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the interview, he rays, “ On entering into 
conversation, and a partial examination of 
the qualifications of my new applicant, it 
required but little tune to discover, that he 
pneesmid a mind of no common order, and 
an acquired intelligence fer beyond bis 
yean. He had bed but little opportunity 
at the common school, but * he said he had 
read some,’ and what he bad read he well 
understood and remembered. In addition 
to the ripe intelligence manifested in one so 
young and whose instruction bad been so 
limited, there was a single-mindedness, a 
truthfulness and common sense in whet he 
said, that at once commanded my regard.”

After half an hour’s conversation with 
the boy, Mr. Bliss intimated that he thought 
he would do, and told him to go into the 
printing office and talk to the foreman. 
Horace went to the printing-office, and 
there bis appearance produced an effect 
on the tender minds of the three apprentices 
who were at work therein, which can be 
much better imagined than described, and 
which in moat vividly remembered by the 
two who survive. To the foremen Horace 
addressed himself, regardless certainly, 
oblivious probably, of the mare end the 
remarks or the boys. The foramen, at firm, 
was inclined to wandm that Mr. Bliss
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the garden behind his house
planting potatoes. He beard the gate
open behind him, and, without turning
around, became dimly conscious of the pro
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fancy impels them, and suppoe-
ly to be one of hi own neigh- out the animal by the way of her en

trance; but of course, without success. 
The owner then resolved to watch her 
proceedings; and posting himself at night 
in a fence-corner, he saw her enter at one 
end of a hollow log, outside the field, and 
emerge at the other end within the endo- 
snre. “ Eureka!” cried he, “ I have you 
now, old lady.” Accordingly, he proceed
ed, after turning her out once more, to so 
arrange the log (it being very crooked) 
that both ends opened on the outside of the 
field. The next day, the animal was ob
served to enter at her accustomed piece, 
and shortly emerge again. “Her aston
ishment,” says our informant, “ at finding 
herself in the acme field whenee she had 
started, is too ludicrous to he described. 
She looked this way, and then that; grunt- 
ed htr HiEMliiftifîtian ; end, finally returned 
to the originel etertiog-pleee, and after a 
deliberate survey of matters, to satisfy her
self that it was all right, she again entered 
the log. On emerging yet once more on 
the wrong side, die evinced even more 
surprise than before, and turning about, 
retraced the log in an opposite direction. 
Finding .this effort likewise in vain, ‘after 
looking long and attentively at the position 
of things, with a short, angry grunt of 
disappointment, and perhaps fear, she 
she turned short round, ana started off on 
a brisk run; nor could etiher coaxing or 
driving ever after induce her to visit that 
part of the field. She seemed to have a 
superstition concerning the spot.”

Aitxcnorn or Da (turner.—An Ameri
can in England, describing a visit to De 
Quincy, gives a glimpse of the heart of one 
of the greatest living writers: “There 
was a moment's pause in the 1 table-talk,’ 
when one of the daughters asked our 
opinion of Scotland and the Scots. De 
Quincy had been in a kind of reverie, 
from which the question aroused him. 
Turning to us, he said, in a kindly, half- 
parental manner, ' The servant that waits 
at my table is a Scotch girl. It may be 
that you have something severe to say 
about Scotland. I know that I like the 
English church, and dislike many things
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A few months after, it may he as well to 
mention here, Mr. Gcoely removed to Erie 
county, Pennsylvania, and bought some 
wild land there, from which he gradually 
created a farm, leaving Horace alone in 
Vermont. Grass now grows where the 
little house stood in Westhaven, in which 
the family lived longest, and the barn in 
which they stored their hay and kept their 
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Mr. Bliss, whose curiosity had been excited 
to a high pitch by the extraordinary con
trast between the appearance of the boy 
and the real quality, now entered into a 
long conversation witii him, respecting his 
history, his past employments, bis parents, 
their circumstances, his own intentions and 
wishes; and the longer he talked, the more 
hie admiration grew. The result was, that 
be agreed to accept Horace as an appren
tice, provided his father would agree to the 
usual terms; and then, with eager steps, 
and a light heart, the boy took the dusty 
road that led to his home in Westhaven.

“ You are not going to hire that tow- 
head, Mr. Bliss, are you?” asked one of 
the apprentices at the close ol the day. 
" I am,” was the reply, “and if you boys 
are expecting to get any fun out of him, 
you'd better get it quick, or you’ll be too 
late.—There’s something in that tow-head, 
as you’ll find out, before you are a week 
older.”

A day or two after Horace packed up 
his wardrobe in a small cotton handker
chief. Small as it was, it would have held 
more; for its proprietor never had more

and as be wasof orange at its extremities, and it
Iqy thinly upon 
aimed, rocking

thousand apertures. But "the neighbours 
point out the tree that stood before their 
front door, sad the tree that shaded the 
kitchen window, and the tree that stood be
hind the house, and the tree whose apples 
Horace liked, and the bed of mint with 
which he regaled his nose.—And both the 
people of Westhaven and those of Amherst 
ssssrt, that whenaver the Editor of the Tri
bune revisits the scenes of his sarly life, at

He tore off
,«oo slender to support the weight of a mem
ber so disproportions! to the general out
line. The general effect of the figure and 
its costume was so outrv, they presented 
each a combination of the rustic and ludi
crous, and the apparition had come upon 
him so suddenly, that the amiable gardner 
could scarcely keep from laughing.

He restrained himself, however, and re
plied “ Yes, I’m the man. ”

Whereupon the stranger asked, " Don’t 
yon want a boy to learn the trade? ”

“ Well,” said Mr. Bliss, “ we have been 
thinking of it. Do yen want to learn to 
print?’”

“ I’ve had some notion of it,” said the 
boy in true Yankee fashion, as though be 
had not been dreaming about it sad long
ing for it for years.

Mr. Bliss was both astonished and pux- 
sled—astonished that such a follow as the 
hoy looked to be, should have ever thought 
at learning to print and puxxled how to 
convey tonim an idea of the absurdity of 
the notion. So witfi an expression in his 
countenance, such as that a tender-hearted 
dry-goods merchant might be supposed to 
assume, if a bod carrier should apply for a

boy to take it to Mr.
per was bis fete. and perhaps 
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the season when apples are ripe, one of the 
things feat he is sure to do, is to visit the 
apple trees that produce the fruit which he

about the Puritanical Scotch ; but I never 
utter anything that might wound my ser
vant. Heaven knows the lot of a poor 
servant-girl is hard enough, and if there is 
any person in the world, of whose feelings I 
am especially tender, it is of those of a fe
male compelled to do for us our drudgery. 
—Speak as freely as you choose, but please 
reserve your censure, if you have any, for

place in the lace department, he said "Well, 
my boy—hut, you Enow it takes considera
ble learning to be a printer; have you been 
to school much?”

“ Mo,"saidtimber, “ I haven’t had much 
chance at school. I’ve read some.”

“Whet have you read?” asked Mr.

“ Well, I’ve mad some history, and earns 
tie vais, and a little of ’most everything.”

“ Where do you live?”
» At Westhaven.”
“ How did you come over?”

A Baoxtn Hbabt.—The late Robert C. 
Sands sued for damages in a case of breach 
of promise of marriage. He was oBered 
the hundred pounds to heel hie broken 
heart. “Two hundred!” bb exclaimed ; 
“ two hundred for ruined hopes, a blasted 
life! Two hundred for all this? No
ne ver! «Maks it three hundred and it’s 
a bargain.

A CsnrunssT to ns Lamas.—Wahar 
■evage Leader, new maiding at Balk, Baglaad, 
is bis filet year, hsasew scqsshnsd with Lady 
Blsaeiaglaa, is Fleirasa la IMS. Ia Madden's 
Life sad Ceneepeedeeee ef that lady, just pub
lished, us find several letters el Lender’s. We 
make the fallowing extrait from see ef thee. 
He writes le Lady B. “ Cannot yea leech these 
sheet yea le write somewhat mere purely t I am 
very fastidious. Three days age, I wee obliged 
to sensei a friend ef suae, a mas ef fash lee, whs 
so far forget the graves, as to my of a lady, “ I 
have set altos been ia her lump my.” “Bay 
praam nr” we are In the company ef mm, In the 
pres earn ef sagek and ef women.”
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