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For the Mirror.
: kAdVIkSION.
#Tie miaht. i, Thick darkness w...,
The leafloss trees and evergrecn Al 1
Are shrouded ;
Winds blow in hollow gusts around ; I
The brooks in icy chains.are bound :
"T'is winter.
Though warmth peryades my feathered nest,
The human mind, that will not rest,
Is roving.
As witches who, with flowing hair,
On broomsticks ride high through the air,
1 travel,
And, wafted on the hurrying breeze,
1'm carried over trackless scas
And deeerts.
1 yieit mansions bright and fair,
Abodes of poverty and care,
Alternate.
Methought whilst in my dreamy flight
There eame to me in garments bright
An angel.
Charmed with a countenance 8o bright,
And voice 8o sweet, that with delight
1 followed. -
Down by the dark deep water's side,
Where winds blew high the ogean tide,
He led me, i

And tossed upon its heaving bosom, anon lifted
high .ofi_its foaming billows, or
down the dark yawning watcrs, W
ing bark. Those tattered sails

hurrying breeze, the

sinking deep

touch of the affrighted mariner
despair dis
raised heavenward ;
preyers that
deep—who said
snd calmness reigned triumphant—yet heeard
not. High blew the tempest: still more fierce,

—aliakly crowd the dangers
Burprised, ‘frgznm—-lvf.?.‘ .g_r >

And turned to meet the angel’s gaze—
¢ Why is it?"’
. Thy humai mind doth think it odd,”
e said. - * Thou wonderest why that God
Don’t answer.
Hast thou to learn he cannot err;

l

Docs faithfulnees thy besom slir,
O mortal!

“Then know La wha oreated thee

Has never willed that thou ehonld’st ree

Be thou coi

Melt every riddle into lim,
Confiding.

Bat wouldst thou with further soar.

I'1l show what will be to thee the more
l\Iyatcrious,”

er trackless mooTs

silent streets and doore,

Away we sped o’

We pass throngh
Never pausing,

Till down & narrow dreary lane

1 spied a lonely cot. Again
We lingered.

inds coursed round the ehattered habita-
gry graep, the broken |
Within the seant-
ie few |

|

\

Fierce W
tion, and shook, with an
door and loosened casement.
ily furnished room,
ing coals, sat one
I’ bore the impress of
ncouscious infant, folded in @ \
But list to the |

side, a8 shio” draws the tat |

and hovering o'er tl
yemain whose sad and anxious
brow stil angelic heauty.
Softly sleeps the ¢
mother's affectionate
childish voice by her
tored shawl more closely
form: * Mother, why sigh and look s0 lnd?\]
You tell me Jesus rules above, and knows all!
Docs 1le not see us now? Can He not |
or take us to Himeell?” Tt
and wild dismay spreads his |

embrace.

yound the thildisl‘.“

things.
us all protect,
voice i8 Lushed,
er the eoft
yroaching footsteps.

i‘,“
dark veil o’ features as the ear catchel
the sound of ap]
with bloodshot eye
o issues the fumes o
sed

1 the murderous blow on |
|

l

He cn(errz.}‘
s and dilated notrils, from

Sure%
delirium could nerve |

whenc: { intoxication.
naught but rum's ageur!
that parent srm to dea
tho head of his defencelces daughter, or drag her
who but'® few years ago he had, in all the pride
of noble manhood, at the altar sWOT
protect and cherish, to the mercy of the elements |
without. - She ginks and at the door lies still‘
and motionless ; 500N again that parent heart iu\
) life's flickering palpitation at the feeble |
call of her ghivering infant, and with faltering
step ehe hastens still further from the sound of
that once loved veice, nOwW fraught yvith oaths
and curses’

n to leve,

roused tC

c—
gcene

To pmcef ul comfort—calm, seren
My ‘angel guide now changed the
In beauty.

1 now beheld a mansion fair,

With grounds laid out with taste and care
And comfort, ;

And bordered yound with evergreen.

There, o'er the lu(‘(yaoor, is seen

: The sign-board.

Tt tells, in gilded lines of gold,

That ¢ Here to all are liquors sold
By license.”

\

as the quiver- ‘
floated in the|the world. They increase in riches ;
helm refusing to obey the|not in trouble, a8 other men; neither
What dark | plagued like other men.
torted every feature as the eye was| wit!
and methought I heard the|wish.
ascended to Him who rules the | concerning
to the clements: ¢ Be still,” |they say:

fal for me, until I went into the sanctuary of
Thou didst sek i
castest them down into destruction. How are
they brought inte desolation as in a moment!

dream when one waketh, so, O Lord, when thou
wakest thou shalt despise their image.”’

| neighbor's lips!"”

\

1on tho table, a

e T Bt =

Returning from his mightly round
To see that all is safe and sound
About him,

The landlord takes his easy-chair
And ealculates, with smirking air,
His profits.

The glowing coal beforo him burns,
Shedding soft light o'er gilded urns
And pictures ;

e ““.’“““"‘ hung with erimson folds,
That bid defiance to the coiae

Of winter :
And covered iu their downy bed,
Soft pillows where to rest the head
In comfort;

His chilren—resy, plump and fair,
With brow serene and free from care—
Softly slespeth.

For his apparent peace and joy

There is of all this ﬁw‘)y
S Naught wi g

Forgetting censure in the past,
Again, with great amaze, I asked—
« Why is it?

Why should he who for mammon’s gain,
Hath caused such misery and pain,
So flourish ?
And worthy hearte neghcted-luft—~
Of worldly comforts all hereft—
Why isit?"” .
The angel-spirit answered not, |
But calmly from his bosom b &
A parchment ¢ W9
I took the scroll with.rgveren 93

. And when I'd looked therdos. n- T

reading. Singular enough the woris upon which
his eyes rested were :

« Praise your wife.”

This ratber tonded to incréase the disturbance
of mind from which he was suffering.

«I-ghould like to find occasion for praising
mine.”’ ’

How quickly his theughts exprissed that ill-
natured sentiment. But his oy were on the
page before him, and he pead on.

« Praise your wife man ; for pity’s sake give
her encouragemerts It will not hurt her.”

Andrew Lee raised his eyes from the paper and
muttered-

« () ges, that's all very well.  Praice is cheap
enough. But praise her for what? For being
gullen, and making your home the most disagree-
able place in the world ?”’

His eyesdfell on the paper.

#<¢ She has made your home comfortable, hearth

moré‘.;-_:%lw’ Gesn’t, objeet to it; it will make
her eﬁ’gs of nlm}han they have for ten
years; -Iv)vu‘E,i will;q glwoed for ng that, and

you, t00.”, i

i {3 seex_nc(T to Andr{w if this sentence was
written j[mt for him, and* just for the occasion.
It was the complete answer to kis qucggpn:
« Praise her for what?”’ and he felt it also as a
rebuke. He read no further; for thoughts came
too busy and in a new direction. «Memory was
convicting him of injustice towards his wife
She had always made his home a8 comfortable
for him a8 hands could make it, and had he of-
fered the slight return of praise or comendation?
Had he told her of the sat isfaction he had known,
or the comfort experienced? “He was not able to
recall the time or occasion. As he Phought thus
Mzs. Lge came in from the kitchef, and taking
her workbasket from the closet, pl d it on the
table, and sitting down without &p king, began
to eew. Mr. Lee glanced almost stealthily at
the work in lier hands, and saw-tliat it was for

« Behold these are the ungodly who prosper in
they are
are they
Their eyes stand out
d
y
oppression : they speak loftily, and
How doth God know? and is there
knowledge in the Most High?”

When 1 thought to know ¢

| fatness ; they have more than heart coul
They are corrupt, and epeak wickedl

bim she was at work.
¢ Praise your wife.”
the eyes

his, it was too p:xin-{ -
The words were before
of his mind, and he could not look

v . tor thi
yet. He still felt moody and unfor iving.“ '1‘(::

expression of his wife's face he Interpreted to
mean ill-natured, and with ill-nature he had no
patience. His eyes fell upon the newspaper that
lay spread before him, and he vead the sentence:

<A kind cheerful. word spcken’in ® gloomy
home, is the little rift in the cloud which let
the sunshine through.

. “_Surcl;

They are utterly consumed with terrers. . As®

«Woe unio him who putteth the bottle to his

hright%_ ghining, your food m’tﬂ'ef;j'fo'r 5
pity’s ;i o tell her you thank her, \fonothing |

moodiness and ill-nature took possession of Ler
spirit.

¢ You are good and true, Mary,
wife. Tam proud of you—I love
first desire is your happiness. 0

my own dear
you—and my
, if T eonld al-

ways see your face in sunshine, my home would | 7

be the dearest place on earth.”

|
¢« How precious to me are your words of love

and praise, Andrew,” gaid Mrs. Lee, smiling up
through her tears into his face. ¢ With them
in my ears, wiy heart can never lie ifthe sha-
dow.”

How easy had heen the work of Andrew Tee.
He had swept his hand across the cloudy horizon
of his home, and now the bright sunshine was
streaming down, and flooding that home with
joy and beauty.

THE WILL:
ANITRISH STORY.

£

T It _wfm'ia little after midnight thata lknock

ame'to the door of the cabin. I heard it first,
for I uscd to sleep in a little snug hasket near
the fire ; but I didn’t speak, for I was frightened.
It was still repeated louder, and "then came a
ery : Curyx‘C:cgan ; Con, Tsay; open the door!
I want you. I knew the voice well ;" it was
Peter McCabe’s; but I pretended to be fast
asleep, and snored loudly. At last my father
unbolted the door, and I heard him say, 0, Mr.
Heter, what’s the matter ; is the old man wnrbe‘fi

TFaix that’s what he is , for he's dead.’

Glory be his hed ! when did it happen?

About an hour agoy said Peter, in a voice that
even I, from. my corner, could perceive was
greatly agitated. He died like an old hathen,
Con, and never made a will!

That's bad, said my father, for he was always
a yolite man, and said whatever was pleasing to
the company.

It is bad, said Peter, but it would be werso if
he couldn’t help it.* Listen to me now, Corney ;
I want ye to help me in this business ; and here
are five guineas in gold.if ye do what 1 bid ye.
You know that ye were always reckoned the
image of my fatlier, and before -he took ill ye
were mistaken TOT EHON  UINEr Crony. day of tk’
weelk. ! e

Anan! said my father; for Bo o t“ﬁ“f‘g
h';lghtenod ab the notion, Withput < Well KpOT0E
why. ]

Woll, what{I want is for y¢ {0 come over into
the houso snifget into the bed

Not beside the id my: father, trem-

< 1. the Lord, hath spoken."”

I tusnad the starting tear to hide,

Then looked again; my angel guide
Iad yanished. i

Onslow, Jan. 21st, 1868.

Lo meraggled with nimeelf awhilg longer. 1S
own ill-nature had to pe-eonguered first; his
moody accusing spirit had to be suhdued.  BUT
ot right as to
Next came the question as to how he
should begin. He thought of many things to
say, yet feared to say them lest his wife should
cold rcbuff. At last,
leaning towards her and taking hold of the linen
bosom upon which she was at work, he eaid, in
| a voice carefully modulated with kindness:
«You are deing that work v
Mary.”
Mrs. Lee made no reply, but her hushand did
fuil to observe that she lost almost instantly that

he was coming right, and at last g

/

will.

meet his advances with a

o
5

A RIFT IN THE CLOUDS.

A LBSSON FOR HUSBANDS.

ery beautifully,

Andrew Lee came home at evening from the
shop where he had worked all day, and tired and
out of spirits, came home to his wife, w
out of spirits aleo.

A smiling wife and & cheerful home—what a
paradise it would be, eaid Andrew to himself, a8
he turned his eyes from the clouded face of Mrs.
down with knitted brow and cloudy

rigid erectness with which ehe had been sitting,

ho Was| nor that the motion of her needle had ceased.
and whiter than
said Lee,

¢« My shirts are better made
those of any other man in the shop,”
oncouraged to go on.

«Aro they?”’
had in it a slight huskiness.

Mrs. Lee's voice wag low, and

Lee, and eat She did not turn

aspect
YI\'r\f, a word was spoken by either.
Mig. Lee was getting
about with
¢ Come,

little toward him. [e had broken through the

supper, and ghe moved

icy reserve, and all was easy now. 1ig hand

a weary step.
» gho raid, at last, with a side glance
at her husband.

There wag an invitatien in t
none in the voice of Mrs. Lee.
Andrew arose and went to the table.

was among the cl
1zgling through the rift it had

outte, and o few Jechlo rays
were already stri
he word only; made.

« Yes, Mary,” he answered, softly; ‘‘and I
heard it said mo
wife Andrew Lee must have

He was re than once, ¢ what & good wife

tempted to say an angry word, but controlied
himeelf and kept silent. fIe could find no fault
with the chop, nor the sweet homne-made bread,
por tje frageant tea. They would cheer his
inward wian if there had only been & gleam of
sunshine on the face of his wife. Ho noticed
that she did not eat.
« Are you not well, Mary 7"

PYRT)

Mrs Lee turned her face toward her husband.
There was light in it and light in
But there was gomething in the cxpression of
t @ little puzzled him.
she asked, quite soberly.

« What a question !” ejaculuted Andrew Lee,
starting up, and going around to the side of the
table where his wife was sitting.

her eyes.

the countenance thal
+Do you think 80 ?”’

The words were on his lips, but he did not ut-
ter them, for the face of his wile looked so repel-
lant that ho feared an irritating reply. And s0
in moody silence the twain sat b
Andrew finished his supper.

As he pushed his chair back she aros
commenced clearing off the table.

" gaid Lee to himeelf, a8
floor of their little

6 thrust desperately
kets, and his chin al-

¢« YWhat o question, Mary !
he stood-before her.

¢+ Da.you b 4

It was all shcwnid.

¢ Yes, darling,” Was his warmly spoken an-
swer, as he stooped down and kissed her.

« How strange that you should ask such a

" he repeated, as
ogether until

e and

¢ This is purgatory,
ho commenced walking
breakfast room, with Lis ha
away down his trouser poc
mosb toughinr,: his breast.

After removing all the dishes, and taking them
into the kitchen, Mis. Lee spread a green cover
nd placing & fresh-trimmed lamp
and shut the door after her,
»d alone with nis unpleasant
she did
ts, and | his love had ¢
1 | aronrid her thi
4| face grew clow

que:‘-tiou.”

« If you wou
Aundrew, it would do me good.”

And Mrs. Lee arose, and leaning her face
against the manly breast of her husband, stood
and wept.

What a strong Jight broke in upon the mind
of Andrew Lee. ~1le had neyer given cven to bis
wife the small reward of praise for ail the loving
st she had munifested daily, until daubt of
ntered her soul, and niade the light
ok darkness. No wonder that her
ded, nor that what he considered

thercon went oub
leaving her husbd
feclings. Heo took & long deep breath as
g0, paused, stood still for some momen
then, drawing & paper from his pocket, sat dow
by the table. opened the .shoet and commence!

intere

\Limn to lose ;

lier face, but her hushand saw that she leancd a | toilet, for. he just W
)

1d only tell me 80, NOW and tnen;'

? sal
bling,
J15 T ——" Nt yoursexly and you're to

pretond to be sy fathar. _gnd that e want to
make yer Will before yo die ; anu e

for the neighbors, and Billy Scanlan the Ewesn
master, and ye'll tell him what to write, leavin
all the farm and everything to me—
stand.

ye under-
And as the neighbors will sce ye and
hear yer voice, it will never be believed but it
was himeelf that did it.
The room must be very dark, saysmy father
To be sure it will : but have no fear. Nobody
will dare to come nigh the bed, and ye'll only
have to make a cross with yer pen under the
name.
And the priest? said my father.
My father quun‘cllcd with h
about the Kaster dues; and TFather
he'd not give him the rites

im last week
Tom said
; and that's lucky,
now. Coute along, now, ¢
it must be all finishied before day
breaks.

did not lose much time at

My father
npmzd his big coat round
the brogues, lelé the house.

and listened till they

Lim, and slipping on
I sat up in the hasket, y
were gowe some minutes ; and then, in a costume
as light as my parent’s, set out after them to
watch the course of the adventure-
to tako a short cut, and be before them ; but by
bad luck 1 fell into a bog-hole, and only escaped
drowning by & chance. As it was, -when

reached the house the performance Lad already

I thought

begun. ;

1 think I see the whole scene tois instant be-
fore my ¢yes a8 I sat on adittle window, with
one pane, and that a broken one,
the proceedinge. 1t was ‘8 large room, atoneé
end of which was a bed, and beside it wasa
table with ;\hysic bettles, and spoon
¢ups: & little! furicher
which sat Billy Scanlan.
writing materials before him.

and surveyed

s and tea-

s-Tho caantry peopie
three deep round the wa
and anxious for the coming event ; P
went from place to place,
grief, and occa
whiskey, whic
accustomed liberality.

All my consciousness of the deceit and triek-

ery could not
lemnity. The misty distance O
room ; the highly-wroughh c;prcssi
country people’s faces, never more inte
excited than at some moment of this kind ;
low, deep-drawn breathings, unbroken save
sigh or a sob; the tribute of affectiona®s i
to some lost friend, whose memony e ”“m.ﬁ“r_
g all go real that,
eibly brought back ; these wer?

»

juick, for wo've 10|

off was another table, at
with all manner ofi

sat two and sometimes sh
lls. all intently eager
eter himself
trying to smother Lis | ped over the bog, mighty we
sionally helping the company o | jegacy he 1
L was supplied with mere than

deprive the scenc of a certain g0 LAN
: minding ont
f the half-lighted | jast year, i
on of the|¢ Kchoy
nsely "I:ﬁc'“r'u
the ourteet

o[ oy
v | carric

|
me, and Factoglly sb

I low faint exugh from the d»

the bed stood ‘see :
gtillnees i - and then, in'w silence whet
ing 0% a fly would have beca hens
gaide— A

Where's Billy Scanlan? I weni (o walko i
| will, i

1le’s here, father, enid Prter, tak

the hand, and leading bim to the b

Write what I bad ye, Billy, and be ¢
L haven't a long time before me lLicie. 1 di
good Catholie, though Father O’Raflerty w
give me the general rites.

A general chorus of mattered O! m
musha !” was now heard through the room
whether in gricf over the sad fate of
man, or the unflinching severity of the priest
hard to say.

I die in peace with all my neighbors aud all
manking.g

A')chr chorus of the eompany
préve their characteristic expressic
+- I bequeath unto my son Peter—and never was

‘there a better son, or a decenter ! —1

that down ? - 1 bequeath unto my &in

whole.of my two farms of Killimundo
Knockelieboora, with the failow meadows
Lyuche’s house, the forge and right of

t.'ho Degran bog. I give bim—and much

may it d0 bim—Lanty Cassarn’s acre, anu vie
Luary fields, with the lime kiln; and that ve-
minds me that my mouth is just as day. Let me
t:\sQ\vﬁn_t ye have in the jug. Here the dying
man took a very hearty pu}l,A and scemed con-
siderably refresbed by it.” ] +

‘Where was I, Billy Sctinlan ? says he; 0,1
remember; at the lime kiln:. I 'leavo Lim—
that’s Peter, 1 mean—the two poiato gardens ab
Noonan's Well ; and it is the elegant crops grow
there.

Ain’t you getting weal, father darlin ? says
Peter, who began te be afraid of my father’s
loquaciousnees ; for, to say the truth, the pune!
got into his head, and he was greatly dispost
talk. -

” Lan cher. nuy son, sayshe; Iam ge't
Dt Peter, Poter, Jmy lips agin with the J

No, indeed, father, ¥ watored the drink.
you, says Peter ; “and ‘b it's the taste °
compassionate pity murm g

‘Well, I'm nearly dong
there's only ene plof;
put it on you, P4EL

man, gy

emed to ap-

pothe samb eagy heart as I do

ind my Jast words to ye here.
ing ? are the neiglibors listening ? is
n listening ?

sy Scanla
Yes, eir, yes, father, we’rczall minding
shwarysed the audience. 2
Well, *s my lagt will and testament
and may—give me the juz—here he took a luné
drink—and may that blessed liquor be poisoned
to me if I'm not as eager about this as every
other part of the will ; Ieay, then, I bequeath
the little plot at the cross roads to poor Con
Cregan, for he hasa beavy charge, and is an
honest and as hard-working a man as I ever
knew. DBea friend to bim, Peter dear; never
let him want while ye have it yourself—think of
me on my deathbed whenever he asks ye for any
triffic  Is it down, Billy Scanol
acres at the cross road to Con Cregan and his
leirs in sccla seclornm? Ab! ble 1 be the
s ints! but I feel my heari lighter after that,

?—the two

Y

| says he—a good work makes an casy conscience.

| And now Tl drink all the company's good
“ health, and many happy returns—
What he was going to add ‘the
| but Peter,
the lively tone the sick man was assuimnl
~[ried all the people into another roont
| father dicin peace.

\

1 to my father, who was p

who was now terribly {x (
ng.

to let his
When they were all gone Peter slipp ed back
utting on his brogues in
he, ye did it all well ; but
sure that was a joke about the two acres at the

Cross.

a cerner. Con, says

OF course it was, Peter, says he; sure it was
‘ ull o joke, for. the matter of that. Wowt I
‘ make the neighbors laugh hearty to-morrow
| when T tell them all about it!

You won't be méan enough
pays Peter, trembling with fright.

Sure ye wouldn’t be mean enough to g0
ageinst yer father’s dying words? says my fa-
ther ; the last sentence ever he spoke ; and here
he gave o law, wicked laugh, that made myself
ake with fear. n

Very well, Con'! gaid Peter, holding out his
hand ; a bargain'sa bargain; ycr a deep fellow
that's all. And so it ended. and my father shi®”
11 satisied wi*? the

to betray me?

oft himselt.
'And thus we came the
spot known to this day as Co”

oWner of the little:
= Acrec.

A frightful famine, re-
t

FAMINE 1N ALGEF ated Orissa

of #Xat which devas' d is
Spresent ¥avaging \geria. The
« On the 3rd December-
.c(l“s of ten natives who died of hanger
und at Mascgra. On the following day
) perished 1na like maner; and ®n the
twenty-three of these poor creatures were
1 to the cemetery by their co-religion-
aries, who ouly submitted to this duty under
blows. The total number of vietims in three
days was forty seven.”

T
’ » Bjran says :—




