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© miners, who
is father’s life
s of the men
of the mine,
escaped; but
nd on calli

found that .li
rhich perished

1 early part of
astle-on-Tyne,
i the worki
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to the rlblialio- of that circular comes the intel-

ﬁs‘&-« igence that the first division of the Russian | 3Pparently upon them. Return-
cipal squadron of evolutions, under Vice-admiral ':-"'!"Hmw*»- His companion
the Scla Schuatz, had received orders to be ready |29ked him, rather abruptly: =

perly so for sea; and that it was said at Cron- 'Wlut“you' in by 1"

and the Servian colonies i -:Juhu itmldwiuoru!hl:lw. 0 “A'.'-Idr‘"o'- he said patiently. and
These populations inhabit the finest the receipt in official quarters of this news, | %020 aslecp. 2

most important provinces of the empire.”| I am tuld, there is no doubt. The Yes, “a soft pillow” is the reward of|

Tue Missrizs or seive a Hero.—
Lieutenant Dunham Massy, of the 19th

Regimeat, in

go of errands, and
ask where you were b l'l{l‘::r w::
brought up, who was your grand A

who was ypur schoolmaster; and some day
you see a hideous biographical caricature
of yourself. A daguerreotypist seizes on
you—an artist, pencil in hand, waylays
ou—an engraver puts your identity upon
roof—invitations to public banquets come
in upon you, on cards as large as dinner
plates—young ladies, in prettily folded
notes, solicit your autograph: you receive
an’ overwhelming supply of tracts from
ladies of a graver age—imaginary poets
harass you with doggerel verses—authors
of bad books send you copies of their tire.
some works—you are stared at in the
streets—when your carriage stops, your
horse is provokingly patted on the neck—
you are shouted at the theatres. In fact,
comfort and privacy are at anend. Now,
all this is very well for a strong, able, idle

" -

Crimean hero who likes the thing, and|d

who has health and strength to bear it
But it is a very different thing i by chance
the -unhappy victim, after six months lying
on his buck in one position in a Crimean
hut, should retura home, and wish to enjoy
quiet, and to have time to nurse a leg some
two or three inches shorter and much
feebler than its fellow—to think over the

utions necessary (o preserve weak
K::: in the moist elimate of an Irish com-
ing winter, snd should have ocecasion two
or three times a week v endure a very

ina very proper

“lh-h‘
v
m-uu
describes the to which a hero
is —You do not know the mise-
ries a hero. Penny-a-liners arrest

a w were much
i in room
e e e
with reference to Na blasphemy so excited Whitfield’s abhor-
if he thought rence and pious sympathy that he could
of those States as much | Pt rest

) “1 will to them and reprove their
to be of the Sultan’s non- icked Q-u oy

- ;“ subjects. It is not unworthy of '.H'- nion remonstrated in vain
remark, ( ¢ :
almost concurrently with the He w m“-. '.Hh words of reproof were

fidelity—the companion of a clear con-
science. It is a sufficient remuneration for
doing right, in the absence of all other
reward. None know more truly the value
ol‘n'nnpillwlh':'nl:i?rp_nunvbm
rising, which is not impossible, | *0Xiety for wayward children is enhanced
what, we may ask, would be the attitude|PY @ of neglect. Those
of the Russians? On the other band, intel-| b0 faithfully rebuke, and rly restain
ligence has been received that the Eliza-|them by their Cbristian deportment and
betha, Commander Baron de Bourgoignon, religious counsels can sleep quietly in the
::.mwrn-mmm - | day of trial.
tioned ‘W",-.““‘g ?"‘" ek THE MOTHER'S INPLUBNCE.
The Post, in a leader, says,—*“The cir-| The solid rock which turns the edge of|
cular by Prince Gortschakoff to [the chisel, bears forever the impress of the
the representatives of the Czar at foreign leafl l.nd the acorn received long, loq. since,
courts, must, at the present conjuncture of|ere it had become hardened by time and
circumstances, be accepted as a manifesto [the elements. If we trace back to its
of policy which the Emperor Alexander is fountain, the mighty torrent which fertilizes
prepared to adopt. It is, then, with the [the land with its copious stream, or sweeps
most profound regret, and no little asto- |over it with a devastating flood, we shall
nishment, that we find a power, itself con- | find it dripping in crystal drops from some
victed by all Europe, rise to teach, to|mossy crevice among the distant hille; so
warn, and to threaten the powers with [too, the gentle feelings and affections that
whom peace has been made. Bolgrad, and enrich and adorn the heart, and the mighty
the Isle, of Serpents, Greece and Naples, passions that sweep away all the barriers
these are the clouds rising, but danger|of the soul and desolate society, may have
there is none. The Anglo-French alliance | $prung up in the infant bosom in the shel-
has proved the present safety of Europe. tered retirement of home. : )

It involves the whole future of civilization.”| ‘' should have been an atheist, said

The Daily News says,—“The text of] John Randolph, if it had not been for one

of a Russian squadron in the Bay of Naples
is of course meant as a demonstration in
favour of the King in the event of an An-

French force a there. Should
preseace oflhlodlofollovo‘!ayn

Tournon:—*‘A receiver of taxes, with a

the manifesto is neither more nor less than
a solemn declaration—haughty in tone, and
defiant in language—of the part Russia in-
tends to assume in the political transac-
tions of Europe, and a denunciation, but
thinly veiled under stately courtesies of
ipl ic style, against the interference of
the two great powers in Naples, and the
continned occupation of Greece: The ma-
nifesto contains doctrines of 1856, which
are but the echo of the holy alliance of
1821, but the madness of the present tyran-
ny, is unbearable, and the Western Powers
will be for ever disgraced if they suffer
themselves to be deterred. from this great
and mighty writ, de lunalico inquirendo, by
the miserable fictions of the holy alliance_
and the haughty menaces of the Czar.”

A TennisLe Drana.—The Courrier de
Tarn-el-Garonne narrates the following as
having just taken place in the town o

recollection; and that was the memory of
the time when my departed mother used to
tuke my little hands in hers, and cause me
on my knees to say, ‘ Our Father, which
art in Heaven.” ™

MY PATHER'S WILL.

A pious, old man was one day walking to
the sanctuary with a New Testament in
his band, when a friend who et him, said,
* Good morning, Mr. Pricc.'—*'Ah, good
morning,’ replied he; ‘1 am reading my
Father’s Will as I walk along.’ ‘ Well,
and what has he left you?’ said his friend.
‘Why, he has bequcathed to me a hundred-
fold in this life, and in the world to come
life everlasting.” - This beautiful reply was
the means of comforting his Christian
friend, who was al the Lime in sorrowlul
circumstances.

Porxa Daxcine.—Somebody, descri-
bing the absurd appearance of a man dan-
cing the polka, says: ‘* He looks as though
h:tud a hole in his pocket and was l7n‘
to shake a shilling down the leg of his
trowsers.”’

A omile is ever the most bright d
beautiful with a tear upon it. What is
dawn without its dew? The tear is
.‘3 the smile precious above the

b

A female writer says—** Nothi
worse on a lady than darned
Allow us to observe that stockings
need darning look much worse than darned
ones.
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A young lady explained to a printer the
other day, the distinction between printing
and publishing, and at the conclusion of
her remarks, by way of illustration, she
said, ‘‘you may print a kiss on my cheek,
but you must not publish it.”

Every eye loves beauty, and there is no
countenance, not bl or deformed by
wilt, that may not—indeed, does not—
ighten and gladden some devoted soul.

R. W. Emerson in his latest work says
the solvency of England ** is maintained
by means of a national debt, on the prin-
etple,if{on will not lend me the money
how can

pay you.
A man came into a office to
a paper. * lou-o,’r:il » “we lz:!
to read mewspa very much, but our

neighbors ave all too stingy to take one.”

It was observed of a phi per who was
drowned in the Red Sea, ‘‘that his taste
would be suvited, for he was a man of deep
thinking, and always liked to go to the

bottom of anything.”

A contemporary writer says that marri-
age directs a man to vegetable markets,
botanical physici milliners’ shops,
paregoric, summer-complaint, and night-
bells.

Coar vs. SLate.—A person meeting his
coal merchant accosted him thus:—

“Well, my ﬁood sir, how are coals?”
‘“ Indeed,” he replied, ‘‘ coals are coals
now!"

* Glad to hear it,” said the other, **for
the last you sent me were half slate!”

My son, said an affectionate mother to
her son (who resided at a distance, and
expectad, in a short time, to be married,)
‘““you are getting very thin.” ‘‘Yes
mother,” he replied, I am; when I come
next, | think you may see my rib.”

It is suggested that the question, ‘‘ May
a man marry his wife’s sister?”’ is one
which may be effectually answered by the
sister herself, when it is popped by the
widower.

An Irishman, who was early one morn-
ing busily engaged in sweeping the shop of
a cheesemonger, was interrupted by a voice
from an inner room, saying, ‘““Well, what
are you doing—are you sweeping out the
shop?” * No, replied Pat, 1 am sweeping
out the dirt and leaving the shop.”

Marnimony.—When bent on matrimony,
look more than skin deep for beauty, dive
further than the pocket for 'ut{. and
search for temper beyond the
of the moment.
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