cries, and pass'd,
Humming & biting rhyme;

The mooen, just now eclipsed, had ceased
To soar, and soaring climb.

There was something stern about the man,
And sad about the time,

[Entered neeording to Act of Congresg, in the Year 1860,
by IInrper & Brothers, in the Clerk's Office of the Dia-
triet Conrk for the Southern District of New York.}
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CHAPTER XXXI.

Oxk day when I was busy with my books and
Mr. Pocket, I received a note by the post, the
mere outside of which threw me into a great
flutter ; for, though I had never seen the hand-
writing in which it was addressed, I divined
whose hand it was. It had no set beginning,
as Dear Mr, Pip, or Dear Pip, or Dear Sir, or
Dear Anything, but ran thus:

“Iam to come to London the day after to-morrow by
the mid-day cosch. T beliove it was settled you_ shonld
meet me? at all events Mizd Havizham has that impres-
sion, and I write in chedience to it. She sends you her
regarda, Yours, Estzins.”

If there had been time, I should probably have
ordered several suits of clothes for this oceasion ;
but as there was not, I was fain to be content

with these I had. My appetite vanished
instantly, and I knew no peace or rest uu-
til the day arrived. Not ‘that its arrival
brought me cither; for then L was worse
than ever, and began haunting the coach-
office in Wood Street, Cheapside, before the
coach had left the Blue Boar in our town,
For all that T knew this perfectly well, I
still felt as if it were not safe to let the coach-
office be out of my sight longer than five
minntes at a time; and in this condition of
unreason I had performed the first halt-hour
of a watch of four or five hours, when Mr.
‘Wemmick ran against me.

¢ Halloa, Mr. Pip,” said he; “how do
you do? Ishould hardly have thought this
was your beat.,”

I explained that ¥ was waiting to meet
somebody who was coming up by coach,
and I inguired after the Castle and the

od.
““ Both flourishing, thank ye,” ¢aid Wem-
mick, “and particularly the Aged. He’s
in wonderful feather. Hc'll be cighty-two
next 'birthdny. I have a notion of firing
cighty-two times, if the necighborhood
shouldn’t complain, and that cannon of
mine should prove equal to the pressure.

However, this is not London talk. Where

de you think I am going to?”

“To the office?” said 1, for he was tend-
ing in that dircction.
¢ Next thing to it,” returned Wemmick,

I am going to Newgate. We are in a

banker's-parcel ease just at present, and I

have been down the road taking a squint at

the scene of action, and thercupon must
have a word or two with our client.”
“Did your client commit the robhery ?*

T asked.

¢Bless your soul and body, no,” an-
swered Wemmick, very dryly., “But he
is accused of it, So might you or I be,

Either of us might be accused of it, you

know,”

“ Only neither of us is,” I remarked.
¢“Yah!” said Wemmick, teuching me on

the breast with his fore-finger; “‘you’re a

deep one, Mr. Pip! Would you like to

have a look at Newgate? Have you time

to spare ?”
I bad so mueh time to spare that the proposal
came ns a rclief, notwithstanding its unreconcil-
ability with my latent desire to keep my eyc on
the coach-office. Muttering that I would make
the inquiry whether I had time to walk with
him, I went into the office, and aseertained from
the clerk, with the nicest precision and much to
the trying of his temper, the earlicst moment at
which the coach could be expected —which I
knew beforehand quite as well as he, I then
rejoined Mr. Wemmick, and affecting to consult
my watch and to be surprised by the information
I had received, accepted his offer,

We were at Newgate in a few minntes, and
we passed through the lodge where some fetters
were hanging up on the bare walls among the
prison rules, into the interior of the jail. At
that time jails were much neglected, and the
period of d reaction quent on all
public wrong-doing—and which is always its
heaviest and longest punishment—was still far
off. So felons were not lodged and fed better
than soldicrs (to say nothing of paupers), and
seldom set fire to their prisons with the excus-
able object of improving the flavor of their soup.
It was visiting time when Wemmick took me in ;
and a potman was going his rounds with beer;
and the prisoncrs behind bars in yards were
buying beer and talking to friends; and a frouzy,
ugly, disorderly depressing scene m was,

It struck me that Wemmick walked among
the prisoners much as a gardener might walk
among his plants, This was first put into my

head by his seeing a shoot that had come wp in
the night, and saying, * What, Captain Tom?
Are you there? Ah, indeed!” and also, “Is
that Black Bill behind the cistern? Why, I
didn’t look for you these two months; how do
you find yourself?” Equally in his stopping at
the bars and attending to anxions whisperers—
always singly—Wemmick with hig post-office in
an immovahle state, looked at them while in
conference, as if he were taking partienlar notice
of the advance they had made, since last ob-
served, toward coming out in full blow at their
trial.

Tle was highly popular, and I found that he
took the familiar department of Mr. Jaggers's
business : though something of the state of Mr.
Jaggers hung about him too, forbidding ap-
proach beyond certain limits,  His personal rec-
ognition of each successive client was comprised
in a nod, and in his settling his hat a little easicr
on his head with both hands, and then tighten-
ing the post-office, and putting his hands in his
pockets, In one or two instances there was a
difficulty respecting the raising of fees, and then
Mzx. Wemmick, backing as far as possible from
the insufficient money produced, said, *It’s no
use, my boy. DI'm only a subordinate. I can’t
take it. Don’t go on in that way with a subordi-
nate. If you are unable to make up your quan-
tum, my boy, you had better address yourself to
o principal ; there are plenty of principals in the
profession, you know, and what is not worth the
while of one may be worth the while of another—
that’s my recommendation to you, speaking as a
subordinate. Don’t try on uscless measures,
Why should you! Now, who's next ?”

‘Thus we walked throngh Wemmick’s green-
house until he turned to me and said, ¢ Notice
the man T shall shake hands with.,” I should
have done go, without the preparation, as he had
shaken hands with no one yet.

Almost as soon as he had spoken, a portly up-
nght mgn (whom I can see now, as I writc) ina

n oli lered frock-coat, with a pecul-
iar pallor overspreading thered in his complexion,
and eyes that went wandering about when he
tried to fix them, came up to a corner of the
bars, and put his hand to hig hat—which had a
greasy and fatty snrface like cold broth—with a
half-serious and half-jocose military salute.

“Colonel, to you!” said Wemmick; ‘‘how
are you, Colonel "

“All right, Mr. Wemmick.”

“Every thing was done that could be done,
but the evidence was too strong for us, Colonel.”

““Yes, it was too strong, Sir—but 7 don’t
care.”

“No, no,” said Wemmick, coolly, *gyou don't
care.” 'Then, turning to me, “Served His Maj-
esty this man. Was a soldier in the line and
‘bought his dischaxge.”

I said, “Indeed?” and the man’s eyes looked
at me, and then looked over my head, and then
looked all round me, and then he drew his hand
across his lips and laughed.

] think I shall be off on Monday, 8ir,” he
said to Wemmick.

¢ Perhaps,” returned my friend, ¢but there’s
no knowing.”

“X am glad to have the chance of bidding you
good-by, Mr, Wemmick,” said the man, stretch-
ing out his hand between two bars.

*Thank ye,” said Wemmick, shaking hands
with him. “Same to you, Colonel.”

“1If what T had npon me when taken had been
real, Mr. Wemmick,” said the man, unwilling
to let his hand go, *‘I should have asked the
favor of your wearing another ring—in acknowl-
edgment of your attention.”

“ Tl accept the will for the deed,” said Wem-
mick, ¢ By-the-by, you were guite a pigeon-
fancier,” The man looked up at the sky. I
am told you kad a remarkable breed of tumblers.
Could you commission any friend of yours to
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bring me a pair, if you've no further use for
‘em ?”

¢ It shall be done, Sir.”

“All right,” said 'Wemmick, * they shall be
taken cars of. Good-aficrnoon, Colonel. Good-
by!” They shook hands again, and aswe walked
away Wemmick said to me, ‘A Coiner, & very
good workman, The Recorder’s report is made
to-day, and he is sure to be hanged on Monday.
Still you see, as far as it goes, a pair of pigeons
are portable property, all the sarme.” With that
he looked back, and nodded at this dead plant,
and then east his eyes about him in walking out
of the yard, as if he were considering what other
pot would go best in its place,

As we came out of the prison through the
lodge, I found that the great importance of my
guardian was appreciated by the turnkeys, no
less than by those whom they held in charge.
“Well, Mr, Wemmick,” said the turnkey, who
kept us between the two studded and spiked
lodge gates, and carefully locked one before he
unlocked the other, ** what’s Mr. Jaggers going
to do with that waterside murder? Is he going
to make it manslanghter, or what’s ke going to
make of it P

¢ Why don’t you ask him?” returned Wem-
mick,

“ Oh yes, I dare say!"” said the turnkey.

“Now, that's the way with them here, Mr.
Pip,” remarked Wemmick, turning to me with
the post-office elongated. ¢ They don’t mind
what they ask of me, the subordinate ; but you'll
never caich ’em asking any questions of my
‘principal.”

¢ Js this young gentleman onc of the ‘pren-
tices or articled ones of your offico?” asked the
turnkey, with a grin at Mr. Wemmick’s hu-
nor.
¢ There he goes again, you seo!” cried Wem-
mick, I told youso! Asks another question
of the subordinate before his first is dryl Well,
supposing Mr. Pip is one of thern 2”

¢ Why then,”said the turnkey, grinning again,
¢“he knows what Mr. Jaggers is.”

“Yah!" eried Wemmick, suddenly hicting out
at the turnkey in a facetious way, “yowre ag
dumb as one of your own keys when you have
to do with my principal—you know you ave.
T.et us oty you old fox, or L'l get him to bring
an action of fulse imprisonment against youn,”

The turnkey langhed, and gave ng good-day,
and stood laughing at us over the spikes of the
wicket when we descended the steps into the
street.

¢Mind you, Mr. Pip,” said Wemmick, gravely,
in my ear, as he took my arm to be more eonfi-
dential; “I don’t know that Mr. Jaggers does
2 better thing than the way in which he kecps
himself so high. He'salways so higl. His con-
stant height is of a picce with iis immense abili-
ties. "That Coloncl durst no more take leave of
Aim, than that turukey durst ask him lds inten-
tions respecting a ¢ Then hetween his height
and them he slips in his subordinate—don’t yoa
see ?—and so he has "em, soul and body.”

I was very much impressed, and mot for the
first time, by my guardian’s subtlety. To eon-
fess the truth, [ very heartily wished, and not
for the first time, that I Lad had some other
guardian of minor abflities.

Mr. Wemmick and I parted at the office in
Little Britain, where suppliants for My. Jag-
gery’s notice were lingering about as usual, and
I returned to my watch in the street of the
eoach-office, with some three hows on hand.
I consumed the whole time in thinking how
strange it was that I should be encompassed by
all this taint of prison and crime; that in my
childhood out on our lonely marshes on a win-
ter evening I should have first eneonntered it;
that it should have reappearcd on two occasions,
starting ont like a stain that was faded but not
gome ; that it should in this new way pervade
my fortune and advancement. I thought of
the beautiful young Estella, proud and refined,
coming soward me, while my mind was thus
engaged, and thought with absolute abhorrence
of the contrast between the jail and her, K
wished that Wemmick had not met me, or that
I had not yielded to him and gone with him, so
that, of all days in the year on this day, X might
1ot have had Newgate in my breath and on my
clothes. T beat the prisou dust off my feet as T
sauntered to and fro, and I shook it ont of my
dress, and T exhaled its air from my lungs. So
contaminated did I feel, remembering who was
coming, that the coach came quickly after all,
and I was not yet free from the sofling consclous-
ness of Mr. Wemmick’s conservatory, when I
saw her face at the coach window and her hand
waving to me,

‘What wus the nameless shadow which again
in that one instant had passed

CHAPTER XXXIIL

In her furred traveliug-dress, Estella seemed
more delicately beantiful than she had ever
seemed yet, cven in my eyes. Her manner was
more winning than she had cared to let.it be to
me before, and I thought I saw Miss Havisham’y
influence in the change.

‘We stood in the Inn Yard while she pointed
out her Inggage to me, and when it was all col-
lected I remembered—having forgotten every
thing but herself in the mean while—that I knew
nothing of her destination.

“I am going to Richmond,” she told me.
““Qur lesson is, that there are two Richmonds,
oue in Surrey and ome in Yorkshire, and that
mine is the Surrey Richmond. The distance is
ten miles. T am to have a carriage, and you
are to take me. This is my purse, and you sre
to pay my charges out of it.” Oh, yon mnst take
the purse!  'We have no choice, you and I, but
0 vbey our instructions. We are not free to
follow our own devices, you and L”

As she looked at me in giving me the purse, T
hoped there was an inner meaning in her words,
She said them slighingly, but not with displeas-
ure.,

A carriage will have to be sent for, Estella.
‘Will you rest here a little P

“Yes, I am to rest here a little, and I am to
drink some tea, and you are to take carc of me
the while.”

She drew her arm through mine, as if it must
be. done, and I requested a waiter who had been
staring at the coach like a man who had never
seen such athing in his life, to show us a private
gitting-room. Upon that he pulled out a nap-
kin, as if it were a magie clew without which he
couldn’t find the way up stairs, and led uvs to the
black hole of the establishment; fitted up witha
diminishing mirror (quite a superfluous article
considering the hole’s proportions), an anchovy
sauce-cruet, and somebody’s pattens. On my
objecting to this retreat, he took us into anoth-~
cr room with a dinner-table for thirty, and in
the grate a scorched leaf of a copy-book under
a bushel of coal-dust. Having looked at this
extinct conflagration and shaken his head, he
took my order: which, proving to be merely
““Some tea for the lady,” sent him out of the
room in a very low state of mind.

I was, and I am, sensible that the air of this
chamber, in its strong combination of stable with
soup-stock, might have led one to infer that the
coaching department was not doing well, and
that the enterprising proprietor was boiling down.
the horses for the refreshment department.  Yet
the room was all in all to me, Estella being in it.
I thought that with her I could have been hap-
py there for life. (I was not at all happy there
at the time, observe, and I knew it well.

“Where are you going to, at Richmond ?” I
asked Hstella.

L am going to live,” said she, ‘“at a great
expense, with a lady fhore, who has the power
—or says she has—of taking me about and in-
troducing me, and showing people to me and
showing me to people.”

“I suppose you will be glad of variety and
admiration ?”

“Yes, I suppose so.”

Bhe answered so carelessly that I said, “ You
speak of yoursclf as if you were some one else.”

“Where did you learn how X speak of others?
Come, come,” said Estella, smiling delightfully,
‘¢ you must not expect me to go to school to you;
I yaust talk in my own way. How do yon thrive
with Mr. Pocket?”

“I live yuite pleasantly there; at least—7
It appeared to me that I was losing a chance.

¢ At least?” repeated Estella.

¢ As pleasantly as I could any where, away
from you.”

““You silly boy,” suid Estella, quite composed-
Iy, ““how can you talk such nonsense? = Your
friend Mr, Matthew, 1 belicve, is superior to the
xest of his family 2”

““Very superior indeed. He is nobody’s en-
emy—"

“Don’t add ‘ but his own,’” interposed Estel-
la, *“for I hate that class of man. But he really
is disinterested, and above small jealonsy and
spite, I have heard ?”

‘I am sure I have every reason to say so.”

““You have not every reason to say so of the
rest of his people,” said Estella, nodding at me
with an expression of face that was at once grave
and rallying, “for they beset Miss Havisham
with reports and insinuations to your disadvant-
age. They watch you, misrepresent you, write
letters about you (anonymous sometimes), and
you are the torment and the occupation of their
lives, You can scarcely realize to yourself the
hatred those people feel for you,”

““They do me no harm, I hope?” said I.

Instead of anawering, Hstella burst out langh-
ing. This was very singular to me, and I look-
ed at her in considerable perplexity, When she
left off—and she had not laughed languidly but
with real enjoyment—I said, in my diffident way
with her, 1 hope I may sappose that you would
not be amused if they did me any harm.”

“No, no, you may be sure of that,” said Es-
tella, “You may be certain that I laugh be-
cause they fail,  Ohb, those people with DMiss
Havisham, and the tortures they undergo!” She
laughed again, and even now when she had teld
me why, her laughter was very singulor to me,
for I could not doubt its being genwvine, and yet
it seemed too much for the oceasion, I thonght
there must really be something more here than
I knew ; she saw the thought in my mind, and
answered it.

‘It s not easy for even you,” said Estella,
¢to know what satisfaction it gives me to see
those people tliwarted, or what an enjoyable
sense of the ridiculous I have when they arc
made ridiculous. For you were not brought up
in that strange house from a mere baby. Iwas.
You had not your little wits sharpened by their
intriguing against you, suppressed and defense-
less, under. the mask of sympathy and pity and
what not that is soft and soothing.—I had.” You
did not gradually open your round childish eyes
wider and wider to the discovery of that impos-
tor of a woman wheo calculates her stores of peace
of mind when she wakes up in the night. —I

BEl

It was no laughing matter with Estella now,
nor was she sur ing these brance:
from any shallow place. ¥ would not have been
the eause of that look of hers for all my expect-
ations in a heap,

“Two things I can tell you,” said Estella.
‘¢ First, notwithstanding the proverb that con-
stant dropping will wear away a stone, you may
set your mind at rest that these people never
wili—never would, in a hundred years—impair
your ground with Miss Havisham, in any par-
ticular, great or small. Second, I am beholden
to you as the cause of their heing so busy and
$0 mean in vain, and there is my hand upon it.”

As she gave it me playfully—for her darker
mood had Leen but momenta
put it to my lips. *Youn ridiculous boy,” said
Estella, “will you never take warning? Or do
you kiss my hand in the spirit in which I once
let you kiss my cheek ?”

“What was it?” said I.

I must think & moment. A spirit of con-
tempt for the fawners and plotters.”

¢*“If I say yes, may I kiss the cheek agnin P

*¢You should have asked before you touched
the hand. But, yes, if you like.” g

I leaned down, and her ealm face was like a
statne’s. ¢ Now,” said Estella, gliding away
the instant I touched her check, “you are to
take care that I have some tea, and you are to
take me to Richmond.”

Her reverting to this tone as if onr association
were forced upon us and we were mere puppets,
gave me pain; bub every thing in our inter-
course did give me pain, Whatever her tone
with me happened to be, I could put no trust in
it, and build no hope on it; and yet I went on
against trast and against hope. Why repeat it
2 thousand times? o it always was.

I rang for the tea, and the waiter, reappear-
ing with his magic clew, brought in by degrees
some fifty adjuncts to that refreshment, but of
tea not a glimpse. Atea-board, cups aud san-
cers, plates, knives and forks (including carvers),
spoons (various), salt-cellars, a meek little muffin
confined with the utmost precaution under a
large strong tin cover, Moses in the bulrushes
typified by a soft bit of butter in a quantity of
parsiey, a pale loaf, with & powdered head, two
proof impressions of the bars of the kitchen fire-
place on tiiangular bits of bread, and ultimately
a fat family urn, which the waiter staggered in
with, expressing in his countenance burden and
suffering. After a prolonged absence at this
stage of the entertainment, he at length came
Dback with 4 casket of precious appearance con-
taining twigs. These I steeped i hot water,
and so from the whole of these appliances ex-
ivacted one cup of X don't know what, for Es-
tella.

The bill paid, and the waiter remembered,
and the hostler not forgotten, and the chamber-
maid taken into consideration—in a word, the
whole house bribed into a state of contempt and
animosity, and Estella’s purse much lightened—
we gobt Into our post-coach and drove away.
Turning into Cheapside and rattling up New-
gate Street, we were soon under the walls of
which I was so ashamed.

‘“What place is that ?” Estella asked me,

I made a foolish pretense of not at first recog-
nizing it, and then told her. As she looked at
it, and drew in hex hcad again, murmuring
““Wretches !” I wonld not have confessed to my
visit for any consideration,

“Mr. Jaggers,” said k, by way of putting it
neatly on somebody else, “‘has the reputation
of baing more in the secrets of that dismal place
than any man in London.”

““He is more in the secrets of every place 1
think,” said Estella, in a low voice.

“You have been acenstomed to see him often,
I suppose ”

“I have been aceustomed to see him at un-
eertain intervals over since I can remember.
Buat I know him no better now than I did before
I could speak plainly. What is your own expe-
rience of him? Do you advance with him ?”

“¢Once habituated to his distrustful manner,”
said I, ““I have done very well.”

¢ Are you intimate ?”

I have dined with him at his private house.”

] fancy,” said . Estclla, shrinking, ¢ that
must be a curious place.”

““Itis a curious place.”

I should have been chary of discussing my
guardian too freely even with her ; bus I shounld
have gone on with the subject so far asto de-
scribe the dinner in Gerard Street, if we had not
then come into a sudden glare of gas. It seem-
ed, while it lasted, to be all alight and alive with
that inexplicable feeling I had had before; and
when we were out of it, I was as much dazed for
a few moments as if X had been in lightning.

So we fell into other talk, and it was princi-
pally about the way by which we were traveling,
and about what parts of London lay on this side
of ity and what on that., The greut city was al-
most new to her, she told me, for she had never
left Miss Havisham's neighborhood until she
had gone to Franco, and she had merely passed
through London then in going and returning, I
asked her if my guardian had any charge of her
while she remained here? To that she emphat-
ically said, ¢‘God forbid!” and no more.

It was impossible for me to avoid seeing that
she cared to attract me; that she made herself
winning ; and would have won me even if the
task had nceded pains. Yet this made me none
the happier, for, even if she had not taken that
tone of our being disposed of by others, I should
have felt that she held my heart in her hand
because she willfully chose to do it, and not be-
cause it would have wrang any tenderness in her
to erush it and throw it awey.

‘When we passed throngh Hammersmith I
showed her where Mr. Matthew Pocket lived,
and sald it was no great way from Richmond,
and that I hoped I should see her sometimes.

““Oh yes, you are to see me; you ave to come
wlen you think proper ; you are to be mentioned
to the family; indeed you are already men-
tioned.”

I inquired was it & large household she was
going to be a Taember of ?

““No; there are only two—mother and
daughter. The mother is a lady of some sta-
tion, I believe, though not averse to increasing
her income,”

I wonder Mies Havisham could pact with
you again so soon.”

It is a part of Miss Havisham’s plans for
me, Pip,” said Estella, with a sigh, as if she were

tired; ‘T am to write to her constantly and see
her regularly, and report how I go on—I and
the jewels—ifor they are nearly all mine now.”

It was the first time she had ever called me
by my name. Of eourse she did so purposcly,
and knew that I should treasure it up.

‘We came to Richmond all too soon, and our
destination there was a house by the Green—a
staid old house, where hoops and powder and
patches, embroidered coats, rolled stockings,
ruffles, and swords had had their court-days
many a time. - Some ancient trees before the
house were still ent into fashions as formal and
unnatural as the hoops and wigs and. stiff skirts
they had cast their shadows on; but their own
allotted places in the great procession of the
dead were not far off, and they would soon drap
into them and go the silent way of the rest.

A bell with an old voice—which I dare say in
its time had often said to the house, Here is the
green farthingale, Here is the diamond-hilted
sword, Here are the shoes with red heels and the
blue solitaire—sounded gravely in the moon-
light, and two cherry-colored maids came fiut-
tering out to receive Estella. The door-way
soon absorbed her boxes, and she gave me her
hand and a smile, and said good-night, and was
absorhed likewise. And still I stood looking at
the house, thinking how happy 1 shonld be if I
lived there with her, and knowing that I never
was happy with her, but always miserable.

I got into the carriage to be taken back to
Hamumersmith, and I got in with a bad heart-
ache, and I got out with a worse heartache.
At our own door I found little Jane Pocket
coming home from a party escorted by her little
lover; and I envied her little Jover, in spite of
hig being subject to Flopson.,

Mr. Pocket was out lecturing; for he was a
most delightful lecturer on domestic economy,
and his treatises on the management of children
and servants were considered the very best text-
books on those themes, But Mrs. Pocket was
at home, and was in a little difficulty, on ac-
count of the baby’s having been accommodated
with 2 needle-case 1o keep him quiet during the
unaccountable abscnce (with a relative in the
Foot Guards) of Millers, and of more necdles
being missing than it could be regarded as quite
wholesome for a patient of such tender years
either to apply externally or to take as a tonic.

As Mr. Pocket was also justly celebrated for
giving most excellent praetical advice, and for
having a clear and sound perception of things
aud a highly judicious mind, I had some notion
in my heartache of begging him to accept my
confidence. But happening to look up at Mrs.
Pocket as she sat reading her book of dignities
after prescribing Bed as a sovereign remedy for
baby, I thought, Well—No, I wouldn’t,

ELISABETTA SIRANL

1665.
Jusr to begin,—and end! so xmuch,—no more!
To touch upon the very point at last
“Where life rhounld cling: to feel the solid shore
Safe; where, the secthing sea's strong toll o‘erpass,
Pesca seem'd appointed; then, with ali the etore
Half-undivnlged of the glean'd ocean cast,
Tike a discouraged wave's on the lleak strand,
Where what appear’d some temple (whose glad Priest
To gather ooean's sparkling gift should stand,
Bidding the wearled wave, from toil releast,
Sleep in the marble harbors bathed with blan
And quiet sunshine, flowing from full east
Among the laurels) proves the dull blind rock's
Fentastic front,—to die, a disellow'd,
Dasht purpose: which the scornful shore-cliff mocks,
Even ag it pinke: and all its wealsh hestow'd
In vain,—mere food to feed, perchance, stray flocks
Of the conrse sea-gull! weaving Its own shroud
Of idle fonm, swift ceasing to be seen!
— R8ad, sad, my father! . .. yet it comes to this,
For T am dying. All that might have heen—
That must have beenl . .. the days, ro hard to misz,
Bo sure to come] ... eycs, lips, that scem'd to leen
iIn om me at my %, and almost kisg
The curls bow'd o'er it, . . . Josk! Ch, never doubt ~
I should have lived to know them all again,
And from the crowd of praisers singlo out.
Tor special love those forma heheld so plain
Beforehand, When my pictures, torne about
Bologna, to the church. doors, Jed their train
Of Lindling faces, turr'd, as by they g
p .to these windows—standing at your eide
TUnseen, to see them, I (ba suve!) should know
And welcome back those eyes and lipz, deseried
Long eince in fancy: for I Ioved them eo,
And so believed them! Think! . . . Bologna's pride
My paintings! . . , Guido Reni's mantle mine. . .
nd 1, the maiden artist, prized smong
The masters, . .. oh, that dream was too divine
For earth to renlize! I dio 50 young,
ATl this escapes mel God, the gift e Thine,
Not man's, then . . . better so!  That throbbing throng
Of human fuces fades out fast, Even yours,
RBelovad ones, the inexorable Fate
(For all our vow'd affections!) searce eadures
Abouy me. Must I go, then, desolate
Out from among you? Nay, my work insures
Tit_guerdon somewhere—the' tho gift must walt]
Iiad T lived longer, life would sure have set
Tarth's gift of fame in safety. But I die.
Death must make eafe the heavenly guerdon yet.
I trusted time for immortality—
“There was my ervor! Father, never let
Doubt of Téward confuse my memery]
Besides, I have done much: and what is done
Ts well done. All my heart conecived, my hand
Made fast . . . mild martyr, saint, and weeping nun
And traocheon'd prince, and warrior with bold brand,
Yet keep my life upon them ;—as the sun,
“Tho' fallen below the Emity of the land,
Bl sces on every form of purple clond
‘His painted presence.

Flaring August's hore,
September's coming! Summer's broider’d shrond
Ts borne away in trivmph by the year:
Red Antumn drops, from all his branches bow'd,
Hig careless wealth upon the costly bier. -
We must be cheerful, Set’the casement wide,
One last look o'er the places I have loved,
One last long Jook? . ... Bologna, O my pride
Among thy palaced streets! The days have moved
Pleasantly o'er us. What has been denied
To our endeavor? Life unreproved.
To make the best of all things, is the best
Of =2l means to be happy. Thia I know,
Bub can not phrase it finely. 'The night's rest
The day's foil sweetons. Flowens are warm'd by anow.
Alrs well God will. Work out this grief. Joy's zest
Ttsclf i3 salted with a fouch of woe.
There's nothing comes to us may mot be borne,
Except a too great lappiness, Bub this
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Comes rarely. The' I know that you will mourn
Tiie little maiden helpmate yor must miss,
Thanks be to God, I leave you not forlorn,
There should be comfort in this dying kise.
Lot Barbara keep my colors for hersclf,
T'm sorry that Lueis went away
[n some ankindness. *Twas n cheerful elfl
Send her my seatlet ribbons, mother; say
T thought of her. My pallet's on the shelf,
Surptised; o donbi, at such long holiday.
Ju_the south window, on the easel, stands
My picture for the Empress Elednore,
8till wanting some few touches, thede weak hands
Must leave to others. Yet there's time before
own

ATFFAIRS AT FORT PICKENS.

Tieutenant Gilman, one of the officers at Fort Pickens,
arvived at Washington on 8¢ from Pensacola, having left
there on the 31st of March. He states thab o reinforce-
ments had been landed from the Brooklyn or any other
vessel, but that she had gone to Key Weat for supphes.
He atutes that the Confederate treops were arriving there
in large pumbers, and in a few days they would have five
thousand, well provisioned. He says it ia inpossible for
the Government to land troops at Fort Pickens without the
Confederate authorlties knowing it, and whenever they
attempt it hostilitics will at omee commence. He says
met large numbers of troops on the route for Pensacola;
that General Bragg will not walt the action of the Wash-

The year ends, And the Empress's
You'll find in writing. wbara's brush is more
Like mine than Amnna's; let her finish it
Oh, ... and there's 'Maso our poar fishermant
Youwll find my work done for him: something fit
T'e hang among his netes you liked the plan
My fancy took to please our friend's dull wit,
Scarce brighter than his old tin fishing ecan.. ,
St, Margaret, stotely as a ship full sail,
Lenditig 4 dragon by an ezore band;
The ribbor futters gayly in the gale:
The monster follows the Saint's gniding hand,
‘Wrinkled to one grim emile from head to fall:
For in his horny hide his heart grows bland.
~—— Where are you, dear’onea?. ..

*Tis the dull, faint chill,
‘Which soon will shzivel into burniog pain!
Dear brother, sisters, father, mother—still
Stand near me! While your faces fixt remain
YWithin my sense, vague fears of unknown ill
Are softly crowded out, ... and yet, 't vain!
Greet Giulio Banzi; greet Antonie; greet
artolomeo, kindly, When I'm gone,
And in the school-room, as of old, you meet,
— Ah, yes! youw'll miss a certain merry tone,
A cheerful face, a smile thak should complete
The vagne place in the househoid picture grown
To an aspest 0 familiar, it seems strange
That aught should alter there, Mere life, a$ least,
Conld not have brought the shadow of a
Across it. Safely the warm years increast
Lmong na.  E have néver sought to range
From our gmall table at earth’s general feast,
Yo higher places: never loved but you,
Dear family of friends, except may, axrt:
Nov any form save those my ogenc'll drew
Frer quiver'd in the quiet of my heart.
I die n maiden to Madonna true,
And would have so continued. . . . There, the smart,
The pang, the faintness}., ..

Ever, as I le

1lere, with the autwmn sunset on my face,
And heavy in my curls while it, and I,

Together, slipping eoftly from the place
‘We play'd in, pensively prepare to die),

A low warm bumming simmers in my ears,
013 summer afternoons! faint fragments rise

Out of my broken life. ., at times appears
Madonva.like 2 moon in mellow skies:

The three Fates with the spindle and the shears:
The Grand Duke Coamo with the Destinies:

8t. Margaret with her dragon: fitful cheers
Along the Via, Urbana come and go:

Bologna with her towers!. .. Then all grows dim,
And shapes itaelf anew, softly and elow,

‘To cloister'd glooms:thro" which the silver hymn
Eludes the sensitive zilence; while below

The sonthwest window, just one single, slim,
And sleepy sunbem, powders with waved gold

A lape of gleamy mist along the gloom,
Whereby to find i3 way, thro' manifold

Magnificence, to Guido Reni's tomb,
Yhich set in steadfast splendor, I behold.

And ail the while, I scent tho incense fume,
Tl dizzy grows the brain, and dark the eye

Beneath the eyelid, ‘When the end ia come,
Thete, by his tomb (our master's) let ma lie,

Somewhere, not too far off; benmeath the dome
Of our own Lady of the Rosary:

Safe, where old friends will pass] and stiil near homel

OWEN MEREDITH.

DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE.

ELECTIONS DURING THE WEEK.

T election for State officers and members of Congress
in Rthode Island fook place on 34, and resulted in the eom-
plate overthrow of Republicans, The Opposition gain
two members of Congress.

ington- much longer hefore they commence
operations. He says the irpression there was thai Fort
Pickens wag to be abandoned.  Such assurances were given
out there.

A LETTER FROM THE ‘! SABINE,”

The Times publishes aletter written on board the frigate
Sabine, stationed off Pepsacola, which gives an insight
into the cendition of affaits at that point, both on ship and
shore, on the 25th of March. At that time the vessels on

& 6tation were short of provisions, and the men on ac-
count; of the apparent negleet of the authorities at Wash-
ington, were somewhat disheartened; but since then the
supplies which have been. dispatched from this port have
donbtless reached their destination. The letter says no-
thing relative to the reinforcement of Fort Pickens, except
to exhibit the difficulty of such an enterprise.

ANOTHER VESSEL FIRED INTO.

Tmportant intelligence reaches us from Charleston. The
soldiers on Morris Ialand, unable probably to restrain lon-
ger their martial ardor, and burning once more 1o gignal-
ize their bravery, on Wednesday evening, during the
Prevalence of a severe gale, fired nto o schooner which
Was -atbempting to enter the harbor, The schooner being
siruck by & shot, which went throngh her, immediately
turned and went 1o sea i midst of the gale. It
was subsequently ascertained that she was from New Jer-
sayy loaded with ice. ¢ excuse for firing Into her was
that she earried no colors—which it is quite likely she had
not on board, Major Anderson immediately dispatehed 2

Pickens for an but.
tesult of the inferview is not ktiown, Thursday morning,
however, Lieutenants Snyder and Talbot eame off from
Fort Bumter and had ancther interview with the Govern-
or; and in the evening Licutenant Talhot left with dis-
patches for Washington, while Lienténant Snyder returned
to the fort, Whether the schooner which was fired into
subsequently entered the harbor is mot stated. Reports
prevailed, both in Charleston and ‘Washington, that sup-
plies and mail communication had been cut off from Fory
Bumter, by order of Jefferson Davis.

THE GARRISON AT FORT MORGAN,

The Mobile Tribune of the 27th has the following: © The

dson at Fort Morgan, we understand, ia to be raised to

a thonsand men. At present we suppose there are at least

seven of eight hundred already there, and we learn that

they are rapidly being instructed in all the garrison duties.

They will leave that place good soldiers, unless * Old Abe'

#hould put them throngh what is vulgsrly termed *a ¢ourse

of aprouts.! That he does not intend to do; and, if he did,
he would find it a very difficult feat,”

BUMORED MEXICAN FORAY UPON TEXAS.
‘We have important news from the Rio Grande. Gen-
eral Ampudia, with three thoussnd Mexicans, was at last
accounts within sizty miles of Brownaville. The Texany
report that his object was to plunder Brownsville and
Matamores, and pillage generally. It Is alto reported that
Ampudia has aroused the Mexicans with the design of re-
annexing Texas to Mexico. He announces that as the
Federal Government no longer supporis Texos, now is the
tima to retake her. The Texans were preparing fo repel
the invaders,

HOW ARKANSAS STANDS.

A lettor dated Little Rock, March 22, says: *Our Con-
ention has rdjourned, and we are still in the Union, We
laid down what we consider onr grievankes—a plan for ad-
justment—joined Virginia in her call for s Convention st
Frankfort on the 27th day of May mext, and elected five
delegates to represent us in that Convention. And on the
first Mondsy in Augnst next, we take the vote of the peo-
ple for ¢ ce-operation’ or * soccssion,’ and that vote will de-
termine onr action. We odds to contend egainst.
Every influgnce was brought to bear upor us. Disappoing-
ed politiclans and aspiring ones crowded the Convention
to sway ite action, but to no purpose. I think we have
done welL”

A NEW CUSTOM-HOUSE REGULATION.

and Nashville Railroad, had recently purchased a planta-
tion in Alnbama, and was prepuring to remove to it.  AlL
of his negross except one cxpressed entire willingness to
g0, and it became mecessary to use force with that one.

. Moore wag handewfiing him for the purpose of sending
him off with the rest of wse Degrows. 'The boy, it appesss,
e preparod himself for a wnrderous assaul upon his
master, as he had & knife concenled In his right sleeve,
and while the handeuff was being fastened apon hia left
arm he made a lunge at Mr. Moore's throat, intlicting a
terrible but not fatal wound, which he followed up with
another atroke, cutiing a deep gash upon his chin, By
this time Mr. Saunders and the father of Mr. Moore came
to il rescuc, when the negro tarned upon tlie former and
commenced cutting hin, and then upon the latter, cutting
his throat from ear to ear, almost severing his head from
i hody, and killing him’ instantly. The alamn having
been given, the people in the vieinity hastened to the
Dloody ecene, and it was found necessary to shoot the
megro three times before the knife conld be got from him.
He wes then taken and hung immediately. It is thought
ihe wound of the younger Moore will ot prove fatal.”

A SENSIBLE LETTER.

Hon. C. B. Sedgwick has written the appended reply to
2 note which he received from a clergyman asking his in-
fluence to obtain a subordinate clerkship in the New York
Custom-honse for his son, a youth he “had never had oc-
;:]E;G;l tz‘)i punish, and never knew of his being guitty of &

sebood :”

“S¥xacvss, March, 187..
“Rev. Mr. P.—My dezr Sir: If you have a son who
won't lie mor sienl, don’t, for God's sake, put him 3n he
New York Cuatom-house: he would econ lose those quali.
tlea there, and get other habits not half so virtuona.  Still,
if you are inclined to put temptation in his way, instead of
being careful and prayerful that it be removed from him,
X will give hir a letter, provided any friend of mine is ap.
pointed oallector.
““Very truly your friend snd the friend of your boy,
4G, B, SEDGWIOK™

A DI VERNON IN WISCONSIN.

The Wisconsin State Jousrnal, of the 20th ult., says:
“ About two o'clock this afterncon tha people along King
and Finkney atreets wero startled by a horse, with a

oung lady on his back, running a% farious spead in the
direction of ¢he American House. 8i.¢ had evidently lost
eontrol of him, and every one expectod to see her dashed
1o the gronnd and seriously hurk, if not killed outright.
‘Turning down Washington Avenue, lie shot thraugh the
crowd of wood wagons and other vehicles, ané dashed
directly into the livery stable just Lelow the American.
A great rush of people Immedintely filled the stable, fear—
ful that the girl was killed; hut with the exception of
some rents in her riding dress, she was nnhurt. She had
Xept her seat, and appeared perfeetly cool und eollectod.
All that troubled her, ghe declared, during the runaway
was the disarrangement of her dress, 2nd sie nroposed to
4ry the horse sgain withont delay. It proved to be s fash
‘horse, owned by John D, Welch, that few men cared to
fide, he is 80 wild and anmanageable, but which the girl,
Miss Xllen Dennison, of thig eity, had determines to ride
at the State Fair, She was practicing with him on Third

ke ridge, near Governor Farwell's Lonse, when eho lost
control of the bridle, and he ran with her to the stuble,
a distance of about & mile. The horse was very much
exclted, and some of the by-standers sttempt ed to dissuade
her from mounting him again. She very ecolly replied
vhat ‘she proposed te ride that -horee or die in the at-
tempt. Remounting the horze, she rode out in the street,
when he acted o badly that Ben Reed got him by the
bits, and led him into the stable, where, after ecme ttrok-
ing down and ‘horse talk,' his nerves were partinlly
quieted, and Miss Dennison rode him sway in trinmph,
Miss Dennison 3s & yonng lady spparently about twenty,
with a keen black eye and rosy cheeks, and withal very
pretty, hesides being * as brave as Julius Caear,’ "

FPERSONAL.

Judge MeLean, of the United States Supreme Coutt,
died at Cincinnati on 4th, in the seventy-seventh year of
his age. There ate now two vacencies in the Supreme
Bench, caused by the death of Judges Daniel of Virginia,
and McLean of Olijo.  Judge MoLean entered Congress from.
Cinclnnatl in 1812, was made Postmaster-Gencral by Pres-
ident Monros ins 1825, was continued in that office by J. Q.
Adams, but displaced in 1820 by Gencral Jackron, who
made him Judge of the Supreme Court, which office he has
fillad for more than thirty years,

Cassius M. Clay has advertised to sel] at auction on the
10th of April, his stock and form and lonsehold appoint-
ments, preparatory to leaving £d eerve his country at the
Court of St. Petersburg. Mr. Clay has long been s dis-
tinguisied breeder and jmporter of stock,

Governor Houston hessent a megsage to the Legislature

"To guard against the taking of foreign out
of bond for the purposes of transportation to States which
do not the ity of the Federal Govern-

Wo are yet without full returns from Cx but
the Ropublican maority for Governor will mot probably
fall shiort of 1800, ~ Last year it wes 541, « gain of over

100,

At the city election in Cincinnati, on 8d, $he Unicnists
are reported to have carwied their kicket by 2000 majority,

The Brookiyn charter election, on 1st, resuited in the
success of Martin ot the i
{for Mayor, by a majority of 5037, or 1002 less than the
Democratic majority at the last spring election. The vote
of the city for President, last fall, was: Lincoln, 15,137;
Fusion, 19,505, giviog a Fusion malority of 438, The
Democracy have an apparent gain in their majority upon
lnat fall of 669;

"At the munieipsl election in Richmond, Virginia, on 84,
the Union eandidate for Mayor was defeated by about 1000

majority.
The city of Portland, on 2d, elested William W, Thomas
Mayor by 115 majority over his D

y
ment, thus defrauding the Government of its proper Tev-
enues, the Seeretary of the Treasury has issued the follow-
ing order to the Collectors of Customs at the various At-
lantic . ‘The practice of withdrawing goods from bond
1n order to introduce them into Southern ports under their
s more favorable” tariff dues, or without the inconven-
ionee of paying duties 26 all, wae getting to be quite too
eommon to be longer tolerated, The following is a eopy
of the order:
TREASURY DEPARTMENT, Masch 30, 1861
4The eontrol of the warehouses of the Government in
the several ports in the States of South Carolina, Georgia,
Algbsams, Misslesippi, Lonisiana, Florida, and Texas hav-
ing been usurped under the alleged authority of those
States, and the officers of the warehonses aciing under
the snthority of the United States Liaving been foreibly
uded from their proper fanctions in the enstody of
merchandize, and superintendence of the entries for ware.

YLast year the Democrats carried Portland by 31 majority.
The City Counell ia also largely Republiean,
A LETTER FEOM GENERAL SCOTT.

Some noise having been made in Virginia about the de-
livery of guns from the Bellona Arsenal to the Govern-
‘ment, General Scott writes as follows:

< W asEINGTON, March 97, 1961,

4 Deag Sm,—On inguiry here, st the Ordnance Depart-
ment, Ilesrn that the guns at the Bellona Arsenal, about
which you write, are by contract to e delivered at Rock-
ettu, on board (I believe) of some veseel, to avoid the double
expense of landing and reshipping before being pald for.
If seized before this period, the loss wonld fail wholly on
the foundery. The guns are only sent $o Fort Monroe na a
zafe place of deposit—being as litle wanted there for the
defense of that work as for the defense of Richmond. This
subjeck was yesterday befors the Secretary of Wer, on an
inqinry from some quarter unknown to me, and I have not
time to learn the character of the reply. The only ur-

in the case results from the founders’ want of the
CoBiTACH mOney.

] write as a mere ontsider in respect to such matters,
for my position happily exempis me from the handling of
money—irom all contracts and disbursements.

4 'With great xespect, your obedient servant,
“ Wiemn Seotn
THE NEW CONFEDERATE LOAN.

Accorling to the Y of the
Charleston Mercury, the moneyed men, both North and
South, are 86 enger 1o take the Confederats Loan that they
can not wait for the opening of bids:

¢ When the announcement was first made that Congress
had authorized a loan, and before proposals were solicited,
& Mississipplan placed $5000 In the hands of his bankers,
made subject to the draft of the Treasurer of the Confod-
eracy, This gentleman was not alone in his putriotic ten-
der of money at the time it was supposed the Government
was i need of it, for eimilar offers came from other States.
I learn to-day that one man has offer , and an-
other §80,000, to Mr. Memminger, for which swm no inter-
est i3 required. It 13 well known here that offers of mons
have been received from New York, Philadelphia, New Or-
Ienns, and other cities in the United States and in the Con
fedornte Btates, to an amount that would cover the entire

: ] h d

. Mr. a8
very wisely too—that the citizens of the Confederate States
are entitled to the preference in this investment, and the
bonds will be seattered among them as equally as possible.”

‘housing and w al, i has become impracticabla to
continue the privilege of bonding for transportation to
those ports,

orta,
 Chllocters of the Customs are accardingly hereby in-
structed that no entries for transportation in bond to those
ports can be permitted until otherwise direeted by the De-
pactment. Very respectfully your obedient servant,
8. P, Caask, Secretary of the Treasury.
¥ A, ScuELL, Esq., Collectox of the Customs, New York.”

ACTIVITY I¥ OUR NAVY-YARD.

he greatest activity prevails at the Navy.yard and
forts in our harbor. There are movements of troops, trans-
fora of crews, and speedy preparations on board of vessels
of war, which seem to indicate that some movement of
importance i3 on foat. Whether 1t relates to our domestie
affairs, or to the racent demonstrationa on the part of Spain,
is 1eft to conjecture.

WHAT SECESSION IAS COST SOUTH CAROLINA.

A Message from Governor Pickens to the Convention of
Bouth Carolina contains many details respecting the mili-
tary affairs of that State. He Informa them that 600 men
will be required to garrison the forts in Charleston Har.
bor, end that the expenditures of the State have keen
$640,317.

FUGITIVE BLAVE CASE AT GHICAGO.

A colored man named Harrig, with his wife and two
children, were errested at Chicago on 8d, on & warTant
imued by United States Commissioner Conneau, and sent
by special. train to Springfield, to be examined. ' The men
is claimed by Mr. Patierson, 0} 8t. Louis County, Missourd,
and the woman and children by Mr. Vail, of the same coun-
ty, wheneo they escaped. As it was almost entirely un-
known that warrants were issued, they were executed with
Little difficrlty; but after the affair became known the
most intense excitoment prevailed among the colored por-
tion of the community, and large numbers gathered at
the dépét at the time the regular morning train left, the
crowd supposing the fugitives to be on board. One or two
ghots were fired at the train. Beyond this there was mo
disturhance,

A TERRISLE OUTRAGE.

The Nashville Union of 26th March says: “ Wo have
the parti of 5, most ontrage itted b
a negro man in Sumner County, and his summary exeoti-
tion by the citizens of the neighborhood. The facts, as we
are informed, are as follows: Mr. W, C. Moore, who re-
sides at Saundersville, in Sumner County, on the Loulsville

against the C fon, appraling to the Legis-
Tuture to sustain him, and clalming still to be Governot.
The Legislature took not the slightest notiee of it.

A Washington correspondent says that G. W. Lane, re=
cently confirmed as Judpe for the Norihern and Southern
Districts of Alabama, will, it is said, endeavor to hold his
Court; a Athens, in the Union pert of that State.

Captain Berryman, Commander of the United States
sloop Wyandetie, died at Fensacols, or Tuesday, of brain

Ve,

‘The three Confederate States gnvoys to the European
courts are mow ¢n route. Mr. Dudley Mann esiled from
this port on Saturday, on bosrd the drago, while Messrs,
Yancey and Rost eailed from New Orleans yesterday for
Mavana, where they will embark on hoard the British
‘West India mail steamer for Europe. The United States
Embassaders will e dispatched akroad with ag Jittle delay
a8 poseible,

FOREIGN NEWS.

ENGLAND.
DEATH OF THE QUEEN’S MOTHER.

HEeR Royal Highness the Duchesa of Kent died'on Satur-
day morning, March 19, at 9} o'clock, at Frogmore, in the
presence of her Majesty the Queen and his Royal High-
ness the Prince Consort, and some of the other members
of the Royal family. The melincholy intelligence was
communicated to the Lord Mayor in an offieial letter from
Sir G. C. is, the Secretary of State, alsn requesting hiy

ir G. C. Lewis, ey
Tordship to direst the great bell of St. Paul's Cathedral to
be tolled, as is customary on the desth of members of the
Royal family.

THE “ GREAT BEASTERN” COMING NERE AGAIN.

A lefter from England to the Herald says: * The Great
Eustern, it is new fully decided, sails to New York on the
1st of May. The deeision, I learn from a private source,
has just been made, and that she will be advertised on
Monday. Various obher ports, a1l the way from Sacarap-
pa to Pecotaligo, have made tremendous efforts to get her
prow headed toward their egg-shell harbors, There is but
one Great Egstern steamship and but one New York har-
bor, and the two are made for each other. X trust the lit-
tle désagréments that befell her last yesr in the excursion
down your coast will be atoned for by pood management
#d good fortune,”

FRAKCE.
THY DEEATE ON THE ADDRESS.

To the Corps Legislatif M. Julea Favre had moved his
amendment to the addvess, requesting the withdrawal of
the French troops from Rome. He strongly urged the
necessity for such a proceeding, and asserted that the matn-
tenance of the States would he impossible. ML Rillanet
said that the French Government would neither sacrifice
the Pope to the nnity of Italy, nor the unity of ltaly to
the Pope, The aim of France was to reconcile the two in-
terests. 'The combination proposed st Villa Franca was
ihe true solution, and it should be sccepted s such. Ile
alluded at length to the difficulties attending the question,
The smendment was then rejected by 24605, An amend-
‘ment; in favor of the temporal powsr of the Pope was offered,
‘but subsequently withdrawn, Count de Morny urging the
ZLegislature to leave the sclution of the question to the
Emperor, The entlre address was finally agreed to by a
vote of 213 agelmet 18,

THE ITALIAN QUISTION.

At latest dates it was currently reported in Paxis that
the Emperor of Austria had sent an autograph letter to
the Lmperor of the French, seiting forth that his position
in Taly is untenable, owing to the constant encroachments
of Piedmont. His Mujesty lilkewise vxpresses himeelf un-
able to understand the policy of France with regard to
Italy, and espeeially adverts £o the speeches of Prince Na~
polecn in the Senate and M. Billault in the Corps Legis.
latif, and requires & distinct answer to this question: Does
the Emperer of the French mean to sepport Piedmont in
its aggressions against Rome? The prescnce of the Pied-
montese in the Papal capital his Austrian Majesty can not
but look upen a3 & preliminary to an attack upon Venice—
the arguments that would justify Victer Emanuel in tak-
ing possession of Rome would equally bear him out in at~
tacking Venice. Francis-Joseph, therefore, requires an
explicit answer as_to what course the French Emperor
means to pursue. In the event, however, of a Pledmontesa
occupation of Rome, the treaties of Zurich and Villafranea
must be considered s aneulled, and Austria eould not con.
#lder herself bound by a compact 8o glaringly viclzted, and
wonld consider hersclf, should such & eontingency oceur,
entirely free to act in the manner best caleulated to pro-
tect her openly threatened imterests in the Peninsula,

THEZ BONAPARTE-PATTERSON CASE.

The Herald correspondent writes : * The Bonaparte-Pate
*#rson case I, it i eald, to be reopened on an appeal. Mae
«ame Patterson alleges that she left in Baltimore important
rs, which she feared to bring to France, thinking that

17 .
they might be talken from her, and which would fully es.

nblish the fact that her merringe was contracted in

Inith on her part, This has been all that she and her son
have ever desired to prove. As to wianing the suit, they
never had a hope of it, but have simply wished to place
upon $he record of the judicial tribunals evidence which
would remove from Captain Bonaparte, who is an eofficer in
the French army, and whose future lot is cast in France,
the stain of illegitimacy, e I8 very popular here, and
since the of these inge has been
more than ever a Hon in Parie. In addition to his pay,
Captaln Bonaparte has an income allowed him by his
grandmother of twenty-six thousand franes a year, and,
on theee fine, sunny spring afternoons, may be seen driv-
ing his pair of fast horses, attached to is American buggy,
in the Chumps Elysées and Bois de Boulogue.

TRADE IN FRANCI.

The Peris correspondent of the London Times eays:
‘¢ Commercinl operations are atill dull. Uneasiness, cre-
ated by political causes, the monetary embarragaments in
Europe and America, the ill-founded apprehension enter-
tained by insny Freuch manufuctnrers as the period ap-
proaches for carrying Into full effect the commereial treaty,
and particularly the excessive dearness of money, impeds
the rﬁevivnl of irade, The Paris wheat aud flour market
was firm."

ITALY.
RESIGNATION OF THE MINISTRY.

A dispateh dated Turin, Wednesday, March 20, says :
All the Ministry have tendered their reslgnations, which
have been accepted by the King. Count Cavonr, it is be-
lieved, will ba intrusied with the formation of a new Cab-
inet, in which all the different divisions of Italy will be
represented.

In to-day'e sitting of the Chamher of Deputies, Count
Cavour annonnced that the whole Ministry had tendered
its resignution, and stated that he had advised the King to
form & Ministry according to the hew elements of the king.
dom. It was, he paid, the intention of the Government to
place the Council of Lientenantcy at Naples under the Cen-
trul Government, which would be responsible for its acta.
The Chamber of Deputies then adjourned until e new Min-
iatry has been formed.

A later dispatch adds: The now Ministry is ot yet an-
nounced. Rumor gives ihe following combifintion: Cavonr,
Presideny of the Conncil and Minister of Foreign Affairs
and Marine; Fanti, Minister of War; Cassino, Miniater of
Justice; Minghetti, of Interior; Desanetis, of Instruetion;
Natol, of Agriculture and Commeree ; Bustozk, of Finance;
Peruzzi, of Public Works; Neulss, & Minister without
port-folio,

WIHAT ITALY WANTS.

The Ttalinn Parliament, in responding to the epeech of
Victor Emanuel, tells him that it truste in him as an
Italian ing and a valisnt soldiey, significantly adding
that its thoughts are sorrowfully turned towsrd unhappy
Venice; that Itnly anxionsly aspires to the poasession of
her city of Rome, and that every mensure calenlated to
inereaee the armaments will e hailed with satisfaction by
the Italtan pecple,

TUN POPE DEFENDS HIMSELF.

At Rome, on the 1Sth ult., = consistory was held, at
which the Popz had an opportunity of expressing himself
upon the precent position of ltaly and the Papscy, He de-
fended the Papsl government from the charge of being
opposed to eivilization, and declared that it only opposed
the pretended medern civilization which persecuted the
Church and irampled justice under foot. He stated that
he would himsclf have épontaneously gronted all ressome
able concessions, and would have gladly abided by the
counsels of the Cntholic sovereigns, but that he could not
receive the advice or submit to the unjust demands of &
usuIping power,

WILL HE GO TO VENICE?

The Perseveranze of Milan asserts that the priests were
exercising s preseure on the Pope, with the object of in-
ducing him te proceed to Venice. Bell wag in
Vienne, conducting negotiatlons to that effect. It wonld
appear, however, that Austria foars the responsibility
Tic}; ruch nﬂ s;ep might involve. The Pope's laet allocus
ton 1s regarded ns precluding all hope of & compromise bg-
tween the Hoky tee and the new kingdom of Italy.

RUSSIA.
THE EMPEROR'S REPLY TO THE POLES.

The substance of the Emperor's reply to the address of
hig Polish subjects is published. The Emperor says that
he ougitt, to consider the Polish petition as null and void,
but, nevertheless, he gracionsly consents to regard it onty
a8 an “act of enthusinem.” Xe devotes his whole atten-
tion to the reforms which mre meces throughout tha
empire, and bis Polish subjects are as much the objects of
‘i eolicitude a8 are the Russiaps. Bat he has a right to
expect that his sentiments and intentions shall mot be
¢ misunderstood or paralyzed by Inopportune or Immod-
erate demanda, which he could not confound with the wel-
fare of his gubjects.” He will not tolerate any serious dis-
turbances, snd “nothing can be raised on such a founda-
tion ;" for *‘aspirations which shonld ihere sesk for sup.

ort would condemn themselves beforehand.” A dispateh
from Warsaw says that the Polish deputation was  as-
tonnded” at the tone of the Emperor Alexander's reply,
which has uot abated the prevailing excitement. FPrince
G i told the t an im-
perial manifesto would speedily grant reforms, and reeeivad
from Connt Zamoiski the snswer: “We sccapt; but we
are far from heing setisfied.”

TURKEY.
COTTON CULTIVATION IN ASIA MINOR,

A company has been proposed at Constantinople under
the name i the Cotton Bank of Anatolin, for developing
the cotion cultivation in Asia Minor. Xt 18 sald to be sup-
ported by the leading merchants of Smyrns, snd to have
Teceived the of the Britfsh Sir 5,
L. Bulwer, ahd the co-operation of the Grand Vizier.

ST. DOMINGO.
RUMORED MOVKMENT OF THE SPANIARDS,

By an arrival at Koy West on the 26th ult. it was re-
ported that the Spanich flag had been hoisted at 8t Do.
mingo by the Spanish and French. The Spanish Presi-
dent had previously written to Havans, stating that if
Spanish forces were not sent thither immediately the Span-
jarda would helst the Spanish flag, whereupon five Span.
ish war vessels and 1000 men sailed from Havana and
took formal possession of S8an Domingo, aided hy o French
corvette.
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PAUL LEE'S WIFE.

“YWHo ever has been, and gone, and dong this ?”
sail Purvis Lee as he opened the door of Dr. Lee’s
office from the inside, early in the morning, and
found hanging on the door-knob a basket with
something in it.

¢ Baskets were made to put something in, and
this has something in it, and no mistake, and I
would like to know who lias been and hung this
Dasket on Dr, Lee's door. It is not Aer—no, that
is fixed and certain. She could not, for it isnot a
dayold. And it is not kim—that’s Just as fixed and
certain, for he’s run away long ago, with no man-
ner of doubt, So you see, Parvis, that’s me, 'tis
settled that it was net the mother of it nor the fa-
ther of it that browght it here and hung it on this
door-knob. You see, Purvis, that’s me, we are
tuking circumstantial evidence this morning, and
if we can’t find out who did bring it bere, we can
find out who did not. It was not Paul, that’s the
doctor, for be staid with old Mrs, Boyd and her
asthma till four o’clock, and I let him in here at
this door, and there was nothing here then. And
it was not Purvis, that’s me, because—well—I
know 'twas not. So it’s settled that there are four
persons in Bordenton who did not Lring it here.
But somehow it came, and here it is;” and Purvis
poked it very awkwardly, and it screamed very
naterally.

“Take care, you chap, yowll raise the house;
and Paul, that’s the doctor, will scold Purvis, that's
e, as if I was the fellow in the basket, that
screamed on purpese to wake him after bis night's
watching. TBut what on earth can I do with this?
Emily is not here, and if she was she would send
it to the poor-house ; and Aunt Hetty has her hands
full, attending to every thing and the scolding be-
sid.s, so that she could not look at it.”

Purvis Lee was what is called the ¢ black sheep”
in his family. There was something wrong, “some
screw loose,” people said. He had sense enough
to learn well at schiool; he had a better education
than mzny who are successful in business and ele-
gant in manners; but Purvis Lee had never hee
either, He was idered a sort of irresponsibl
being. He was kind-hearted, useful in a certain
way as a dependent upon his brother, and it was
standing wonder how such an edd, *half-baked”
person could Le a brother to the popular and hand-
some Paul Lee, M.D. in Bordenton.

Purvis was in a difficulty this morning. I think
such a waif as had come in his way would be a
eomprehensive difficulty to any man unassisted by
the other, if not better, half of humanity.

““Don't scream, you little beggar,” said Purvis
Les, ‘‘and something may happen.” FPuarvis was
of the genus Micawber, and therefore he expected
that gomething would “turn up.”” As if Provi-
dence meant to reward reasonable expectations,
just at that moment Phoebe Boyd appeared at the
door of the office,

* Good-morning, Miss Boyd,” ssid the man with
ths baby, as he swung the basket to and fro to keep
it still.

“ How dost thou do, Purvis Lee?” said the
voung lady. Boing a Quaker, or Friend, her faith
forbade her to say good-morning; and she said
Purvis Lee, instead of Purvis, because Joseph John
Gurney and other palite Friends thought it was
more respectful and deferential to speak the whole
name than the given namo alone, or, as Friends
say, the “first name.” As they do not christen
their children, they have no Clristian names; and
a3 they never say Sir, they have ne sir or sur-
names. I think they have made no inguiry to
learn wlether surname comes from an objection-
able root, as sir, a title which they abjure with
all other titles, or from sur, the French word for
over and above.

“What hast thon there, Purvis Lea?' said
Pheebe, longing to take the Dbasket from his hands.

#1t is only = baby that somebody hung on our
office-door this morning. They must have been in
a dreadful hurry, for it is not dressed, and I don’t
know what to do with it, any more than I would
kuow what to do with an elephant that had been
hung on our door-kneb.”

t How I wish I could carry the dear little thing
home !"" said Phoebe, as she bent over the basket,
looking just like a dove, in a muslin de laine the
color of heliotrops blossoms, a little white silkc
shawl, and a coitage straw, with a dove-colored
ribbon just matching the shade of her dress. ‘‘But
T came for mother’s medicine, and I must return
as soon a8 possible, for she had a very bad night.
Hero is the recipe.”

““Well, you take the basket, and I will get you
the remedy. Paul, that's Dr. Lee, don’t like me
to say medicine any more. He says, ‘ Purvis’
(that’s me), ‘thass are remedics, not medicines.’
But what am I to do with that in the basket 2"

“When thy brother rises he will advise thee;
and thou mayst mention to him that I feel a deep
interest in the babe, and if my mother would con-
sent; but— O! I would do any thing right for
the privilege of loving and caring for this babe!
Poor little outcast! But I must go. Thou wilt
not forget, Purvis Lee, to tell thy brother that I
foel a deep interest in the babe,”

“ guess I sha'n’t be likely to forget the only
friend and acquaintance the little beggar has in
Bordenton, always excepting Purvis Lee, that's
me. Yl take it down stairs to Aunt Hetty. She
won't bite ; she will only scold ; and I suppose it
will want some breakfust, like other folks.”

“ What have you got there, Purvis ?”” said Aunt
Hetty, who saw very plainly what it was.

* Quly a Laby that somebody hung on our office-
doot, and I reckon it wants some breakfast, They
eat when they arve little and red like this, don’t
they 2”

Auat etty was sixty years old. She was neat
and a scold; and Purvis Lee and most people who
had 1o abide in her vicinity sometimes wished that
she was good-natured and a slattern, Buat she had
a weakness for babies. Poor Aunt Hetty had the
ecare of a baby, forty years ago, that won her whole
heart and died ; and her sister, who was its mother;

never grieved as much for the translated little
angel as did Aunt Hetty. In the bottom of her
seal-skin covered trank there is a red housewife
with a soiled and bitten corner.  Little Annie had
played with it forty years ago. And there is a
tiny green morocco shoe that has held its color sar-
prisingly, seeing it is forty years old. Little Annie
had worn this shoe one day~~the day she was taken
with *¢ the throat distemper,’” and Aunt Hetty kept
the small memorial, while tha motherlhad preserved
jts fellow. The mother had gone to jein her dar-
ling many years ago; but Aunt Hetty liad lived to
be a wonderful housekeeper, a desperate seold, and
a great lover of babies, though few knew of the
last-named gift.

““Put that basket down, you awkward thing!
You will spiil that baby on the floor, and knock the
breath out of its poor little body, There, leave it,
and carry up that waiter to the dining-room, and
ring the bell for the doctor.”

 Pgul, that’s the doctor, did not come home till
four o'clock this morning; and Purvis, that's me,
will not risk ringing the bell till he has slept his
first nap out.”

Annt Hetty bade him take up the tray, and he
obeyed; and then she rung the bell.

He may got vp and eat his breakfust, or he
may sleep and let it alone. I'have done my part,
Now, you poor, dear little baby, I'll sce to you.”

When Purvis returned to the kitchen Aunt
Hetty was bathing the baby, and a suit of little
garments that were in the basket lay on a chair
by her side.

“The little beauty! The little darling! Tis
fingers are almost as long as mine, and its imbg
are ag perfect as a picture. Chmy! It’s a baby
that never belonged to common folks! and to think
of its goin’ to the poor-house "

The tears dropped fast from Aunt Hetty’s nose
28 ghe proceeded in ler labor of love. Purvis came
with a disposition to overlook.

¢ Take yourself off, Purvis—you hain’t no busi-
ness here. Go up and see if Dr. Lec is at his
breakfast. He told me to put his Lreakfast on the
table overy motnin’ at seven if the house was afire,
and if he is there I want to know it.”

Purvis reappeared in a moment,
Dr. Lee, is at, his Lreakfast.””

In due time Aunt Hetty ascended to the dining-
reom with the baby in lier arms. .

“ YWhy, Aunt Ietty ! Aunt Hetty! Who wonld
have thonght it of you? And then to come in
open daylight and show the thing to me! Oh,
Aunt Hetty! think of it! Todisgrace your young
years and my old age !”

“You are always talking nomsense, Dr. Les;
but somebody has to talk sense now.”

Purvis was standing behind Aunt Hetty.

“Tt is not Aunt Hetty's,” said he, *T found it
on our door-step; no, hanging to our door-knob;
they are always on the door-step in storics.”

“ 8o Aunt Hetty has bribed you to tell a story,
poor Purvis,” said the doctor, overbrimming with
fuw, though he had watched and worked nearly ail
night to keep the breath in widow Boyd.

“Well, Aunt Hetty, shall ¥ get a nurse, or a
lousekeeper? I suppose I must keep you, for who
else would have any thing to do withyou? What
am I to da? you have ordered me about so long
that I could not get on at all without your tyran-
ny; so just tell me what, and 1'll attend to it.”

41 think,” said Aunt Hetty, ouly attending to
the subject-matter before them, * that you had bet-
ter get & murse. This baby warn't made for the
poor-house.”

“Then it warr’é made for our house,” said the
doctor.

“You ought by good rights to have a wife; but
as you hain’t got none, we must do the next best
way. Ifwehad alittle girl, I think I conld man-
age with the work and the baby.”

T3 hard to part you, Atnt Hetty, and at your
time of life, too; but you must take your punish-
ment, and let the baby go.”

*To the poor-house!” screamed Aunt Hetty.
1l spend all my savings first. Ill hire a room?”

«Oh, don't, Aunt Hetty!” said the doetor;
“that will be punishing me a little too severely.
Suppose I take the thing down to Phoebe Boyd.
The old Iady is grateful to me for having saved her
life, She is pretty safe from another attack for
the next three months, and Pheebe is all right al-
ways.”

4 I'Il be satisfied with that,” said Annt Hefty;

¢ Paul, that’s

"¢t there will be o dreadful deal of talk if Pheebe

takes it. It ouglt to be some married woman.”

“Why, you are not a married woman, Aunt
Hetty, and you proposed to take it.”

It ought to be a married woman, or an old
maid like me,” said Hetty,

“Now I have finished my breakfast, let me
look. Purvis, harness my horse and buggy. Come
Lere, youngster, your troubles don’t trouble you
yet. ‘Whence came 17 whe am I?’ will be ques-
tions for after-years, For the present, you will
eat and sleep and squall between your legitimate
doings, A fine child! Aunt Hetty, I really don’t
know whether to praise you or blame you. I be-
lieve, on the whole, you have done the State some
service. Fold it up in a blanket, and put on your
bonnet, and we will go down to the widow Boyd’s.”

“ And the dishes not done up?”

4“7 can't carry the baby. That is women’s
work, The dishes must wait once in a lifetime.
Come! hurry np! I have my hands full.”

Arrived at the widow’s home, the doctor ques-
tioned about her breathing first of all.

“Thee has cured me, doctor. The attack is
clean gone. Thee is worth thy weight in gold.
The pressure on my chest is all gone,”

“Till it comes again,” said the doctor. ¢ Now
you must bathe, and rub your chest with the flesh-
brush daily, and eat half or a third as much asyou
want, and that plain bread and meat, or bread and
milk, none of your made-up dishes, and then I can
promise you that you wen’t be smothered this
WEEk."

¢ Qh, if I eould ever pay thee!”

I have brought-my pay along,” said the doc-

tor. ‘¢t isout in the other room with your Phoebe,
and my Aunt Hetty.”

¢ Thee don't say that Aunt Hetty is here. Thee
s making sport, doctor. 'Thce always is, for that
matter, Hetty Marshall would not be away from
home before the work was done up.”

“PI tell yon, Mrs, Boyd. Somebody left a
new-born babe at my door this morning. Hetty
loves Labies, and she eould not bear that this should
be sent to the poor-house, and she is out in search
of somebody who will take the little ereature and
nurse it by hand for a while.”

" Thee don't say so! What a dreadful world
we live in! Has thee any notion who the baby
belongs top”

“Well, I think it Lelongs to Providence and me.
At any rate, I shall take that view of it for the
present, If my sister Emily were with me now,
and would consext fo have the babe in the house,
I should keep it at home. As it is, I want you to
take it for a month.”

# Thee don’t say so!
would talk.”

I never knew them to do any thing else,” said
the doctor.

* What would they say, doctor p"

1 don'’t care what others would say. I want
to know what you say. Will you take the baby
for two weeks—a week—till I can look about me?”

*“ Why theo has been so good to me that we must
take it. Do bring it in, and I will speak to Phebe,
We can’t do too much for thee, doctor, after all
thee has done for me,”

“Pile on the gratitude, Mrs. Bayd; it is con.
venient, now I want you to serve me.”

“ Thee’s such a strange man !” said the widew.

The baby was left with Pheebe Boyd, and a great
Jjoy it was to her; but it was a thorn in the side
of the Qualer mother,

#1 don’t like Dr. Lee to be looking at thee as
he does, Phebe.  All the world would not tempt
me to have thee marry out of meetin’. Thee has
done enough to trouble me with thy ways of speak-
in’and dressin’. ‘That straw-bomnet of thine is not
Triendly.”

“ What could be plainer, mother, than my straw-
bonnet ? It has a plain ribben going over the top,
and tying under my chin. The rain does nof spoil
it, and if it gets soiled I can wash it. Now a
Quaker silk bonnet is ruined if the rain sprinkies
it, and one fly could spoil twenty dollars’ worth of
drab or white sillk Quaker bommets in a night.
They freeze one's ears in winter with their cold
pasteboard sides; and they are like putting one’s
head in a tin pail in summer-—hot when we want
them cold, cold when we want, them warm ; liable
to be spoiled every day they are worn, and every
night when they are not worn; they are ugly and
uneconomical, besides being very disagreeable to
wear.”

i ‘}; ‘Thee is not Friendly,” said the mother, with a
s

‘Why, doetor, paople

gh.

““ Mother, thon knowest I prize our Testimonies
ahove price,” said Phoebe. “Thou knowest that
I do not like extravegance in dress, and that I do
love plaiuness and simplicity. I would obey the
light within. 1 would be a plain Friend.”

¢Then why does thee set thyself up above the
best Friends in the meetin’, with. thy thous, Pheebe ?
‘Why can't thee say thee, as others do?”.

“1 do not wish to speak ungrammatically be-
cause I am a Friend, when our principal reason
for one of our greatest singularities in language is
that it is grammatical.”

“1 don’t know the grammar-book,” said Mrs.
Boyd, or Ruth Boyd, as she was known among
Friertds; * but I know that no good comes of being
proud enough to say thou, when thes answers for
every body in the meetin’ but one or two public
Friends.”

¢ Thou sayest, mother, that I am proud becauss
T use lamgnage a little more correet than others.
‘Why dost mot thou call Alice Osborne and Moses
Chase proud? They are ministers, to be sure,
Dut have they therefore an exclusive right to speak
correctly 2*

“We expect public Friends to say thou,’”’ said
her mother. ¢¢They are ministers, and Friends
expect it of them, but thee is not likely to be a
minister, and need not set theeself above others,”

“1have no such intention, mother.”

I must tell thee, Phwbe, that this baby must
go. I can't bear the way it is leading thee out of
plain ways. When thee thinks Doctor Lee is going
to call, thee combs thy hajr low on thy temples,
and thes puts on a collar with an edge, such as no
plain Friend ever wore yet.”

¢ Mother, I am young,” said Phoebe, very greaily
distressed.

The colloquy was cut short by the entrance of
Dr. Lee.

“1 am troubled about this baby,” said Ruth
Boyd. “‘Pheebe has not time for every thing.”

“ Well, my sister has come, and she says I must
take the baby home, and hire or take a.small girl,”
said Dr. Lee.

‘ And will thy sister Emily talie care of the dear
little feliow ?” said Pheebe, the tears gushing from
her eyes,

¢ She says so. Are you tired of him? Do you
Lknow I have brottght a present for the little one
this morning? I am going to have him named.”

Dr. Leedid not say christened, because he knew
too well the strength of Quaker prejudices.

¢ What will thee call him ?" said Ruth.

Paul Lee,” said the doctor.

¢ Thou art a brave man, and I thank thee,” said
Pheebe.

“Will you do up little Paul in his best bib,
Pheebe, and et me drive you over to my house,
that Emily may decide whether she will like to
take such a lump of trouble? How he has grown
in ten weeks 7

Pheebe looked at her mother for leave to go with
the doctor. Ruth Boyd trusted Dr. Lee very much.
She wanted to get rid of the canse, or excuse rather,
for his frequent visits. She had seen the tell-tale
blood fly into Pheebe’s face, when he had driven up
to the door, She knew that she was exposing her

dangheer to the fascinations of a fine man of forty,
who seemed not a day over thirty. She dreaded
that a child of hers should marry out of meeting,
Phoobe already had a mind of her own about sev-
eral things. The end of all her reflections was al-
ways the same. The baby must go away.

* Put on thy bonuet, Pheebe, and take the baby
over; thee will have to give it up, thee is not strong
etiongh te be up nights, the way thee is.”

Pheebe did as she was Did, and she was soon
seated by the doctor in his buggy. He peeped
under the cottage straw-bonnet, and saw the tears
dropping fast on the wee face in her lap. He
turned off on the Grove Road without her noticing
the fact, and drove under the shadow of the rich
old woods, which was very grateful, as it was the
middle of July.

“ Pheebe,” said the doctor, in a low and very
tender voica,

She leoked up and was startled when she saw
herself in the shadow of the beautiful woods called
“'The Grove.”

¢ Pheebe, dear, said the docter, Providence has
given to us an outeast babe. 1 believelittle Paul
will come to be 2 good.man if we do our duty by
him, and I think we shall, for we both love him as
our own,”

. “1 hopewe shall,” said Pheebe, her tears falling
ast.

“X am a great coward,” said the doctor. *I
want to tell you, Pheebe, that I love you dearly,
deeply. It seems to me that man never loved wo=
man a8 I love you, and yet I begin by talking
about our love for the baby. Phaebe, I want you
1o be my wife, and take eare of Panl till he is a
man ; but I don’t want you to be mine becanse you
love the babe, whose parents have forsaken it—X
want you to love me, Phabe. Do you think you
can ever come to love me well enongh to be my
wife 2

Ever come to love him? What a question,
when he had been the object of her almost idola-
trous love ever since she knew him well, which
had been through all his tender kindness to her
mother. Phwle had looked up te the doctor as
we do to superior beings, with a reverent love,
like that of “‘ the moth for the star.” She had few
objects of interesf. ‘¢ The meeting” was small and
dull. There was not a man in it who could by any
possibility pass for a gentleman. “Ever coms to
love Dr, Lee?” Her misery had been that she
could not come to love, or even tolerate, any one
else. Poor Pheebe! ' Her heart was beating with
a frightened delight, 2 wonderful disappointment,
such as a poor man might feel whohad found & pearl
worth thousands, and had fully come to realize that
it was Ais.

“Phebe dear,” said the doctor, after waiting
too long for an answer, “‘can you ever love me
well enough to marry me and take care of little
Paul always ?”

Still pleading in the name of Paul, the doctor
wag, indeed, a coward. He conld net believe that
the dove-like Quaker girl could love him as he
loved her.

¢ QOh, doctor,” said she, * thou dost not know
the strength of Friends' feelings abont marrying
out of the Society., My mother would be more
grieved than T can tell thee.”

# Your mother’s grief is one thing, and yourlove
is another, Pheebe.  What I wish to know is, could
you love me well enough to marry me if I werea
Quaker »”

¢ Indeed I could,” ¢aid Phoebe, and then she was
afraid she had been too frank, and she hid her faes
in the bosom of the infant.

“You have made me the happiest man in the
world, Phabe ; for thongh I am not 2 Quaker, I am
an honest man, and 1 love you mors than my life.
Your mother may be troubled at first, but she is
truly attached to me herself, and she knows that
husband and wife should love each other in order
to be happy. She can’t hold herself long against

”

us.

Drip, drip fell the hot tears on the wee face. The
doctor went on: *“If you love me you will sure-
Iy marry me, and take care of little Pagl, and me,
and Aunt Hetty. I will never interfere with your
religion in the slighfest. I ouly want Paul chris-
tened, so as to give him my name in a Christian
way, axd if there is no geod in the sprinkling of
water, there is surely no harm in it.

“ Pheebe ! Pheebe 1”

She leaned against him as if she were fainting.

# Thou dost mot kmow what you askest, Dr.
Lee,” said she, “My mother will be grieved
more than ¥ can tell, and every one of my friends
will be hurt and look coldly at me.”

¢ You can say sorry for it, in a reasonable time
after we are married, and they will take you back,
And maybe yon will be sorry. It is not safe to
warrant that such an old fellow 23 I am will make
& model husband. How old is my Pheebe?” said
be, stooping and looking under the little bonnet,

“Qld enough to know her own mind,” said
Phoebe, firmly, - ‘I am twenty-five to-morrow.”

*Then tske me and the baby for 2 birthday
present,” gaid the docior, earnestly.

The tears still overflowed Pheebe's eyes, but she
angwered with tolerable firmness,

“My dear friend, I will.”

*You blessed little girl,” said Dr. Lee, *Xwill
turn about and drive you home, and tell your mo-
ther that Emily sha’n’t have the baby, and T will
ask her for yon.”

¢ Not yst,” said Phebe,

“ Just as you say, not as I care,” said the doc-
tor, turning round. *‘You shall have it all your
own way if you will only take the two Pauls.”

T must think alittle,” said Pheebe; ““but T am
clear that it is my duty to be thy wife and the mo-
ther of this motherless child. And it is just as cer-
tain that my mother will never give her consent.
Never.”

The doctor turned and drove to Phoebe’s home.

¢Thon wilt come to-morrow,” said she, *and I
will tell thee what I have decided upon. Not
about our marriage, but about the manner. Oh, I
wish thou wast a Friend |”
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“If copper wers silver or silver were gold, it
would be all very well for our pockets, but metals
are not tremsmutable.  Neither am I; but I love
you, Pheebe, and will never interfere with your re-
ligious liberty.”

¢ I believe thee,” said Pheebe.

The doctor reverently kissed her ungloved hand,
and they drove up to Ruth Boyd’s door.

“What time to-morrow 2" said he.

“Three in the afternoon, if it is convenient to
thee.”

“Why did not thee leave the child?” said Ruth,
sharply.

“ Neither the doctor nor I thought it best.”
No more was said then.

Doctor Lee went home. His sister was a very
vinegsry old maid, who respected the Proprieties,
and honored ‘¢ they say™ more than the whole mor-
al law.

“ Where is that baby ?” said she.

“Where it was yesterday and day before,”” said
the doctor. I forgot that the baby belongs to
Aunt Hetty, and I only tell you {n confidence ; but
she placed it with Miss Boyd, and I can't take it
away without her leave.”

“I wish you would not talk monsense to me,
Paul,” said the lady.

“Perhaps I had letter not,” said the doctor,
“YWell, Emily, T will talk sense, You know you
always sald you would never stay a day in my
house if I was married.”

“To be sure I did! What business would I
have hera? I have trouble enough with Hetty.”

T am afraid I shall want to get married, and
if you got fond of the babe it might make frouble,
a8 I am fond of him, and have given him my name.
I mean, in the event of my marriage you might
find yourself awkwardly placed.”

I have kept house for you in Bordenton ten
years last New Year’s, and I have put up with you
and Purvis"—

“That’s me,” broke in that worthy.

~—“and Hetty; and now you are talking non-
sense about being married, after picking up some-
body’s brat, that I consented to take care of rather
than have you pay eut what you have Leen pay-
ing to those Quukers, who are stingy as—"

* You are, maybe,” said Purvis.

“T know 'tis all nonsense—Purvis go to your
work in the garden, And now, Paul Lee, I shall
take home that child to-morrow. Hetty says you
pay three dollars a week for taking eare of it.”

“ Five,” said the Doctor.

* To-morrow afterneon I'll go for it,”

“ Wait a little, and Tll bring it home,” said the
doctar,

“You will see whetlier I shall wait.”

“Thers are a good many things in my dish,” said
tho doctor to himself, ¢ and half a dozen patients
to sve to-night.”

*8hall T put out the horse?” said Purvis.

** Not yet,” said the doctor, quite miserable, for
au accepted lover; and he went out and took his
seat in his buggy.

# T can think here,” said he to himself. *Emily
must go away. She has been an old house on my
head these ten years. She will torment Pheshe
into her grave in a month. I won’t try to piece
impossililities together; Hetty likes my little
Quaker gitl, and she loves babies better than smy
thing. [ must think.”

Pheebe was at home thinking alse. She had an
nunt who needed a home, and her mother and
brother could live very bappily with her. There
was only the misery of having a daughter marry
out of the meeting for Ruth Boyd to bear. That
evening, when Joshua came in from work, Phebe
thought she would speak. She trembled a good
deal; but she strengthened herself by looking at
little Paul.

My darling outcast,” said she to herself, and
then she said, * Mother I must try thee terribly
to-night, but I have made up my mind, and I tell
thee and Joshua because you ought to know, I
am going to be married to Dr. Lee, and take care
of little Paul always. Aunt Rhoda will be glad to
live with thee and Joshua, mother.”

Joshua had sense emouglh to be angry with his
sister for marrying out of meeting, the mother had
goodness enough to grieve. Both remenstrated;
but Pheebe made no replies. She took the baby
and retired to har own room early.

‘The next morning a sad group met at the break-
fast-table. The widow had slept very little, and
her eyes looked heavy and tearful. Phahe was
sad though determined, and Joshua was vulgarly
angry.

This must end at once, thought Phasbe. At
two P.M, the doctor called. Pheebo was dressed
in a drab-colored barege, with a white crape hand-
kerehief, surmounted by a white silk handkerchief.
The baby was in purest white, and looked most
Iovely. .

She tied on her little straw-bonnet, and took the
baby in her arms, and said to the doctor, “I am
ready.” “To go to & Justice?” said he, in a low
voice,

1 am ready to go to a Justice,” said Phabe,
aloud.

¢ Pheebe,” said Mrs. Boyd, “give me the baby.
I will take care of Lim ill thee comes back. I
can't, as a Friend, consent to thy marringe, though
Dr. Lee has been very good to me. But I can’t
see thee go to be married with a child in thy arms
—itwould be dreadful. What would Friends say ?*

“I thank thee, mother,” said Phebe, putting
Paul in ber lap.

“And I thank you too,” said Dr, Lee, “T
hope to make a good husband and a good som,
though you give me no consent to wed your daugh-
ter, Mrs. Boyd.”

In an hour Dr. Lee and his bride returned to
claim their baby; as much their own as if stran-
gers had not cast it upon their charitable care.

¥ One more trial, darling,” said Dr. Lee. *My
sister is harder than yomr mother, for she won't
hold the baby. See if she does[”

Miss Emily Lee was generally in every room of
the honse seme dozens of times in a day, The

doctor took Pheebe and the baby into the parlor.
Miss Emily came in and opened the windows as
evening was coming. Ste opened them spitefully,
as if they were to blame for somebody being pres=
ent who was not a weleome visitor to her.

“You need not slat and slam =o,” said Purvis
Lee, who had the same trick of being inopportune-
1y present that his sister had,

“This is my wife, Sister Emily,” said the doe-
tor. ‘*Purvis"—(*That's me,” said his brother)
—+*this is Mrs. Lee, your sister-in-law, and I hope
you will always treat her as a gentleman ought
to do.”

¢ Hurrah 1" cried Purvis, dashing his hat on the
floor, which he had previously held under his arm.
¢TI am glad you have been, and gone, and doneit.”

Miss Emily went out of the parlor as spitefuily
as she had opened the windows, and when the doc-
tor took Phebe up stairs to her room, the spare
room of the house, and which joined his own, they
found her there making sharp demonstrations in
various directions, and of various kinds, Then
they went down stairs. She was there also, but
after presenting herself every where, she said to
Purvis, loud enough for all to hear,

¢ You will book my name for the Taunton stage,
that goes at 4 o'clock in the morning, and tell them
to call here first.”

¢ With pleasure,” said Purvis, making a. face
behind her back. She turned quickly and saw the
mouth being made, and I believe she took a lock
of her brother’s hair, in & great hurry, and I also
think she did nof take it for a keepsake.

Dr. Lee said, *Served you right, Purvis.”

¢ That's me,” said the black sheep.

The next day Phobe, and Aunt Hetty, and little
Paul were left to contract a friendship. They be-
gan it in good earnest and good faith. Phebe
helped Hetty about her homsework, and Hetty
helped Phoebe in the care of the babe, and they be-
came a happy family, for Aunt Hetty left off scold-
ing when she had a baby to love.

Mrs. Pheebe Lee never sent word to the meeting
that she was sorry she married her husband; nei-
ther did she say, as many did, on a bit of paper
which was read in mesting, ““I am sorry that I
have t d the order ished by Friends
in my marriage, and I hope Friends will pass it
by.” No. She was agood Christian woman, and
a loving wife, and mother to the outcast babe, as
to her own; but the peculiarities of ¥Friends grad-
ually di d from herl and y
and now there is only & pure modesty in her dress
to distinguish her from others.

Dr. Lee is one of the happiest of men, for, be-
sides having the dearest little wife in the world,
he is not invaded by his sister, be is not scolded
by Aunt Hetty, and Purvis is less a black sheep
than formerly.

Ruth Boyd loves her daughter and her daugh-
ter's husband, though they are not Quakers; and
Joshua is not so-angry as he intended to be. He
likes to have a good doctor in the family, for it
saves money, and Friends are very remarkalle for
minding the main chance.

CANNIBALISM IN GALICIA.

Tunz inhabitants of Austrien Galicia are quiet,
inoffensive people, take them as a whole. The
Jews, who nuimber a twelfth of the population, are
the most intelligent, energetic, and certainly the
most money-making individuals in the province,
though the Poles proper, or Mazurs, are not devoid
of natural parta.

Perhaps as remarkable a phenomenon as any
other in that kingdom—for kingdom of Waldimir
it was—is the ieal p d
of the nobility over the untitled. In 1837 the pro-
portions stood thus: 82,190 nobles to 2076 trades-
men,

The average of execution for erime is nine a
year, out of a population of four and a half mill-
ions—by no means a high figure, considering the
peremptory way in which justice is-dealt forth in
that province, Yet, in the most quiet and well-
disposed zieight da, ionally the most
startling atrocities are committed, occurring when
least expected, and somstimes perpetrated Ly the
very person who is least suspected.

Just twelve years ago there happened in the
circle of Tornow, in Western Galicia—the prov-
ince is divided into nine circles—a cireumstance
which will probably furnish the grandames with a
story for their firesides, during their bitter Galician
winters, for many a year.

In the circle of Tornow, in the lordship of Park-
ost, is a little hamlet called Polomyja, consisting
of eight hovels and a Jewish tavern. The inkabit-
ants are mostly wood-catters, hewing down the firs
of the dense forest in which their village is situat-
ed, and conveying them to the nearest water, down
which they are floated to the Vistula. Each ten-
ant pays no rent for his cottage and patch of field,
but is bound to work a fixed number of days for
his landlord: a practice universal in Galicia, and
often productive of much diseontent and injustice,
as the proprietor exacts labor from his tenant on
those days when the harvest has to be got in, or
the land is in best condition for tillage, and just
when the peasant would gladly be engaged upon
his own small plot. Money is scarce in the prov-
ince, and this is accordingly the only way in which
the landlord can be sure of his dues.

Most of the villagers of Polomyja are miserably
poor; but by eultivating a little maize, and keep-
ing a few fowls or a pig, they scrape together suf-
ficient to sustain life. During the summer the
men collect resin from the pines, from each of
which, once in twelve years, they strip a slip of
Dark, leaving the resin to exnde and trickle into a
gmall carthen-ware jar at its roots; and during the
winter, as already stated, they fell the trees and
roll them down to the river.

Polomyja is not a cheerful spot—nested among
dense masses of pine, which shed a gloom over the
little hamlet; yet, on a fine day, it is pleasant
enough for the old women to sit at their cottage

doors, scenting that matelless pine fragrance,
sweeter than the balm of the Spice Islands, fur
there is npthing cloying in that exquisite and ex-
hilarating odor—listening to the harp-like thrill
of the brecze in the old gray tree-tops, and knit-
ting quietly at long stockings, while their little
grandchildren romp in the heather and tufted fern.

Toward evening, too, there is something inde-
seribably Leautiful in the fir-wood. T'he sun dives
among the trees, and paints their boles with
patches of luminous saffron, or falling over a level
clearing, glorifies it with its orange dye, 50 visibly
contrasting with the blue-purple shadow on the
western rim of unreclaimed forest, desp and lus-
cious as the bloom on a plum, The birds then are
hastening to their nests, o gerfalcon, high over-
head, is kindled with sunlight; capering and gam-
boling among the branches, the merry squirrel
skips home for the night.

The sun goes down, but the sky is still shining
with twilight. The wild-cat begins to hiss and
squall in the forest, the heron to flap hastily by,
the stork on the top of the tavern chimney to poise
itself on ome leg for sleep. To-whoo! an owl be-
gins to wake up. Hark! the wood-cutters are
coming home with a song.

Such is Polomyja in summer-time, and much re-
sembling it are the hamlets scattered about the
forest, at intervals of a few miles; in each, the
public house being the most commodious and best
built edifice, the church, whenever there is one, not
remarkable for any thing but its bulbous steeple.

You wonld hardly believe that amidst all this
poverty a beggar could have picked up any sub-
sistence, and yet, a few years ago, Sunday after
Sunday, thers sat a white-bearded venerable man
at the cliurch-door, asking alms.

Poor people are provertially compassionate and
liberal, so that the old man generally got a few
coppers, and often some good woman bade him
come into her cottage, and let him have some food.

Occasionally Swiatele —that was the beggar’s
name, went his rounds selling small pinchbeck or-
naments and beads ; generally, however, cnly ap-
pealing to charity,

One Sunday, after church, a Mazur and his wife
invited the old man into their hut and gave him a
crust of pie and some meat. There were several
children about, but a little gid, of nine or ten, at-
tracted the old man’s attention by her artless
tricks.

Swiatek felt in his pocket and produced a ring,
inclosing a piece of colored glass set over foil, This
he presented to the child, who ran off delighted to
show her acquisition to her companions.

¢ Is that little maid your daughter ?” asked the
beggar.

“No,” answered the housewife, ‘“she is an or-
phan; there was o widow in this place who died,
leaving the child, and I have taken charge of her;
one mouth more will not matter much, and the
good God will bless us,”

“Ay, ay ! to be sure He wiil; the orphans and
fatherless are under His own peeuliar care.”

¢ She’sa good littls thing, and gives no trouble,”
obsetved the woman. ‘“You go back te Polemyja
to-night, I reckon!”

¢ do—ah!” exclaimed Swiatek, as the little
girl ran up to him. ¢ You like the ring, is it not
beautiful? I found. it under a big fir to the left of
the church-yard—there may be dozens there. You
must turn round threa times, bow to the moon,
and say ‘Zaboi!' then look among the tree-roots
till you find one.”

“ Come along |" sereamed the child to its com-
rades; ‘we will go and look for rings.”

“ You must seek separately,” said Swiatek.

The children seampered off into the wood.

# 1 have done one good thing for you,” laughed
the beggar, “in ridding you, for a time, of the
noise of those children.”

“1am glad of a little quiet now and then,” said
the woman ; !/ the children will not Jet the baby
sleep at times with their clatter. Are you going ?”

“Yes; I must reach Polomyja to-night. Iam
old and very feeble, and poor’’—he began to fall
into his customary whine—*¢ very poor, but I thank
and pray 1o God for you,”

Swiatek left the cottage.

That little orphan was never seen again.

The Austrian Government has, of Ite years, been
vigorously advancing education among the lower
orders, and lishing schools th hout the
provincs.

The children wete returning from class one day,
and were scattered among the trees, some pursuing
a field , others collecting junip rries, and
sonie sauntering with their hands in their pockets,
whistling.

* Where’s Peter?” asked one little boy of an-
other who was beside him. *'We three go home
the same way, let us go together.”

‘ Peter]” shouted the lad,

¢ Here I am !” was the answer from among the
trees; * I'll be with you directly.”

“ Oh, I see him [” said the elder boy.
is some one talking to him.”

% Where p”

¢ Yonder, among the pines, Ah! theyhave gone
further into the shadow, and T can not see them
any more. I wonder who was with him; a man,
I think.”

The boys waited till they were tired, and then
they sauntered home, determined to thrash Peter
for having kept them waiting. Buz Peter was
REVET S€ET aguin.

Some time after this a servant-girl belonging to
a small store kept by a Russian, disappeared from
a village five miles from Polomyia. Shehad been
sent with a parcel of grocery to a cottage at no
very great distance, but Iying apart from the main
cluster of hovels, and surrounded by trees.

The day closed in, and her master waited her
return anxiously, but as several hours elapsed with-
out any sign of her, he—assisted by the neighbors
—went in search of her.

A slight powdering of snow covered the ground,
and her footsteps conld be traced at intervals where
she had diverged from the beaten track. In that

“There

part of the road where the trecs wers thiciest
thers were nuarks of two pair of feet Loaving the
path; but owing to the density of the trees st that
spot and to the slightness of the full of snow, which
did not reach the soil, where shaded by the pines,
the footprints were immediately lost. By the
following morning a heavy fall had obliterated
any further traces which daylight might have dis-
closed.

The servant-girl also was never seen again.

During the winter of 1842 the wolves were sup-
posed fo have heen particularly ravenous, for thus
alone did people account for the mysterious disap-
pearances of children.

A little boy had been sent to a fountain to fetch
water ; the pitcher was found standing by the well,
but the boy had vanished. The villagers turned out,
and those wolves which could be found were dis-
patehed.

‘We have already introduced our readers to Po-
lomyja, although the occurrences above related did
not take place among those eight hovels, but in
neighboring villages. The reason for our haying
given a more detailed account of this cluster of
houses-—rude cabins they were—will now become
apparent,

In May, 1849, the innkeeper-of Polomyja missed
a couple of ducks, and his suspicions fell upon ihe
beggar who lived there, and whom he held in no
esteem, as he himself was a hard-working, indus-
trious man, while Swiatek maintained himself, his
wife, and children by mendicity, although possess-
ed of sufficient arable land to yield an excellent
crop of maize, and produce vegetables, if tilled
with ordinary care.

As the publican approached the cotiage a fra-
grant whiff of roast greeted his nostrils.

“1'I1 catch the fellow in the actl” said the inn-
keeper to himself, stealing up to the door, and tak-
ing good care not to be observed.

As he threw open the door he saw the mendicant
hurriedly shuffle something under his feet, and
conceal it beneath his long clothes, The publican
was on him in an instant, had him by the throat,
charged him with theft, and dragged him from his
seat. Judge of hig sickening horror when from
Beneath the pauper’s clothes rolled forth the head
of a girl about the age of fourteen or fifteen years,
carefully separated from the trunk.

In a short while the meighlbors came np. The
venerable Swiatek was locked up, along with his
wife, his daughter—a gisl of sixteen—and a som,
aged five.

The hut was thoroughly examined, and the mu-
tilated remains of the poor girl discovered. In a
vat were found the legs and thighs, partly fresh,
partly stewed or roasted. In a chest were the
heart, liver, and entrails, al} prepared and cleaned,
as neatly as though dome by a skillful butcher;
and, finally, under the oven was a bowl fult of
fresh blood. On his way to the magistrate of the
district the wretched wan flung himself repeated-
Iy on the ground, struggled with his guards, and
endeavored to suffocate himself by gulping down
&lods of earth and stones, but was prevented by his
conductors.

‘When taken before the Protokoll at Dalkow, he
stated that he had already killed and——assisted by
his family—eaten six persons. His children, how-
ever, asserted most positively that the number
was much greater than he had represented, and
their testimony is borne out by the fact, that the
remaing of fourteen different caps and suits of
clothes, male as well as female, were found in his
house.

The origin of this horrible and depraved taste
was' a8 follows, according to Swiatek's own con-
fession s

In 1846, three years previous, a Jewish tavern
in the neighborhood had been burned down, and
the host had himself perished in the flames. Swi-
atek, while examining the ruins, had found the
half-roasted corpse of the publican among the
charred rafters of the house. At that time the
old man was craving with hunger, having been
destitute of food for some time. The scent and
the sight of the roasted flesh inspired him with an
uncontrollable desire to taste of it. He tore off a
portion of the carcass and satiated his hunger
upoen it, and at the same time he conceived such a
liking for it that he could feel no rest till he had
tasted agein. His second victim was the orphan
above alluded to; since then—that ig, during the
period of no less than three years—he had fre-
quently subsisted in the same manner, and had
actually grown sleek and fat upon his frightful
meals,

The excitement roused by the discovery of these
atrocities was intense; several poor mothers, who
had bewailed the loss of their little ones, felt their
wounds reopened agonizingly., Popular indigna-
tion rose to the highest pitch; there was some fear

- lest the criminal should be torn in pieces himself

by the enraged people, as soon as he was brought
o trial : but he saved the necessity of precautions
being taken to insure his safety, for, on the first
night of his confinement, he hanged himself from
the bars of his prison-window.

‘We gladly leave the matter here, thinking that
perhaps it would have been hardly judicious to re-
call such an act of outrageous wickedness, were it
not for the attention which has of late been direct-
ed to morbid diseages of the brain and senses.
Such a case as that above recorded is by no means
without a parallel: we could adduce some surpass-
ing it in horror, bus we discreetly refrain,

DEAN SWIFTS RECIPE FOR
COURTSHIP.

Towo or three dears and two or three sweets,
Two or three balle or two or three treats,

Two or three serenades given as a lure,

Two or three oaths how much they endure,

Two or three messages sent in one day,

Two or three timea led out from the play,

Two or thiee tickets for two or three times,

Two or three love-letters writ all in rhymes;
Two or three months keeping strict to thess rules
Oan never fail making & couple of fools,
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VIEW OF THE BOAT-HQUSE AND LANDING AT FOBT PICKENS, FLORIDA. —[me 4 SEETCH BY AN OFFICER OF LIEUTENANT SLEMMER'S COMMAND.]

BOAT-HOUSE AND LANDING ida. This is the first and most familiar object that | cealed by theboat-house. I will send you a sketch | bassador from Bragg, and rccognized a former

meets the visitor's eyes on coming to the fort, as | of it in a few days. class-mate at West Point. DBoth are serving the
AT FORT PICKENS. it is the point where all must come who visit the “The sentine}l’, at the moment I immortalized | secessionists, and came with letters from their
‘W publish herewith, from sketches kindly sent :sland, and besides, as you come into the harbor, it | him, was watching the minnows. commanders, We took a friendly glass while sii-
us by officers of Li Slemmer’s is the only object that breaks the monotony of the ‘“ No strangers or secessionistfriends are allowed | ting on the wharf, and renewed assurances.”
a view of one of the ten flank casemate batteues beach for miles, to land at any point but this wharf. Here all in-
at Fort Pickens, and a view of the boat-house at “On the left is the Quarantine Point, about | terviews are held, and here Lieutenant Slemmer-
which all the ntervnews between the Secessionist | seven miles distant. This is a projection from the | was thrice sunmoned to surrender—twice by Major LOST!
leaders and the United States forces aroheld, One | main Iand. Pensacola lies across a bay to the left Chase, in command of the united secession forces, °
of oar correspondents writes: of the Quarantine. The central opening in the dis- | The interviews on this wharf are frequent, and it A panmive glance round the office, to assure
“Forr ProrENs, FLoRMbA, Mdrch 15, 1861, tant shore is the continuation of Pensacola Harbor | was only yesterday that I met an old comrade who | himself all desks, closéts, and iron safes are proper-

“ Inclosed please find & drawing represenhug to the eastward. The point on the right is ¢ Fair | served with me in the Florida War, but who is now | ly secured for the night, and the solicitor’s confi-
the Landing and Boat-house of Fort Pickens, Flor- | Point,’ and at its base 18 an old Spanish fort, con- | aid to Bragg; while the day before I met the em- | dential clesk locks up, and prepares for home,

il
o m
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ONE OF TEE TEN FLANK CASEMATE BATTERIES AT FORT PICKENS, FLOBIDA.—{DEAwN BY AN OFFICEE OF LITUTENANT SLEMMER'S CoMMAXD.}
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With coat buttoned to the throat, and hat drawn
over his eyes, Mark Edwards turns i steps toward
Islington, and cheerfully faces tho rough wind and
drizzling rain, which unmercifully pelt and buffet
lnm, a5 he vainly hails omnibus after omnibus to
receive the same apswer—‘ Fall’' But Mark
makes no trouble of these out-door inconveniences,
for kis mind’s eye is fixed on the well-covered tea~
table, bright firs, and best of all, the pretty young
wifo awaiting his return. The picture is o pleas-
ant that he cheerily breaks forth into a line of
“Home, sweet home,” as e turnsthe corner of the
street where stands his own trim little domicile.

Mrs. Edwards is peering into the darkress
through the folds of the muslin curtaius, and hae
the door open before Mark’s hand touches the
knocker,

“What a night for you; Jove!” rayd the little
matron, brushing the rain~drops {rom his bushy
whiskers, and kissing him compassionately ; “and
how late you are!”

Edwards looks up at 3he clock as he struggler.
out of his dripping ecat: I am late indeed I” he
answers; but Mr. Pleadwell has started on hisirip
to the Lakes this afternoon, and there were a great
many things to attend to before he went. And
ook here, Fanny—this packel ceatains some valu-
able deeds and securities, whizh will be called for
by the owner in a few days; in the mean while, I
have to copy one of ther, but don’t feel inclined to
begin to-night, Whe"a car I place them with
safety ¥

¢ Fanny suggests his desk, but that is the firsi
article a burglar would bs likely to meddle with.
The wife's cheek pales at the idea of such a visitor,
and she considers. “That old escritoire in the
spare hedroom, will not that do?”

Mark still hesitates. ‘I had so many injunec-
tions to be careful, and not let them go out of my
own possession, that I am afraid of even that.”

Fanny reminds him that there is a secret drawer
in it. “Don’t you remember,” she asks, ‘ what
trouble we had to find it?”

“Hal the very place!” 8o his wife carries the
candle for him, and the valuable packet is deposit-
ed in this hidden receptacle. Its only contents are
a few highly scented letiers, tied together with a
piece of ribbon, the which Fanny, langhing and
Llushing, confesses are Mr, Mark Edwards’s love
elfusions before marriage, carefully preserved to
bear witness against him wlhen he becomes cold
and cross.

How is it that next evening his welcome is not
such a smiling one as it usually is? Fanny’s spir-
its seemed depressed, and her eyes look as if thoy
had been clouded with tears.

¢ Have yon had any visitors to-day ?” her hus-
band carelessly inguires as he sips his tea.

The hesitating “ No" is so faintly pronounted
that the young man, hitherto preoccupied with
business, looks up.

“That ¢ No' sounded like ‘ Yes I’
liere 77

“Only my brother George,” Fanny answers in
a low voice, and Mark, frowning, turns away, and
takes up a book.

“My brother George” is his aversion, and the
torment and trouble of his wife’s family; always
in difficulties, no sooner rescued from one scrape
than rushing headlong into another, somatimes in-
visible for months, and suddenly reappeating to
lev) contributions on any relatives able or will-
ing to assist him. Mark has seriously contem-
plated forbidding his visits; but then Fanny is
so tendor-hearted, and cherishes such a kindly be-
lief in the prodigal‘s ultimate reformation, that her
husband has not yet mustered sufficient firmness
to cnforce his wishes, although #e knows where his
wife’s brooch went, and why she wears that old
velvet bonnet. Fanny seems to guess what is
passing in his mind by her coming so softly to his
side, and stroking his hair, and pressing her lips
to his forehead, but neither of them say any thing,
and Mark leisuvely prepaves for his task of copy-
ing. While he has gone up stairs to fetch his
papers, she lights an extra candle, and ensconces
berself in a corner with ber work-table, regretting
as she does so that her ““poor boy” must be bored
with this odious writing when he ought to be rest-
ing. However, Mark soon comes down the stairs,
three at a time, to ask, rather angrily, why she
las moved his packet withont mentwmn'r it. With
astonishment in her looks, his wife denies having
done 80, and hurries with him to the spare bed-
toom, asserting ber belief that he has overlocked
the parcel. Not a thing is out of its place. The
old escritoire stands exactly as they left it, the locle
had not been tampered with, nor was the secret
drawer open; and there, undisturbed, lie the love-
letters; but the small brown-paper parcel, tied
with pink tape, and sealed with the office seal, is
gone!

The husband, suspecting he knows mnot what,
Iooks almost sternly at his wife, whose answering
glance is confused and full of terror.

“Tell me the truth, Fanny, my dear Fanny!

‘Wkho has been

denly remembered and: dwelt uwpon. He pauses
before his wife, and sternly demands what errand
had brought that brother of hers to his house. That
brother of hers! What a speech! All Fanny's
sisterly feelings are in arms, and yet her voice fal-
ters, for she is forced to own that it was the want
of money. ¢ And you told him I had those papers
in the house,” Mark crics, accusingly. With a
crimson face she angrily denies it. She did not
mention Mark’s affairs during their short interview.
Xe it likely she would doso?  Or if she did, would
George, poor foolish fellow that he is, steal up
stairs and vob his sister’s home ?  Ridiculous! Im-
possible!

# Impassible,” Mark retorts, “without he pos-
Bessed the key.'”

“+ Xt has not been out of my pocket,” sobs Fanny.

Then where,” asks Mark, * are the missing pa-
pre?”  Their Little servant-maid away for a holi-
dsy—no one in the house, according to Fanny's
own confession, but this young man. Where are
the papers?

Recoiving for reply a torrent of tears and prot-
estations, he flings himself on the sofa, and tries
to steady his nerves to the consequences of this ex~
fraordinary loss. Meanwhile, Fanny goes and in-
stitntes an unavailing search in every box, and
cupbeard, and drawer where it eould be possible to
find such a parcel, although it would puzzle her to
explain how it could have withdrawn itself from
the secret drawer to talke refuge elsewhere, At
last she returns to the parlor in despair. The
packet must have been stolen. Buthow? When?
By whom? Getting frightened at Marlk’s gloomy
looks, she is delighted when a tap at the door an-
nounces a visitor, and that visiter proves to Le lier
father.

To him the my affair is circumstantially
detailed, and Mark points out the inevitable loss
of his situation and good name if he should Le un-
able to produce the papers, or give any clew which
might lead to their recovery. To Fanny's dismay,
he particularly dwells upon her brother's visit, and
her half-made endeavor to conceal it; concluding
by an entreaty that she will, if retaining any affec~
tion for her husband, tell all she knows,

But now the father interposes. To tamely hear
Dboth his children acensed of such a crime is more
than his rather irascible temper will endure, and
he enters a counter-accusation that Mark has, for
some mnworthy end, removed the pareel himself.
‘Words now become so hot and bitter that Fanny’s
distress is increased, not lessened by this cham-
pionship, and she weeps so bitterly, and pleads so
carnestly with both, that Mark, more touchcd than
he wonld like to confess, abruptly leaves them to
shat himself in his chamber. After some hours,
the sound of his footsteps eeasing, the anxious wife
creeps goftly up the stairs, and is relieved to find
him lying on the bed in an uneasy slumber. Her
father persuades her to rest too, but poor Fanny
shakes her head, and still sits by his side, leaning
her head on his shoulder, and feeling more forlorn
and miserable than it had ever been her lot to feel
before, 'What will poor Mark do? And what
will become of her, if he persists in believiog her
guilty ?

A footstep overhead startles them. It is only
Mark,” says Fanny, after a moment’s listening.
¢ Poor fellow, I wish he had slept lenger1”

In the modern six-roomed honse every sonnd is
distinetly aundible, and they hear him enter the
chamber where stands the now shattered escri-
toire. After a ghort pause, he is heard slowly de-
scending the stairs, and hig wife raises herself from
lier rectining position, and smoothes her disordered
hair.

As he enters the room, Mr. Roberta lays his hand
on hLis daughter’s arm. * Lock, ¢hild, Iook!” he
whispers ; and Fanny sees with astonishment that
her husband is fast asleep, and holds in one hand
the bundle of old love-letters.,

Setting down hig candle, Mark unlocks the front
of his larg we and well-filled bookcase, and begins de-
liberately taking down, one by one, tho lmndaomely
bound volumes of the o History of England," which
grace the highest shelf; then he draws out a num-
Der of Ioose magazines, hidden there because of
their untidy appearance; lays the old love-letters
quite at the back of all, replaces the odd numbers,
returns the volumes to their shelf, carefully put-
fing thent even, locks the glass-doors, and is stalk-
ing away, when Fanny, with & ery which awakens
him, snatches the key from his hand. Ruabbing
his eyes, and wondering, he sees her eager fingers
dragging Hume and S8mollet from their proud posi-
tion to agsume an inglorious one on the hearth-rug
and in the fender; the ence treasured Belle Assem-
blées are scattered in all directions; the highly
prized love-letters roceive similar usage ; and lhen,

The New Poor-Law had not then been enacted,
and Mr, Jones, subsequently Relieving Officer,
was quite a young man, and had just been ap-
pointed Overseer. He was coming, on the night
in question, to visit the *House,” when the per-
son first mentioned addressed him.

f“Well, Mr, Jones, making your usual visit?
Going to see John Daunt among the rest of the
poor devils, eh 2 Ho was always demented—now
he’s uncommonly Daunted, I takeit. Hal ha!”

‘The tone of Mr, Jones’s reply was civil, and no-
thing beyond.

“Yes, Sir; my customary visit, as you say.
You are alinost as regular as I am.”

“Trae; I like to come and look at the horrid,
dreary walls. There’s something in the sight of
those slips of windows which pleases me. Old Jor-
icho! why, it’s like a furnace cut here, to-night.
‘What must it be in rooms with such windows as
those? DBut tell me, bow is Daunt? Dying, by
this time, I should think!”

Mr. Jones's shrug of disgust was not observable
in the partial darkness.

““Yes, he’s dring, Mr. Mayner. But excuse
me.  Good-might. I'm behind time.” And he
hurried away.

Mr. Mayner knocked the ashes from his cigar,
replaced it in his mouth, and sauntered away Jike-
‘wise.

To be effeminate—to be weak in feeling and re-
solve—one shricks from that notion, as pictering
something so peor and mean. But to be bold and
strong, and to be moved by the spirit of a fiend,
is awful. John Daunt was an humble, shrinking
creature from hig boyheod, and, frem his boyhood,
Ralph Mayrier was an unscrupulous, determined
villain. How those two men came to love the
same woman is a mystery; but only ene could
have her, Xllen Leslis became the wife of John
Daunt.

For Daunt actually ran away with her, If for
one single instant, in the courso of this dark story,
I can allow myself to smile, it must be at the
thought of this enterprise on the part of such a
man as Daunt. But lie was urged to it by despair.
He knew that Ellen’s parents were well-nigh fore-
ing her into a marriage with his rival. He knew
that rival’s character well. There was no time to
be lost. The pair went away by moonlight, and
were married. A year afterward Ellen Daunt gave
birth to & son, and died.

As time rolled on additional troubles fell upon
Daunt. A fatality seented to hang over all he un-
dertook. He had settled near Bramblestone as a
small farmer. For some years he just managed
to live; but an unseen influence was perpetually
dodging arcund him, demaging his character and
credit, indisposing people to deal with him, and
cansing him loss in various ways. Though he
knew it not, Ralph Mayner was busy. When that
monster heard of the elopement he said, with a
great oath, “ I'll never leave him till T've crushed
him!”  And, bringing his acute intellect and un-
swerving will to bear, backed by means and inflo-
ence, which he possessed to some extent, ho so en-
vironed John Daunt with nets and pitfalls that,
although it was & work of years, it was a work
done most effectually at last. John Daunt, one
night, took his boy’s hand, saying, * God help us,
Sydney! Your father is penniless and friendless.”

Ay; there was not a single person who came
forward with the smallest aid. A brief struggle,
and then poor John and his boy were actually re-
ceived into Bramblestone Work-house.

Ralph Mayner heard the news. He had mar-
ried somse years before, and had one child—a daugh-
ter. He was now a widower.

It was a very hot summer. Mayner came, with
his littls girl, to Bramblestone, and tock apart-
ments outside the town, where the views were
pretty and the air salubrious, Mayner then made
acquaintance with the work-house officials, learn-
ed all particulars in regard to Daunt, and did not
hesitate to avow his hatred against him, although
he did not communicate the cause.

Dead l—there was the end. John Daunt died
very shortly after his admission into the work-
house. Ralph Mayner had fulfilled his ogth; he

‘had crushed his rival ; his power was ended now.

But he would see the funeral.

One fine, warm meorning they laid poor Jobhn
Daunt in his grave, in Bramblestone chureh-yard.
One mourner followed him—his boy, Sydney, who
was about twelve years of age. Yet miaybe more
sorrow attended the funeral than has oftentimes
been present when scores of sombre faces have
formed a dismal group round a grave-side. The
ceremony over, the officials departed, leaving the
weeping boy to follow when he pleased.

There had been gazing at the spectacle through-

from behind all the rest, Fanny tri hantly tales
out the small brown-paper parcel, tied with pink
tape, and sealed with the office seal. Crying and
laughing in one breath, the happy littls wife is the
next moment in her husband’s arms, kissing and
being kissed ad &ibitum.

Are you playing a trick to teass me 2
if I can not produce these papers, I am a ruined
man! It wonld be worse than the loss of money ;
thet T might replace, these I can not. Tell me at
once whore they are.”

“ Indeed, Mark, I know no more about them than
you do yonrself. They must be here; perhaps they
have slipped behind the drawer.”

Althongh next to impossible, the chance is not
overlooked ; hammer and chisel are soon fetched,
and the back of the escritoire iz knocked out,
leaving no nook or cranny where the smallest pa-
per could remain unperceived.

Alinost beside himself, Mark leads his wife down
stairs, and commences questioning her. Whero is
her key? On the ring; it has not been out of her
possession. Has sho been out? No. Is she quite
sure of that? Quite.

Suspicions are crowding upon his mind; hints
given before his marriage about Fanny Roberiss
brother, and regrets uttered, even in his hearing,
that a respectable young man like Mr. Edwards
should lower himself by such a connection, are sud-

Little explanation was needed. The young
man’s brain, excited by extrems anxiety regard-
ing his trust, had led to his cantiously rising in the
night, and nnconsciously transferring the paclet
to what he afterward remembered as the first hid-
ing-place which had presented itself to his mind on
bringing it home on the preceding evening.

JOHN DAUNT.

PART L

Movep by a soft strain of music, a man will
sometimes turn his face upward, and look as thongh
2 paradise were opening above him, Opposite &
striking picture a beholder will become as a statue.
But a man, standing with his back to a wall, feast-
ing his cyes upon a work-house, is, indeed, an odd
sight. Thus, however, a man stood, and thus was
he engaged one evening, many years ago.

It was Bramblestone Work house which was go

out the hard-hearted Ralph Mayner, and his pret-
ty, peculiar-featured, gentle-looking daughter, some
six years old. I fancy even Ralph experienced
an wnusual emotion when the ceremony was over,
He must have felt that now, indeed, the tragedy
of fJohn Daunt and his Foe” was fully played
out. At all events, his eyelids drooped, and he let
go liis child’s hand.  On being released, the little
girl trotted away to Sydney Daunt, who was just
leaving.

#¢ Poor boy I she sa)d, gently, giving him a six<
pence. ‘“Don't e

He motioned hcr awny, and would not take the
Toeney,

Do take it,” urged the tiny maiden; “I have
plenty.”

Just then waking from his reverie, Ralph May-
ner witnessed, with extreme surprise and anger,
the communication passing between the children.
Ie ran to the spot, canght his little girl roughly
with one hand, and, with the other, seized Syd-
ney’s cap, and flung it over the church-yard wall,
Now, for several minutes past, there had been lean-
ing over that wall, watching the parties, a re-
spectably-attired, hearty, healthy-faced man, on
the unfavorable side of sixty. I may aswell say,
at once, that this person was a London tradesman,
who had been stn; ing in Bramblestone a fortnight,

singularly am object of p

and wag the next day., He was an

cecentrie being, had not a relative in the world ;
but, as compengation, had plenty of money. Syd-
nev's cap had not touched the ground before he was
'by Mayner’s side, shaking in his face a robust fist
that made Ralph shrink back.

*“You're a brute, and a beast, and a vile scara-
mouch I'* cried the indignant tradesman, . “If I
had my will, you should break stones all day, and
slecp on thistles ail night,” he added; and then,
turning his back on the astonished Mayner, the
curious old gentleman seized Sydney by the hand,
harried him out of the church-yard, and then bade
him “ tell him all about it.”

Thus enjoined, the boy communicated the entire
history of his woes and those of his deceased fa-
ther.

“Would you come with me to London®” in-
quired his newly-found friend, when ke had done.

“ Gladly,” was the answer.

‘Without further discussion the two went to the
Work-house. Application was made for leave to
remove the boy, which, after the usual forms, was
granted ; and very quickly the tradesman and his
charge were on their way to London. It wasa
long, long while before Bramblestone again heard
of 8ydney Daunt.

—_— . —
PART IL

TwENTY years. In that period round changes,
both for good and for ev, il, come to pass. Twenty
yeats from the ending of the first part of this story
had brought gray hairs to Ralph Mayner, and with
them anxieties and troulles which bore hard npon
him. He had lated and heen ful ;
and pow, with broken health and soured temper,
he found himself with a cloud of difficulties hang-
ing over him. Hae was not a poor man even now,
but he had become involved in & variety of schemes,
50 intertwined, that unless he could keep them all
healthily afloat, the whole would collapse and ruin
him. That gloomy issue stared him awkwardly
in the face at this very time. A period of general
and great pressure had arisen. Every body was
trying to borrow—nobody seemed willing to Jend.
Ralph wanted a couple of thousand pounds. Want-
ed it!—he must bave it. It was a life and death
matter to him—he would be ruined without it. In
a few days acceptances to that amount would
come due. If they were dishonored, Ralph would
be utterly prostrated.

And yet he had tried in every quarter, and
failed. Ralph frightened his kied, loving dangh-
ter, Annie—he looked at times so stern, and be-
cane 5o fickle in his humor.

‘They sat together one evening.

1 am going to London to-morrow,” said Ralph,
abruptly.

““ To-morrow, papa, and so.unwell as you are!”

¢ Yes, Annie; you know I'm on the brink of
rain.”

“ Oh, my dear father.”

¢ There, pray doen't ery. Thateerying. People
should never cry after they are six years old. But
I want yeu to know exactly how the case stands,
Bills for two thousand pounds will come due in the
course of a day or two, They must be taken up,
or we must go cut of the country. I have no
money available, and no one will lend me any.
The only chance left is in seeing Crawsher, the
solicitor. He has refused by letter; but I think
if I could see him he would alter his mind.”

 But, dear papa, even should he refuse, surely
we need not leave England. If the people who
hold these seeurities will only give you time, you
will pay them.”

Ralph laughed, grimly.

*‘ Perhaps they might, under ordinary circum-
stances, Annie; but there is one small unfortunate
feature about these bills, which will interfere. Can
you guess it?”

 Not in the Jeast, papa.”

# 1 forged them, Annie.”

A little seream and a deadly faintness were the
results of this communication.

“There now, Annie, don't let us have heroics,
or hysteries, or any thing of the kind. Listen!
There is no reason why you should deem your fa-
ther worse than he really is. If ever there was a
palliation for—for the act I have mentioned, it is
here. The people owed me the money, and would
neither pay me nor give me their acceptances. I
was shockingly pressed, and at length I made the
Dills. If X can find the money to what is ealled
fretire’ them in a couple of days, all will be well.
I£ I can not, I must run away. If they catch me,
they will transport me for life.”

Ralph said all this in a jaunty way, with his back
to the fire, and bis arms under his coat tails. An-
nie sat pale and shivering.

8o, Annie, the first thing in the moming,
yowll pack up as much a8 you can without creat~
ing wonderment in the house, and we’ll go togeth-
er to London. Now, my candle, please, and we'll
to bed. XKisg me, Annie. Bless my heart, the
silly thing’s all in'a quiver, and her lips and cheek
are as cold asice. You must get over theseschool-
girl shakings, Annie. Your father never remem-
bers being a boy. At your age you should be no
longer as a child.”

To London they went. They found apartments
in a not very lively locality—Salisbury Street, in
the Strand. To Crawsher, the solicitor, straight-
way repaired Mr. Mayner.

“ Ah, Mr. Mayner, how d’ye do?” cried Craw-
sher, buoyantly, extending his hand. * Staying
ir town, eh?”

# For a very short time,” replied Ralph.
trifling matters want atiending to.
the other day.”

“Yes, and I replied. I should have Leen de-
lighted, you know; but, bless me, just at this mo-
ment, we,in London, are all on the brink of ruin;”
and Crawsher rubbed his hands slowly, and his
face was radiant with smiles,

“ Well, the case is this,” said Ralph; ““Ishould
be very glad of that money if you can in any way
manage it. No great consequence, of course; but
still, just at this time—"

“Some
I wrote you
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%My dear Sir,” interrupted the lawyer, “there
really2s no money. I don’t think I could squeeze
out a fifty-pound note to save my own father from
bankruptey.”

4 Humph I” grunted Ralph, it will bother me,”

Crawsher’s only reply was to put his hands in
his pockets, and look more benevolent than be-
fore.

“ How's Miss Annie?” he asked, after a panse.

* Oh, middling,” replied Ralph.

An expression crept across his face which Craw-
sher did not observe.

4 By-the-way, when did you see young Lucerne
last 7" he inquired.

“ Six weeks back.”

¢ Then you don't know what’s occurred ”

“Eh? -No. Nothing bad, Ihope, to Lucerne;
for he's a nice young fellow—plenty of money, and
a good client.”

 He's about making somebody a good husband,”
said Ralph, significantly.

“YWhat!” cried Crawsher. “You don’t mean
—1is it-—is he going to marry our dear young
lagy?”

Ralph nodded. (A great vagabond was Ralph.)

“I'm astonnded ! All settled 2

“ Rvery thing,”

“Humph! Pm right glad. A Iittle business
for me, too. I shall have Lucerne here shortly,
no doult, about fhe scttlement. Hal ha! But,
stay, I'm forgetting your own particular matter.”

“0Oh, if there's not fifty pounds to be had—'’
Ralph was beginuing, cavalierly,

““Qh, well, never mind that; we must see, you
know. I've a client, the protégé of an old trades-
man, whe has lately died and left him a heap of
money. He’'ll want to see you himself, for he’s
rather a funny customer. But coms lrere the first
thing in the morning, and I dare say we shall man-
age it. Good-by 1 good-Dy !”

1 think we shall be able to go back to Bram-
blestone safe and sound, Annie,” said Ralph, when
he had returned to his daughter.

“ Thank God, papal”

*t There’s no doubt he'll do jt, I think,” muttered
Ralph, to himself. *It’s running it rather close,
though, I must have the money to-mmorrow.”

Early the next morning Ralph was with Craw-

her.

H'Well,” said the latter, * my man is in the oth-
er room,”

#Can I have the money af once ?” asked Ralph,
with barely concealed anxiety.

‘“He'll give you the check in this room, my
friend. T know he’ll do it, for he said so; bat he
wants to see you.”

Ie walked to the doeor of an inner room, and
opened it,

“Walk in, Mr. Daunt. Will you be kind
enough? Mr, Daunt, Mr. Mayner., Mr, Mayner
—Eh! Blessme! what's wrong #"

Nothing, so far a3 Sydney Daunt was concerned,
for the lawyer's communication had revealed to
Lim (though he had said nothing to the lawyer) to
w' om he was asked to lend; but Ralph fell back,
saying, huskily,

“ Have we seen each other before, Sirg”

“Iam Sydney Daunt,” wasthe reply. ¢ Twen~
ty years since you and I were in Bramblestone
church-yard. Nay, don’t turn away, Mr, Mayner.
Let that sad story drop. I have no desire for what
men call revenge. You want a couple of thousand
pounds—there is the check.”

But even in that dire extremity, Ralph Mayner
was the Ralph Mayner-—the watcher of Bramble-
stone work-house; the cruel witness in Bramble-
stone church-yard ; hisfeatures quivering, his limbs
shaking in spite of him, so that hie had to grasp the
table for support.

“And do you think,” he uttered, in a hoarse
voice, *“that I am become & weak, cry-baby thing
like John Daunt, your fathér? Oh, this is bean-
tiful! Hereisascene! Hereis Christian venge-
ance! Shall I go upon my knees, and weep over
you, young man? Shall I beg a blessing on you,
and entreat forgiveness for the past? Hark ye,
now] I wouldbe torn limb from limbfirst! Soon-
er than take that check I’d burn myself bit by bit
in yonder fire. I hate you! You have your tri-
umph, you white-faced school-girl; but it shall go
no further. Even now, Ralph Mayner can despise
you from the bottom of his soul, and can hwrl at
you a lasting defiance.”

And he rushed from the room into the street,
mad and desperate.

Many hours had passed, and Annie had become
uneasy on aceount of her father's lengthened ab-
sence. Toward afternoon she determined to seek
him at Mr. Crawsher’s office, which she knew to be
in Gray's Inn. Being quile unacquainted with
London, it is not strange that she lost her way,
and, on inquiry, found herself much fatigued, near
IIyde Park. She was standing, looking woefully
about her, when a gentleman passed, gazed at her
intently, and then stopped.

I fancy I speak to Miss Annie Mayner,” he
said, still scanning her.

She bowed, hesitatingly.

Do youn remember Sydney Daunt, to whom
you offered six-pence, vety many years back, in
Bramllestone church-yard? Itis a circumstance
1 have never forgotten.”

She recollected the occurrence well, she said.

“You are Mr. Daunt,” she added, qluck‘v with
emotion, for painful recolleemuns were awakened
at the name,

“Yes. Might he ask—she seemed fatigued—
whether he could be of any service to her?”

She told him her trouble.

“Your father left Gray’s Inn, as I happen to
know, several honrs back.”

If he might detain her ten minutes, and she
would walk in the park with him, he should much
like to say a few words.

She consented, and Sydney related lriefly what
had oceurred in thu morning. When he had con-
cluded, he said,

“ Even now, I Liave but one fecling, and that is
to help him in his difficulty.”

“You don't know how great his difficulty is,”
thought Annie.

#Will you let me accompany you to your apart-
ments ? I will again assure him of my desire to-
ward him,”

Annie agreed, Knowing what she did, and
hearing what she did now, she was greatly alarmed
on her father's account. They proceeded in a cab
to Salisbury Streot.

The driver pulled up some doors before they
reached the number given him.

“ Quick! quick!” cried Sydney, out of the win-
dow.

“Can’t go no further, Sir,” was the answer,
¢ Blocked up. 'There’s a mob round the door you
want to go in at.”

A tbrill passed through both Sydney and Annie.

The cabman made inqniry of a Ly-stander.

“‘It’s a man as lodges in that house as has been
and drowned hisself,” continued the cabman;
“they’re takin’ on him in now.”

In a moment the cab was empty, and a man,
bearing a shrieking girl in his arms, was speeding*
through the mob,

Ralph Mayner and John Daunt lie near together
in Bramblestone church-yard. 'Thither go Sydney
and Annie Daunt (the loving husband and wife)
and gaze upon their graves:

¢ God's jndgments are a great deep.”

ADVERTISEMENTS.

OBLE HEATH, No. 840 Broadway, N.

, #ends his father '3 great work, HEATII'S SELF-

TF. ACHIVG ARITHMETIC (post-peid) for $1. Mr. 11,

who hag been a teacher, and s Now a practical accountant
(with Messrs. Hadden & Co.) recommenda this book.

Evezdell’s 0ld Wedding Card Depot,
302 Broadway, N. Y., cor, Duane Strcet,

Estaplished 1840,  Specimens of Wedding Cards and
prices by mail on receipt of 2 stamps; also Business Seals
with presses, fine Silver Door Plates, Nos., &

600 AGENTS wanted, to scll SIX xpw
INVENTIONS ~4wo very recent, and of great
value to families all pay great pmﬁta to Agents, Send
four stamps and get 80 pages partisulare
EPHRATM BRO\VN Lowell, Mass.

Great Work on the Horse!

THE HORSE AND KIS DISEASES:
BY ROBERT JENNINGS, V. S.,
Professor of Puthology and Op:rative Surgery in the Vete-
rinary College of Philadelphia, Professor of Veterinary
Medicine in the late Agricoltural Lollege of Ohio,
Secretaxy of the American Veterinury Asso-
ciation of Philadelphia, cte,, oy

—_———
WILL TELL YOU Of the Origin, Ilistory and distinctive
traits of the various breeds of Kuro-
penn, Aslatic, African and Amexican
Horses, with the physieal formation
and peculiarities of the animal, and
how to ascertain his age by the num-
ber and condition of his teeth illus.
trated with numerous explanstory
engravings.
THE HORSE AND EIS DISEASES
WILL TELL ¥OU Of Breeding, Breaking, Stabling,
Feeding, Grooming, Shoeing, and
the general management of the horge,
with tha best modes of administering
medicine, also, how to trea; Biting,
cking, Rearing, Shying, Stum-
Dling, Citb Biting, Restlessness, and
othieT vices to wiich he is aubject;
with numerous explanatory engrav-

THE HORSE AND HIS DISEASES
WILL TELL YOU Of the onuses, symptoms, and trest-
manﬁ of Strangles, Sore Throat, Dis-
ernper, Catarrh, Influenza, Bron-
r.hm Pneumonie, Pleurisy, Broken
Wmd, hhmnin Cnug'h, Roaring and
Whistling, Sore Mouth and
Uleers, md Decnyed “Teeth, with
other diseases of the Mouth and Res-

piratory Organs

THE HORSE AND DISEASES

‘WILL TELL YOU Of the causes,

E BON TON — THE BES1 LADIES
FASIIION BOOK in the World. Speeimen copies,

“with two valuable patterns, posted for 33 ceute.

T. TAYLOR & SON, 407 Broadway, N, Y.

Hard Times made Easy!

GOOD NEWS FOR THE UNEMPLOYED!

ONE THOUSAND CHANCES TO MAKE MONEY!
ONE MILLION DOLLARS' WORTH
oF
WA'I'CHES JEWELRY.

AND
SILVER-PLATED WARE,
to he disposed of on an.

EXTIRELY NEW AND ORIGINAL PLAN.

2,500 AGENTS WANTED.
Al pereona desirous of sceuring an Agency in this
EW ENTLRPRISE
Should #end on their names at once, inclosing 2 3 cont
stamp to pay postage, and recelve by return of maik
A FREMIUM CATALOGUE
eontaining
OUR INDUCEMENTS,
‘which afford
A RARE CHANCE TO MAKE MONEY
without risk, together with
FULL PARTICULARS
Relative to this
NOVEL PLAN!!
To insure promypt and satiefactory dealings, direct all
orders to

GEORGE G. EVAN!
and Treat- No. mchescnut Street, Philadelphia,
ment of Worms, Bots, Calic, Stran- M
gulation, Stony Coneretions, Rup- B
tures, Palsy, Diarrhes, Jaundice, Q&W’VJ\ ronchlal

Hepaurrhmn, Bloedy Urine, Stones
in the Kidneys and Bladder, Inflam-
mation, and other disesses of the
Stomsch, Bowels, Liver and Urizary
Otgans.
THE HORSE AND HIS DISEASES
WILL TELL YOU Of t"he causen, symptoms, and Treat-
‘ment of Bone, Blood, and Bog, Spa-
vin, Ring-Bone, Sweenie, Strains,
Broken Kmes, Wind Galls, Found
er, Bole Bruise and Gravel, Cracked
Hoofs, Seratehes, Cankoer, Thrush,
and Corns; also, of Megrims, Ver-
tigo, Epilepsy, Staggers, and other
diseascs of the Feet, Legs and Head,
THE HORSE AND HIS DISEASES
WILL TELL YOU Of the causes, symptoms, and Treat-
ment of Fistula, Poll Evil, Glanders,
Farcy, Sculet Fever,
feit, " Locked Jaw, Rhcumatiem,
Cramnp, Galls, Discascs of the Eyo
and Heart, &c., &c., and how to
manage Castration, Bleoding, Tro-
phinning, Roweling, Firing, Hernia,
Amputation, Tapping, and other
surgical operstions.
THE HORSE AND EIS DISEASES
WILL TELL YOU Of Rarey’s Method of taming Horses;
how to Approach, Halter, or Stable
a Colt; how to aceustom s horse to
strange sounds and slghm, and how
o Bit, Saddle, Ride, and Break him
to Ilarness, also the form and law
of Wﬂmhﬂ 'rhc whole being the
Tesult. of m toen years'

BR()NGH'AL Affechons.

A clergyman writing from Morris.

4’00\\@ town, Ohio, epeaking of the beneficial ef-

fects resulting from the use of ** Brown's
Bronchisl Troches,” says: ¢ Last Spring I feared my
lungs were becoming dangerously involved, and until X
used your Troches could not preach a sermon of ordinary
Jength, without hoarseness; but now (with the assistance
of *Troches") I have in the past five weeks preewhed some
forty sermons.™

The Steel Per Danger Remedied!
EE Hee the CHAMPION PENHOLDER! By Prof. A,
D. BILL, 94 Tremont rieet, Boston.
dJ. A, SWABLY, Agent, Belmont Ilotel,
183 bulton Street, New York.

Dollax Gopymg Press.

AGENTS WANTED to sell Van ARDE\"B PATENT PomTA-
pLE DoLrak Corving Puess, Tt weighs but cight ouncos.

Can be carried in the pocket, and copics with greater fa-
cllity, ond as perfeeily, as the iron press. Good Agents
make from $5 to 10 & dsy. Send for Cirenlor.  Ade
dress, with red stamp, WATERS & VAN ANDEN, 141
‘William 8trcet, New York.

ANDREWS’ YEAST POWDER,
“ Eaoal:fory”
is economical and p.rfectly pure, Al the
best families ue 18! It s Teady for use in
oneminute! 1tmakes Tea Bisenit, Danp-
Tinge, Pancakes, eplendidly light and whole-
some. annlm fv] (.lxe 4 Exoclsl
Powder.

you,
Brand!
N. Y. TIOMAR A\Dl\l‘

Mant:.llas Mant:llas 1

BRODIE

Has made his Great

Anniversary Opening
at his
Palace of Fashion,

Under the 5th Avenue Hotel,
Corner 234 Street,

and at the

Old Celebrated Stand,

300 Canal Street.
The richest Display of

MANTILLAS
in
8ilk and Fancy Cloth
Ever made in New York,

ILL be READY on the 15th APRIL,
THI: SECOND YOLUME OF
Cassell’s Illustrated Family Bible,
Unequnled for the splendor and multiplicity of its iliustra.
tion:
Pnce, neatly bound in cloth, lettered......... $289
Frice, bevelled cloth hoards, gllt side and edges 300
Freo by mail, or from Agenm in all paris of the Union.
‘Agents wanted for a few unoccupied districts,
CASSLELL, PETTER & GALPIN, No. 87 Park Row.

Benson’s
Spring Fashions.

Now Ready,
A aplendid collection of Cloth, and Sil, French Sacks,
Palgtots, and Basques.
Also, the latest Novelties in Gored Clroulars at
J. J. BENSON'S,
310 Canal Street, N. Y.

No Chimney!

Burners that will fit any Coal Oil Lamp, and burn Coal
Oil or Kerosene without & chimney, Burner seut by mail
on receipt of $1 25. Callender's Carbo-Air Gas Lump
burns pure Coal Oil, C&mphell &e., withont wick or
chimney. Sample Lamp $3 00. close stamep for Cir
culars. Address CAILLI\DER & PFR(;!&, Dealers
Lamps, Oils, &c., 176 Broadway, New Yor)

H. WORCESTER’S

IMPROVED PIANO FORILES,
f: Sal ms,

5
14th St, con. 3d Av., N. Y.

ANTED—MEN, WOMEN, AND BOYS
in every Town, City, and V‘m».gc in the bmted

States, to act a8 Agents for the sale of Sherman & C
Gift Jowelry Agents can make from 3 to s

Barnard on Sea-Coast Defense.

Notes on Sea-Const Defense: consisting of Sca-Cosat
Fortification, The Fifteen-Inch Gun, and Casemate Eras
brasures. By Mejor I G. BARNARD, U. 8. Corps of Engi-
neers. Ome volume Octavo, Cloth, $1 50.

% Sent free by mail on reesipt of price.

D. VAN NO“TRAND
Tulilisher, 192 Broadway.

ALUABLE TO ALL—Who use the Pen or
Tencil. Shover’s Patent Eraser and Burnisher, Pencil
Sharpencr, &o., sll nently combined in one tastefal form.
+¢13 is 2 most ingeniond contrivanes, snswering s many
purposes entirely."—(Independent.

Tt combines more useful qualities than any other art-
icke of its #ize within my knowledge."—[Ex-Gov. Duttor,
of Connecticut.

1 Samaple sont postage paid for 75 ., or 3 styles for $1 50,

Send for Circular. A. G. SHAVER, Now Ilaven, Ct.

EDDINGS for the UNION — Sup-
plied with Cards, Notes, Satin Ties, Envelopen

&, of the latest styles, at fair prices, hy A DEMAREST,
Engraver, No, 152 Broadway, N. Y. Samples by mail.

eareful sv,ndy uf lhe habm, peculmr
ities, wanis an f this
noble and useful animal.

The hook contains 384 pag.s, 2ppropriately illustrated
by nearly One Hundred Lngravings, It is printed in a
clear and open type, and will be forwarded to any address,
2 paid, sf:{] 21'§ceipt. of price, balf bound, $1 00, or, in

cluﬂn exfra,
1000 A YEAR snmiy
enterprising
Rien everywhcre, in selling the wbove, and other popular
works of ours. Our inducements to all such are exceed-
ingly liberal.

Ae our books are unequaled in their mechanical execu-
tion, as well as the value of their contents, a certain and
rapid sale followe their introduction everyw)

For single copies, or for terms to agents, vriﬂl other ia-
formation, apply to or address

JOHN H, POTTER, Publisher,

The Working Farmer

Harper’'s Weekly,
$2 40 per Annum.

Address CHARLES V. MAPLS, M:tprs’ Agllcu]tuml
‘Warchouse, 126 and 128 Nassau Stroel, N,

ANTED. — Agents to sell packages of

Stationery and Jewclry, at prices ong third less

than can be purchased clsowhore, ~ Call on or address

(stamp enclosed) J. I. BAILXY, 154 Conrt Street, Boston,
Maoss.

SANDS’ SARSAPARILLA
Deli P les and Young Chile

No. 617 Sansom Street, Philadelphia, Da.
1 OO PER MONTH MADE WITH
STENCIL TOOLS.—TI sell the cheapest and
best. Send fur my cireular, which fully explains the busi-
nesd,  Address JOHN MILLIKEN, Lawrence, Mass,, or
No, 70 Third Street, St. Louis, Mo,

For F
dren.

This famous purifier of the Blood is the cheapest, snfest,
and best alterative and curative medicine fhey can take,
Prepared and sold by A B &D,

100 Fulton Btreety New York,

dollars & day. Being largely engnged in the manufaeture
of & suparior quality of Juwelry, we are enabled to offer to
pur cagtomers o greater variety and more valusble Gifts
thau any other similar establishment. For farther partic-
ulars enclose a stamp, and addrees, SHERMAN & CO., 229
Broadway, corner of Barclay Street, New York.

Tor Warer-Curt JoURrAL.

If yon are sick, and desire to be well,
Read the Water-Cure Journal.

Tf you are well, and desire to avold disease,
Read the Water-Cure Journal,

1f you sould know the true selence of Human Life,
Read the Water-Cure Journal.

If you would Tearn the injurious effcets of Drugs,
Read the Water-Care Jomrnak

1f you would understand the eonditions of Hcalth,
Read the Water-Cure Journal.

T you desire to dispense with the services of & Physlclan.
Read the Water-Cure Journal.

This JoursaL—the firat in the world to bring before tha
peoplc a knowledg: of the true, or Iygienic system of the
Healing Art— s published monthly, ab $1 & year; five
copies for $d, or ten copm for $5. Specimens sent free, by

O‘VLI“R AND WELLS,
308 Broadway, New York.

DR. BROWN'S
Patent Baby-Tender.

The Great Institution for Children.
Warercoms G52 Broadway.

J. Silas Brown & Co.
Send for ouy Civeular.

O YOU WANT LUXURIANT
WHISKERS OR MUSTACHES? My Onguent will
force them to grow heavily in six weeks (upon tha amooti-
est faee) without stain or injnry to the ekin. ]‘n} e §i—
1t free, to any address, on reesipt of an or-

g By D ATTAN, N 109 Nosaa: Strotty N, Y.
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THE NEW TARIFF ON DRY GOODS.

Unhappy condition of the Optic Nerve of a Custorn House Appraiser who has been count-
ing the Threads in a Square Yard of Fabric to ascertain the duty thereon under the New
MorriLr Tariff, The Spots and Webs are well-known Opthalmic Symptoms. It is confi-
dently expected that the unfortunate man will go biind,

Iy \‘4‘
W

THE LATEST MARTYR.
Horrible Phantasms disturb the Slumbers of the newly-appointed Custom-House Entry-
Clerk, who has come into Office with the New MongiL Tariff, and spent a Morning in the
vain endeavor to make something out of it.

CONSULTING THE CRACLE.
Presmryr Livcory. ¢ And, what mext?”
Corounia. “First be sure youw're vight, then go aheml!”

NEW BOOKS NEARLY LEADY.

SILAS MARNER, the Weaver of Raveloe. By the Author of “Adam Bede.” 12mo.

FARADAY’'S LECTURES ON THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE:.

FRAMLEY PARSONAGE. A Novel. By Axruony TrorLorE. Iilustrations. 12mo.

A DA¥®'S RIDE. A Life's Romance. By Cmaries Luven. 8vo, Paper, B0 cents,

SEASONS WITH THE SEBABORSES; or, Sporting Adventives in the Northern
Seas. By Janus Ladont, Est, F 6.8, With Map and Ilusteations.  &ve, Muslin

CARTHAGEH AND HER REMAINS: Being an Account of the Excavitions and
Researches on the Site of the Pheenician Metropolis in Africa and other Adjacent Places.
By Dr. N. Davis, FR.G.S.  8vo, Muslin, $2 50.

THE BNGLISH SPORTSMAN IN THE WESTERN PRAIRIES. By the
Honl Gnavrrey F. BerxkLzy, Author of “Life in the Forests of France,” &e., &c.
THI “oUSE ON THE MOOR. A Novel. By the Author of “ Margaret Maitland,”

“he Laird of Norlaw,” ¢The Days of My Life,” &e. 12mo, Muslin, §1 00.

HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, New York.
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READS THE PAPERS.
Onr I'riend, Mr, Joxes, who is deeply interested in the condition of the country, takes

a1l the Papers, and reads them thoroughly.

The following Dispatches puzzle him somewhat:

The Cabinet have issued the orders for the Evacuation of Fort Sumter.—Herald.

It is at last decided that Fort Sumter shall be reinforced.— Times.

Orders were sent off last evening to Reinforce Major ANDERsoN at all costs,— Tribune.
It is believed that Major Axpersox Evacuated Fort Sumter by order of the Government

last evening.— World.

Perfect Fitting Shirts,

MADE TO MEASURE AT $18 PER DOZEN,
R SIX FOR $9.
MADE OF NEW YORK MILLS MUSLIN,
‘With fine Linen Bosoms, and warranted as good a, Shirt
as s0ld in the reisil stores at §2 50 cach.

ATS0, THE VERY BEST SHIRTS THAT CAN BE
MADE AT $2 EACH,
SELF-MEASUREMENT FOR SHIRTS,

Printed dircetions, Yst of prices, and drawings of differ-
eat styles of Shirts sent free” everywhere, and ro cucy to
nnderatand, that sny one can take their own mrasnre for
Shirts, Twarranta good fit. The cash to be paid to the
[Express Qompany on receipt of goode.

8. W, H. WARD, from London,
No: 387 Broadway, N. ¥,, up Stairs.

VThorIey’s Food for Cattle

Converts the poorest of hay or atraw into a superior
provender. A pamphlet mailed free. Depot for Us S., 21
Broadway, N, Y,
Agents wadted in every City and Town. .
ARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square,
New Yorl, have Just Pablished :
TRUMPS. By Go. WiLLiau Custts, Author of  The

The New Patent Law.
Foreign Inventors.

TUnder the new Patent Law the fee on presonting an ap-
plication for a patent is but $15, and e patent i al-
lowed, $20 additional has to be paid
FRENCH, BLULGIAN, GERMAN, and AUSTRIAN IN-
VENTORS are placed on the kame footing ag Citizene, az
respects fees.

MESSRS.  MUNN & CO., NO. 37 PARK ROW,

EW YORK, having had 16 years experlence as PAT-
ENT SOLICITORS, will, npon” application, procuro pat-
cnts and afford all needfel advice.

A Pamphlet on this subjeet s sent frec.

Jokn B. Dunham.

Oversirung Grand
3 Sguare and Up-
right Pianes.

Established in 1834,

ENGLIRH,

Are_pronounced to be the hest Piauns nianfactured.
Kach Tnstenment warranted 5 years. sond for Cirenlar,
an f: + 75 to 88 Fast 13

Patiphar Prpers,” ¢ Prue and I, &, &, 1
by Moceon,  12mo, Muslin, $150.

Street, near Broadway, N, Y.
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