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Hail to the pride of the forest—hail
Tothe Maple atout and grecn ;
The treasuve it yields shall never fail
Woile leaves on its boughs ave seen.
When the moon shines bright
On the wintry night,
And silvers the frozen snow,
. And echo dwells
On the lingering bells,
Asg the sleighs dart to and fro; | .
Then it brghtens the wmirth
Of the social hearth
With its red and cheering glow.
Afar mid- the bosky forest shades
It lifts its tall head on bigh
When the crimson tint of daylight fudes
In the <lowing saffron sky ;
Aud the sun's last beams
Through the folinge streams,
A nd brightens the gloom below ;
And the deer bounds by,
Wi.n his flashing eye,
AnA the shy swift-footed doe ;
And the rad winds chide
Through the brancheswide
With & tender p %’v” sasl
The Tndian leans on s mgged trunk
With the bow in his red right hand :
And mourns that his race Jike 8 stream has
sunk
From the glorious forest land;
Bat, blithe and fre2,
The maple tree
Still tosses to sun and air
Jts thousand armns,
And in®merry swarms
The wild beeg revel there:
But how soon not a trace
Of the red man's race
Shall be found in the landscape fair,
When the snows of winter are melting fast,
And the sap begins to rise,
And the biting breath of the frozen blast,
Yields to the spring’s soft sighs ;
Then away to the wood!
For the maple good
Shall unlock its honied store ;
And boys and girls,
With their sunny carlg,
Bring their vessels brimming o'er
With the lucious flood,
Of the brave tree’s blood
In the canldron deep to pour.
The blaze from the sugar bush gleams red,
Far down in the forest dark ;
Its burning glow on the trees is shed,
Aud lights up their ragged bark-
And with noisy shout,
The busy rout
Watceh the sap as)it bubbles high ;
And they talk of the cheer
Of the coniing year,
+ And the'jest and the song pass by,
And brave tales of old
Round the fire are told,
‘That kindlé youth’s beaming #ye.
Hurrah for the sturdy maple tree !
Long may its green branch wave,
In native strength, sublime and free,
Mect emblem for the brave-
And a bation's peace :
With its growth increase, }
And its worth be widely spread,
?m"it lifts not in vain
To the sun and rain
Its tall magestic head
May it grace our soil ,
And reward our toil,
Till the nation's heart is dead.

EDDY'SSEARCH

A'BRAVE BOY'S BATTLE.
MOTHER AND SON.

The softly whispered word of Eddy,
as he erouched upon the shaking branch
of the tall pine-tree before her grated
window, penetrated to the bearing of the
inmate of the lonely prison cell. Bhe
started, sprang to her feet; and looked
wildly around her, her slender, stately

. fivure trembling like a reed in the blast,

“Mother! It is really I—your own
Eddy.! Come to the window !”

«Eddy!” breathed the lady, in a low,
eager murmur, “Oh, Eddy! Are you
lere ? Was it your voice ealled me ? Or
am I growiog mad ?”’ sbe added, shud-
dering. :

“I am here, mother ! be said simply.
“Dou’t ery out, or some ope will hear
uﬂ.”

“0 my brave boy!” she whispered.,
“J.never expeected to see you again. And
all'my grief has been for you. Oh, the
ancuish I bave suffered on your secount
since T wes Lronght to this plaee!”

“Poor mother!” said Kddy, stroking
Ler cheek. softly with his brown, boyish
hand. “You might have koown I would
cowe to you if they had taken you to
Madagasear! Yiou don’t luok inssue,
mother!” :

“They told you that? That 1 was
insane 7 Of course they did; Eddy; but
I am not insane, ' 1 have pot been in-
sune.. Do T look like 8 mad woman ?”

FEddy studied bis mother's face yet
more attpntively, and Mrs. Burns strove
to calm herself, and met her son’s gaze
with a steadfastness that put to rout any
lingeriog suspicions bhe wight have en—
tertained 1 regard to ber sapity.

“No, you don’t look iosase, and yom
are pot insane,” eried the lad, a sudden
sensation of horror ereeping over him.
“Who put you here, mother ? And why ?
Surely the doetors saw that you were in
your right mind ? There has been some
awful wrong practised upon you !”

“Hush, my boy! Don’t 80
loud. We shall be overheard. This
floor is the woman's ward, and there isa
woman i the ball who watehes by night
Don’t you hear her ? Bhe is 8 very
tigress, and would rouse the house if

o she detected your presence here. You
got my letter, dear?”’ . °
“Yes, mother, Abd it is true that
you married Mr. Bargoyne ?”
The lady shuddered and elung to

Y

Eddy's hands, as if her streogth had

momentarily forsaken her.

“Yes, Eddy,” she answered at leagth.
“] married Hart yee, 1 deved
not tell you until it should be too late
for your remonstranee, It was for your

; , Burgoyse offered to
educate you and make you his beir.

had been my suitor in my gi ,

my rejeetion of him had sever interfered |

with his friendship to me sod mine, He
leot your father the money -fo go to
Califoraia,
Richard commended
r bim, and, I told
1t could mot Jove bim as I L
Bichard, be professed Limself
with wy esteem. Aod 50 1

el

sod me.
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Fady's attention. 'Ste ‘did ot lok
so ditagether hopeless as he had favcied.
“Why did tﬁf shut yod up heré,
mbther ?* he’ asked’ abraptly; " “Diaw |
up your chair ¥ the window, aod tell
mé all ‘sbout it* §E e
Mrs. Burns eonphd; dfdwing" her
chair to the window. ,S:qu:::ulv
seated herself apos it-w p8 i
the corrider. her’ dnd':.d
Eddy d&mdnd blow the. mﬂ.wz{ﬂ
ghot. s disappearance w L
feeted when a coarse fuce, searebly to be
pecogniged u8 8 womad’s sade by’ the
wisps of hair,uappeared. at ‘the smell
grating in the door, and:a* hoarse voice
e‘“«l to u”.'“nl:‘-. stude v ol '
“Here, you NeémbenvTwulve! v it%s
time you was dbed and ssledp. ' What
are you sittingup st ¢his hewrfor, a’'inst
the rules of fhe ingsitution#** | .- 7

lady, féarful lest her tyrannical ‘keeper
should prevent ‘her further interview
with Eddy. “I ecannont sleep. I feel
restless—"'

“You had better keep quiet.” ad-
monished the kéeper. “Don’t let me
hear no noise; that's all.”

With this iejusetion the woman
turned away, and . her foolsteps were
heard retreating.

Eddy crept up to the window again,
his face burning with indigoation.

“Aud you have to put up with such
‘insolepce as that, mother 7" he whispered.
“But you are_not helpless while I live.
I'll reseue you, if I have to walk to
Albany and, tell the whele story to the
Geverpor.”

Mrs. Burns put her hand throuch the
bars, clasping the warm hand of her
bo

{l must hasten to tell you the truth,
F.ddy, for we are liable to be interrupted
at any time,” she said roftly. “Keep
your eyes upon the door, dear. We
must not let any one surprise us. The
plaos of whieh I told you in wmy letter,
Eddy, were carried out as arranged. On
the morning of the tenth, T was married
in our onttage parlor to Mr. Bargoyne,
by our old Riverton - mivister. After
the marriage and the wedding breakfast,
Mr. Burgoyne and T walked up to the
yilla—the Burgoyne Place, as it is now
ealled, - T had sold our cottage a woek
before this marriage, and my few articles
of furniture were sent after me to the
villa in the erurse of the day. That day
passed pleasantly enough. A few of my
old friends remaived with us until even.
ing, congratulating me on becoming
again mistress of the house that was
bailt for me —the house to which I first
eame as a bride with Richard —the house
where you were born. When evening
eame, our friends departed. A few
minutes later a summons came to Mr.
Burgoyne, calling bim down to the
village ou urgent business. He left me
for an hour, and T went into the library.”

She paused shivering, and elinging
yet eloser to Eddy’s hand. The boy
trembled.

. “Mr. Burgoyne has told me so much,”
he said gently. “Aund he says that when
he returned, he met you at the door of
the librarg, a raving manise.”

Mrs. Burns uttered a low, sighing

“A terrible experience came to me
during his absenee; aud while I was in
the library,” she said tremulonsly. “The
room remaioed as Richard and 1 had
laft. When the house was sold to Mr.
Burgoyne, the farniture went with it.
Richurd's books were on the library
shelves; Richard’s maps were on the
table; abd Bichrd'ﬂ‘ ehair ooe:.g::dt‘h:.

familiar A (1

owlMRwhc' Ph:eh-nalf “-19:: there. I
looked st the books, with Richard’s
nsme yet in them; I sat in ‘his chair
and eried, for all my loss eame baek to
me freshly in that dear old room. I
was drying ..y tears ot last, fearing that
Mr. Burgoyne would returs and find me
weeping, when my eyes rested upon the
tal old seeretary. at which Richard nsed
to make out his factory acecunts. There
was 3 secret drawer in the old secretary
where Richard and T used to keep our
early love Jetters, the first daguerreotypes
we exchanged, and the few mementoes
we loved to eherish. An impulse came
oser me to look again into that sccret
drawer, and T acted upon it.”

“But the lotters and pictures were
not there, of course, mother ?” suzgested
Eddy. “Yon took them with you when
you gave up the villa.”

1 koow it, dear, and it was an odd
impulse that led me to*look again into
the drawer where they had lain: T did
not stop to reason mpon it, but arese and
pressed the seeret spring. The drawer
flew open.”

W as there anything in it, mather 7"

“A few letters, a dried flower or two
-~those were all.” :

There was an undercurrent of excite—
ment in Mrs. Baros’ toses that startled
the lad. Heé clasped her band'in a closer,
more séofhing pressare, as he said:
“You speak as if those lefters and
flowers had somethiog tetrible to
éy must have 'been

How eould

' “What! Mother?” °
“Hush, dear{ busth! That womae
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swretebed lie. ' Listén. ‘®he 1dtord
.. Burgeyne's slesk bove’ d: ter of
dortnight and a month after Riehrud’s
arrival in California. They were writice
weeks after the period he was said tp)
tiave died. To the sccond letter, Richa
atdted that he whs hard =t work at the
Diagings; that he wab healthy, hearty, |
and jin good spirits. But Vellis sdid my
Jusband; pever went beyend San, Fran-!
ciseo, and that he died there.” . gy
“Tt is very singular,” murmered the
boy. ™ PR L e
“Something more singalar is to  be
told. A third Jetter, in Richard's hand
writing, . apd  addressed to Hart Burs
go,ne,“]‘y in the drawer. [ torg it
.; Lread it, It bore the date of
arch 14th, 1850, months after
Rigliard's supposed death. It was in
reply toja letter, from: Hart Burgoyne
puneing your; denth apd, mine {rom

alapial fever. : »
“It seems iuncredible, does it net, my
boy? Yet Hart Burgoyne, from some
nefuious purpose of his own. had written
to your father that you and I were dead.
Oh, the wicted eruelty of his lie! And
poor, poor Ric'iard, in his despairiog
answer— the one [ read —declared that
since he had been so boreaved he eould
never return to the Kast; he wouald live
and die in ‘the wild country where he
had gone to work for his lost ones,
Thiok of it, Eddy! e mourns us as
lost. While we have wept for him, he
has wept for us, believing us dead. Can
vou comprehend a freachery so base as
Burgoyue's ? —the false friend, the das-
tardly villain !"”

“Be ecalm, mother. QOh, be ealm,”
entreated the Iad, himsell pearcely less
excited than his mother. “You raid
that Mr. Burgoyne was your lover be-
fore you married father. He must have
hired that miner to write to us. Perhaps
he sent him to California when father
went for the very purpose of writing
that letter and making you think that
father was dead.: And he wrote to
father we were dead. How we have been
mistaken in him!”

“Ah, yes, I thought him almost an
angel, and he® has proved to be a very
demon. I thought him good and honor
able, when he was secretly a viilain.
working harm to me asd mine.. Of
eourse the marriage between Hart Bur—
goyne and me is null and void. If no,
an appeal to the courts would make it s,
You ean imagine, Eddy, that fresh from
this discovery of Burgoyne's villainy, 1
was greatly excited when I met Burgoyne
on his return home that evening. He
called me wife, as Le appeared on the
threshold of the library. T told him
that I was not his wife—that my hus-
band still lived —that I would proclaim
Burgoyne’s tieachery and  infamy
throughout the land. e comprehended
that T had discovered all. Ie called up
his housekeeper, and the two bound me
to a chair, under pretenee that I was
violently insane. I struggled—1 shrieked
—1 moaned. Ah, who wonld not, in
my place? They sent for the Riverton
physicians and for Dr. Ballet. Mr.
Burgoyne met them in the hall and told
his plausible story. He brought themw
in tome, and T told the truth—told it
as only a wronged, tortured, despairing
woman could tell it. And they called
e insane "

“What car T do, mother ?” eried the
boy, wringing his hands, “What = :all
[ do?

His mother looked at lLim drearily,
yet lovingly. -

«You eanrotfree me, dear,” she said
tenderly. “ITart Burgoyne claims to be
my lecal guardian, asserting that my
first husband is dead, and that I am
insane. T have no powerful friends—
no well-filled purse. You understand
how desperate is my situation, Eddy?
I am nominally the wife of Burcoyne,
who has persuaded your father of your
death and mine, and who, by an act of
similar treachery, had persuaded us of
your father's death. 1 am  utterly in
the power of Hart Burgzoyne. But one
pérson on the wide earth can release me,
and that person is your father.”

“And he is in California, -determined
to live and die there !” sighed the lad.
«“Can [ not write to him, mother ?”

“[e would never get your letter.—
Like other miners he must often shift
the reene of his operations. And if he
did not, I do not remember the address
he gave in the letters I diseovered.”

. “Then what is to be done ? How are
we to cet news to father of our trouhle ?"

“1 have thought of a plan,” said Mrs
Buras.

“[ had a letter from my Gorother—
your uncle, Mathew Howe of Peekskill
—last week, in which he said he should
start for California this week. He may
ot have started already: If he can do
nothing to free me, he would at least
search for my husband out there. And
Eddy.” sheadded, her voice faltering,
“[ dave oot bave you remain here at
Riverton. You have no home exoept
Burgoyne’s house ; no proteetor exeept

.' | And be is your enemy. He

Rady, llhv\is‘t Usncle Mathew to taked
you to your father.”
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marriage to Bgrzogpe. The overseer at
the factory bougﬂe it at a _thousand
dollars, paying six hundred dollars down.
That sum [ have "still untouched. T
meant to put.it in ¢he bank for you.”

“Have you it here ?”

"“No, it is at Burgoyne’s house. Itis
in my trunk in the nnper chamber pre-
pared for my us~. You must venture
there, Eddy, and oet the pocket-book.
Here is my trunk key.”

She took it from her pocket, ziving it
into the lad’s keepinz. She then pro
ceeded to deseribe the situation of the
room in which the trunk containing the
money was placed; and ‘mentioned- that
Burgoyne was not aware that the money
was in his houser= =~ -

“The mioney is richtfully yours. my
boy.” she:.concladed, “but you must
work captiously te obtain possession of
it. Get it to-night, if possible. Go down
to Peekskill by the morning boat, and
find your uncle. . Pray Heaven you may
be in time to join him on his jonrney.”

#And you, mother—what will become
of you ?”

“] shall be in the care of the good
God,” Mrs. Burns answered with solemn,
faith. “Can I doubt the kindly protee-
tion of Him who brought you to me to-
night? The great load that lay on my
heart is now remeved. I can manage to
spend the mionths of my imprisonment
hopefully. Every breeze that comes in
through these iron bars, T shall imagine
is wafting you to yoer father, or bringing
you both baek to me. And, Eddy—"

“Yes, mother.”

“You will tell him how 1t was T eon-
sented to marry Hart Bargoyna,” the
lady whispered, her pale cheeks flushing.
“He may think I have forgotten him.
but you will tell him better. Yoo know
how T have mourned for him—wept_for
him. He has been the onc love of all my
life. Tell him so. I consented tc this
marriage to Burgoyne—a marriage but
in name—enly for vour sake. Tell your
father so. And tell him, Eddy, T love
him a thousand fold better than in the
old days. And I send him these kisses,
my bny. Besure you give them to
him.” | 3

Again she/pressed Her white face tn
the bars, and her kigses fell on the lad’s
wet checks like a shower of snow-flakes.

“The hour is growing late.” the
mother murmared, listening now in vain
for the. stealthy tread in the hall. «Yon
have much to do, dear, and [ dare not
detain you longer. We. must say
2ood-by !” . '

A s0b escaped from  Eddy’s breast,

and the tears softly rained down his

mother’s nable face.

“My boy! My boy!” she whispered.
ia the utter angumich™ of the terrible
partine . “I anf sendine you ont into a
ctuecl world. You may meet temptation=
and troables befare yoa find vour father.
but T know you will never do auything
that would make your mnther blush for
vou, or that you would be ashamel to
have her know. Be brave, be honest, b-
trathful. Remember that you can be
‘00thine nobler, nothing grander, than a
true Christian genflgdhan. . The same
heaven will be above ug, the came lovine
Fathier will carefor us T’ Wis keepine
[ trast you. And now, Eddy, my own
boy, my only son, you must ga1” -

She reached out ber arms through the
bars, and inclosed his trembline figure,
Eddy’s face sought hers acinst the
orating, and the fwo sobbed pitifully
in, their terrible orief. - What passionate
“isses the wmether. pressed mpon the
bayish face eonvalsed- with ancnish 1-—
What blessings shé' iavaked ‘in' broken
whispers upon that fair: hoyish head!
What prayers weat up from her sounl to
God that He would proteet and love her
hay, and bring him safely back to her
tepder arms ! '

For many minutes the silence hetwoen
the pair was brakes oaly by stified sobs
and anguished sighs. ; Mrs, Burns was
the first to recover her ealmness. Gently
anloosing the clineing args that reached
out to her, and with 2 long kiss, upon
her son’s lips, she said:

“(o. Rddy, while T have strength.—
Go datline! AW 1" she added, in 2 tone
%0 low thatthe lad esuld not"eateh her
words, “this is the very bitterness of
death 1” eiballtc i

A last embrace, long sad lingerinc.
and e two: The i\ﬂ'. with
a fall heart, tarned to descend the tree.
The mother turned toward her couch,
utterly “strencthless. At the same

ihe | showment her éves’ rested' upon a face ar

the door grating—the maliznant face of
beg keeper ! gl

%Ah, hat Visitors?" ericd the warden.
“A secret igterview ! I ‘micht have
suspected some such thing. We'll see
what the Doctor has to say.”

8he'ran beavily “along” the eorridor,
and rang 2 loud “slafm pesl wpon the

m bell. : ]
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the grouds was of recent origin, and, as
Eddy knew, was not ‘quite completed in
the rear of the building. A fri

oD in the wall on that side would give '
him egres into the seylum fields, and
onoe there his e was assured.

With the speed of 2 young deer he ran "
around’ the angle of the buildmg, darted
down the garden walks, ‘and made fot
the kitchen gavden, -béyond which was
the openiag in the wall.

He was bounding over the garden

resr door of the asylam op!tcd, and Dr.
Bullet and” thrée "stdut  male keepers
miched in pursuit of the 'flying lad. A
momeat later, the dogs were loosed and
joined im the pursuit.

The might, as we have said, was softly
glowing with the glorious starhght. The

audlagions young intruder, whom the
Dootor instantly recognized.

“It's the boy Burps!” the Doctor
ejaculated, his fat round face growing
apoplectic. “After him men! Five
dol‘ars to the one who catches him while
inside the grouads " .

His hoarse cries reached the ears of
the young fagitive, who quickened his
specd. '

The race was of short continuance.—
Eddy was light and flect of foot, a3 are
wost school boys, and had gained the
advantage of a geod start. He gained
the gap in the incompleted wall, bounded
through it, and sped onward through
the meadow to 4 bit of woodland beyond.

Ey the time he lad reached the wood,
Dr. Bullet had given up the pursait, and
had called back his men and dogs.

Eddy sat down upon alog to rest for
a few moments, but soon arese and
pursied his journey toward Riverton,
moving swiftly alonz the deserted
 pountry road, and finally approaching the
Burgoyne place, which overlooked both
the village and the river.

The hour was late, it being consider—
ably past midnight, but the house was
not vet closed. A licht cleamed faintly
through the parlor shutters. The hall
door stood wide opéh.” Mr. Burgoyne
still sat in the shadow of the latticed
western veranda, and the egleam of his
Jeigar as he smoked, was plainly visible
to the new comer,

Tt was evident that Mr. Burgoyme
wag waiting the arrival of some one.
Eddy fancied that he was waiting for
him, and boldly ascended the steps, and
approached his own and his ‘mother’s
enemy.

Burgoyne started at the lad’s approach,
but sank back in his chair as hep recog -
nized the intruder. Apparently he had
expected another than Eddy.

“So you are back again at last ?” he
said grufily. “Where have you been all
this time since you left here, youmg
man?”

. His harsh, dictatorial tome aroused
the boy’s spirit, but he answered re-
spectfully :

“I did not fecl like coming in sooner,
sir.. The night.is plcasant, and—and 1
felt bad—"

“Y our excuse will pass to-nizht, bat
you must keep better hours, sir,” said
Mr. Burgoyne, frowning.. “You must
understand that T am your master, and
that I intend to keep a sharp look out.
upon you. Are you aware that but for
me you would go upon the_town—bevome
a paaper ? The fact may not be pleasant
to vou, butit is true.”

The boy’s cheek’s flushed hotly, but
he did oot answer.

“Hum! Sallen? 1 foresee I' shall
have tronble with you, young man. 1
will have a Jong talk with you in the
morning. You may go.to bed now. Do
you remember your old room that you
used to have when™ your father lived
her" ?"

Fddy assented.

“Mrs. Bargoyne had that reom pre-
pared for your use. You can find your
way to it. The housekeeper has gone
te ed. We don’t keep supper waiting
till midnight.”

Tiddy closed his door and fliited acrnss
the hall to his mother's room. He
opened it and looked in.  The light stole
in 1t the windows, and he could =ee that
thc room was unoccupied. The low
bedstead with its white drapery, the
luxarious farniture, were plainly visible
throuch the light glocom. He leoked
around him anxiously his heart throb-
binz londly. :

"Tis mother’s trank, which he instantly

it had been placed temporarily befor.
Het Burgzoyne brought home his bride.
[t vas unstrapped, but net unlocked.
"lddy drew out the key hiis mother had
givon him, and ‘wolocked the trunk,
me :'i;r.:‘mnﬁmly and listening for the
so¥ an approaching Mr.
Bu-goyne possibly slept in th’:-cpphnnt
chamber, and Eddy was fearfal lest he
shoald u ly enter.
fle lifted the trunk lid, and n
the shallow partitioned tray.. The
pocet book was there. He seized it
and transferred it to his pocket, locked
the trunk, and stole out into the corridor,
whrr'::e he ag;i:f paused to listen. '
""he soun stealthy steps asccnding
the veranda reached iis’eum. The
wert around to the western side where
Mr. Barcoyne was sitfing, :
I sudd-n pavic seized Kddy.
“Perhaps it's Dr. Ballet,” he thought,
tar-der pale.  “If so, it is not safe for
H i I wust
F'e procured his cap, and stole dowa
the stairs upon the veranda. As be
caw toa halt'here, the sound of Jow
voic 8 in greeting eame to his hearing.

Bur zoyne was saying.  “Lgot your note

recwmized, stood against the wall, where | ask

30 you've come at last. Vellin 7 M. | ¥

Vallis. . ¥'ve |
t) say to you. Of course you came for
mon y, a¢ usual. I suppose you'd he
willing to carn it ?”

Vellis assented, seating himself. Eddy
trombling with a vague apprehension
that harm to himself was intended, stood-
like a statue in the shadow of the
threshold, unable to advanee or retreat.
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R GOOD ONE ON BUTLER.

A rather amusiog story is in circula-
tion at the expense of the eniincot gen—
tlemen from Massachusetts, commonly
called “Old Stabismus.” = At the Presi-
dent’s levee the other nizht, which was
densely crowded, an «1d lady from the
interior somewhere, in a faiating condi-
tion, requested her husband to get her
an ice. ;

“Can’t be did,” responded “hub” in
some irritation ; “there ain't no refresh-

”

, “Don’t believe it. Dida’t we pet
plenty at Belknap’s the other nignt ?”
the good woman said angrily; “now go
and get an ice and some lemonade.”

“I tell you don’t be a fool ; there ain't
no refreshments ;' everybody says so,”
grunted the lord and master. -

“You are. quite mistaken, sir,” sai
the Hon_ 8. S. Cox, who happened to be

e

to put in a joke. “The President always
provides substantially. Thore is his
batler,  whosce business is to show ladies
to the =appyer room,” and the Hom.
jester pointed to Gen. Butler, “You'll
find him a little stuck up and eross, but
you need not mind that; tell him to gef
you terrapins.” -

This was said so gravely that the two
strageled throngh the erowd to where
the General stood falking to some ladies.

“I say, mister, are you the butler,”
said the man. N

“I'm Gen. Batler,” replicd Old Stra
bismus, pleasantly thinking the two some
country people filled with admiration of
his ereatness.

“T don’t eare whether yon are a gen—
ersl ‘butler or not, my wife wants some
terrapin and lemonade.”

“Sir ?” snorted old B. in amazement
and disgust.

“Oh! don’t take on airs, ol Gook,
Come hurry up-them terraping.”

“Youn must be drunk, sir! you must
be drunk !’

“No he ain’t,” screamed the wife.
“He's a Knight Templar; he aint
firunk, but [ cuess you are.”

Roars of lanchter  greeted this, in
which 8. S. Cox was foreed to join.
Gen. Batler reddened in the face and
began puffiing his checks ont in the
most violent manner. .

“I don’t nnderstand this extraordinary
conduct. What do you want, sir-—what
do you want ?”

“Terrapiuns, [ tell youn.” i

“What do yon take me for, you cussed
fool 7’ roared Benjamin.

“You call me a cnssed fool and I'll
bhit you on the snout,” sercamed the
man.

, At this juncture an officer of the

police seized the belligerent husband and

led him away amidst much laughter.

E‘ntler, turning suddenly, saw the mis-

chief maker.

' «I say, Cox, did you do that ?”
“Well, yes, I'm afraid [ did.”
“Well..I owe yon the terrapins, and

Ull pay you, mind that—1'll pay yeu.”
And the t#o walked lovingly away.

c—m e —

‘YOUNG AMERICA AT THE WHEEL.

A well-known clercyman was crossing
Take Eric fothe years ago upon one of
e Inke steamers, and secing a smail 1ad
the wheel steering the vessel, accosted
Him as follows:
| “My son, yon appear to _bc a small
boy to steer so large a boat,”

t “Yes, sir,” was the renly, “but yon
sec T can da itthcugh.”

. “Do you think vou understand
business, my son ?”

“Yes, sir; I think [do.”

. “Can you box the compass ?”’

| “Yes, sit.”

| “Tiet me hear you box it.”

{ The boy did as he was
when the minister said :

{«“Well, really you 2an de it!
you box it backward ?”

“Yes, sir.” 4
“Let me hear youn.”

' The boy did again asrequested, when
the minister remarked : :

1] declare, myson! You do seem to
understand your business.”

The boy then took histurn at question
ing, beginning:

“Pray, sir, what might be your
bysiness ?”

“[ am a minister of the gcapel.”

“Do you understand yonr business?”

I think I do, my son.”

“Can you say the Lord's prayer?”

“Yes”

{“Say it.” :
clergyman did sn, vepenting the
in a very ferveat manner, as
tryiag to make an impression
on the Iad,

“Well, really,” said the boy upon its
conclusion, “you do know it, don’t you ?
Now say it backward.”

“0Oh! [ oan't do such a thing as that.
Of mm—" - .

. “Can’t do it, eh ?” returned the boy.
«Well, then you sce I understand my
busivess a great deal better thaa yom
do yours.” ’ 3

A Goon Conscience—A Texas
werchant writes to an editor to ask the
following question : —*“Suppose that with
an uesullied reputation it has taken me
ix years to make an houest living, while
ia. that time I have seen thirty-two

yonr

requested,
Can

g —

give the heart-burn.

near, and who never loses an opportun’ty |

Wash Ship bub twe. wbes 204 50
eaptain ? Courtship.

How is hot bread like a caterpillar ?
[t's the grab that makes the butter fly.

Title of the last new novel—The
poisoned gum drop, or thecandy woman's
revenge.
Why are a

retty girl’s eyes liké oat.
meal cake ? g(cn’:s?t 4

hey are apt to

When does an infunt child rosemble a
good soldier? When he sticks to the
broast-works. ,

“I'm on the trail of a deer,” is what a
returned hunter said when he stepped on'
the trail of one of our fashionable yonag
ladies, W

Speaking of the - danger of catching
small-pox by handling ' greembacks, a
country editor congratulates himself
that he’s safe enough. ' i
- Da.youn think rawe ' e
asked 2 lady of her phtysiciu. “So far
as [ know, they are; ver. kgew ong
to.complain of being out of, health,” he
replied. !

A Pittefield woman makes.a regular
asressment upon ‘each of the liguor
dcalers in that town who sell the ardent
to her husband, and they' “come down”
rather than stand a’prosécation.

The other day a gegtlémib’,' for being
in very high spfy ts (of wine,) was sent
to'r;lrm; o ot bail him
out ?'Finquired a | friepd il
him 5( ”,‘:ils the M :ny

@ out.

youa'could not pump hi

An ex says. ¢ X of
Cindindati ﬂ.iiie;g’ﬁrm ‘l:deon-
‘tain 137 fights to the barrel.” The rest
of the brands might well be warcanted to
kill the consumer before hobas-time to
g0 1n,pewreh of 10e Shta1a MIRCN

A witness under cross=cxamination,
who had' been tortured by a lawyer for
several hours; at last asked him tor a
drink of water. ‘There,’ said the judge,
‘T think you'd better let that witness go
now, as you have pumped him dry.’

" WeLL Sam._The' successful com-
petitor of a foot race, on having the
prize presented to him, said : ' “Gentle-
men. [ have won this cap by the use of
my legs; T hope I shall never lose the
use of my logs by the use of this cap.”

Josh Billings says that the difference
between a blunder and a mistake is
this: When a man punts down ‘a bad
umbrella and takes up a good eae, he
makes a mistake; but when he puts
down a good one and takes up a bad
one, he makes a blunder.

A teacher, questioning little boys
about the gradations in the scale of
being, asked : What comes next toman ?”
And here a little shaver, who was’
evidently smarting ander a defeat in the
:v]tievious qucstion.b immediately distave>d

competitors, by tly shouting,
“His u-p:ershirt, 6:'2::7'? 4 .

The following protest of an indignant
and patriotic mother was sent 1o a school
teacher in Illinois: *‘miss brown I want
you strictly: anderstand that you hant
bo s of my ehildren an if yon keap maria
for ben late you will have trouble you
need not think Wee are Slave becas wee
haat Wee live in free land adoo.”

A Maryland paper tells the story of a
marriage under difficulties, where first
the bridegroom failed to appear at the
appeinted time through bashfuloess, and
was discovered, - pursued, and only
“brought to” with a shot gun ; the bride
then became indicoant, and refased to
marry so fainthearted a swain ; and finally
the clercyman, who is something of a
wag, settled the matter by threatening
to have them both arrested for breach'of
promisc unless the ceremony was imme-
diately performed—which it was,

Speaking of the cosmopohtah: charac—
ter of the population of New 'York, the
Post of that city says:—*There is a
Norwegian community, and a Swedish
community, and a Polish community in
this city, to say nothing of' a Russian

™

able orgamisation. And besides all this,
we have a Welsh face of worship, where
a clergyman from Orythblwreld can
preach in his native eonsonants to the
exiles from the banks of the ‘flowing Ap
Llogilwaygwith or from the breezy
heights of Wrythwegldidodd.”

Tn a divorce eage in Ohio the grouns
of the husband’s application are that hi-
wife insists that he shall kill the old cat
that has been with them for ten yéars.
He says “4t is not because he hates to
part with the animal, but the job is too
much to ask of him in feeble Lealth, as
at present.” He has drowned her twice,
shot toen rifle  balls ' through ' her'
vitals, gieen her half a pound of strych—
nine, committed harikari on her with »
pitchfork, and the only effect perceptible
i3 a trifie more tone to her voice and a
bay window over one eye. '

The following lotter has been received
L by the priacipal of a pablic school.in
England, in reply to a ciredlar asking
the opinion of the parcots
practive of w: “Dear Sur, Your
floggimg civklaris-daly receaved, T hoy
as to my soo John you will flog him jus
80 often as you like. Hees a bad boy
is John. Althauth i've been in the habit
ofntleaobiog him niteelf, it»aoems.:o me he
will larn wothing—his spelling is speshall
outragusly deficient, h&dhp Him well,
Sar, and vou will ve my, hgﬂy,
thanks.—Yours Moses Walker, P. S —
Wat accounts for Johw beiag dich & bad
soollar is that he's my sen by my wifes
first husband. SR U

Tn crossing the plains in 1852 Tommy
Dod was gobbled up by, the: Geshoot
[ndinns, and for some months,
acaptive among them. He
T XA

took  his traie “wWas

¥
.
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chureh and a Swiss military and charit- | 4

ny?w ,
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MCNAB CCUYCIL.
Town Hall, March 25; 1572,

The Muwnieipal Codncil met this day ; il
the members prose After the minutes
were read, &c, 8 from Mr. Pool: of
the Carleton e Hemard, was read, in
answer tn the Clerk respecting the printing
of the minutey’;. &n nccount from Brown &
Wilson, for clisin, $3.15 ; an account of J,
A. Devlin, blacksmith work, ®1 99 ; ac.
count of Johfy Donglas, for stove pipes and
window glasy, 95 cents, and postage acconnt,
$1.49, were all ordered to be paid. Also
read applications of Geo'ge 8. Hut on,
George Btevenson and' others, respectig
arvears of taxes charged against their pro-
perties. Petition of Pcter C. McLaren ani
Andrew Stewart, for a bridge on the Lochia
at the 3rd concession. Application of Jam s
Robertson, Jr, for a diain to be cut on the
npper side of the concession line at his faimn.
Petition of Mra. Duncan  McDonnell, ot
Sand Point, for a Shop Licende certificat:,
Statement of the Treasurer on the fullil.
ment of the duties of the Collector for the
year 1871. Mr. Cochrane gave notice of
bydaw to grant a Shop Thcense certifionto
t> Mrs. MeDénnell. The Council then
went into Committee, Mr. McLaren in the
chair.

REPORT.

That Mcssrs. Leckie and Robertson” do
examine the bridge on the Lochia, at the
8rd con. line, and get the same repaired, or
baild a new onc, as they see fit,. That Jas,
Robertson’s aPplication for the digging of a
drain be consider~d when the Statnte Lalor

Clerk*continae the nvestigation into (he
Non-Resident Tax affair, and that they also
settle difficalties or complaints of the
charges now matle, and rectify anvy ciror
which they may deteet. Thata by-law he
passed to authotize the granting of a license
certificite ty Mrs. McDonnell. And that
the Olerk get 100 copies of the accounts ot
1871 in detail, printed at the Carleton Placs
Herald office. b

(Signed,) , Doxaip McLarew, Chairman.

On motion o' Mr. McLaren, the report
wag adopted.  Oun motion of Messrs, Coch-
ren and Robertzon, the by-law to crant a
Shop License certificate to Mrs. McDonmell,
was read a 1st, 2nd, and 3rd time and pas:-
ed, the 15th Rule of Council being s
ed for that purpose. On motion of Messrs,
Cochrane and Leckie, the Clerk ‘was in-
structed to notify the Collector for 1871, and
his sureties that the duties of the office for
the said year were satisfactorily porformed,
and that they were free from all obligations
as to their bond.” On motion of Messrs.
Leckie and McLaren, the Reeve and Messrs,
Cochrane and Robertson were authorized to
get & new bridge on the gally near the oth .
line on the Araprior and Burnstown road.
On motion of Messrs. Cochrane and Leckir,
the Council adjpurned—to meet again as a
*Conrt of Revirion, on Monday, the Gth dav
lof Mav next, at 9 o'clock fin the forenoon,
jand afterwards as & Council for the distribn-
tion of Statute Labor, and general business.

A. Haduwoxy, Clerk.
W B E—

Two Boston girls have reeently become
iparalyzed from the nse of cosmetics.

i An old maid, speaking of marriage says, it -
is like any other disease—while there’s life
there’s hope.

An Olympia (Washington Ter.) lady is
having a robe made from the skins of birds
which will cost $1,000,

Courtship defined ina lawsnit: ©Look-
ing at each other, taking hold of hands, and
-all that kind of thing.”

A jealous young lady in Oswego at em t-
ed to poison a bride by introducing arsenic
into the wedding cake,

A miscrospoic examination of flesh from
the body of Miss Turbush, the young lady
who died at Urbana, 111, from ecating ham
tcvealed fifty thousand trichinae to the
rquare inch

The New York and Boston Express Com)jia-
py. ome of the creations of Erie in Fisk's
palmy days, has been discovered to be hank-
wpt. If thiogs bad run ‘on in their old
groove, no doubt the concern would have
been floated in the same maaner as it was
started—at the expense of the Erie treasury,

A young Dbachelor of Usborne, bheing
sbont to get married, last week, went to
warm up the hous: on & farm he had lately
Yought in Hibbert, and got his forchead
scalded with the steam of a kettle. Next
day he went to see the minister and got his
gose frozen. The day following, although
Hoth scalded and frozen, he was united in
the bonds of matrimony. &

An imstitution is soom to be established
in England, under the patronage of the Earl
of Shaftesbury, and other distingaished phil«
anthropists, for the purpose of teaching the
art of housckeeping. Lessons in cooking
and Baking are to be given, and lectures ars
to be delivered on culinary matters, the laws
of health and kindn d subjects.

| William Schmidt, of Berlin, Wis, has
been sent to State Prison for five years, with
ree days solitary confinsment each year,
tor maltreatment of his wife. He madc her
sit down on sharp nails, and beat her shocke
wagly with & clab and bottle. The poor wo-
nan’s injories were so fearfal that she was
~iit of her senses for a number of days.

A young lady in New Hampshire who has
been suddenly lifted from poverty to opul-
ehce by an alliance with money and old age,
cglled the attention of an aged lady friend
ta one of her new presents in the shape of
+ lbeantiful cluster dimmond ving. The old
Iady dropped her specks to the end of ‘her
nbse, and €xclaimed, “Lor sakes ! I thought
1t was an old seed wart.”

There is actually a cousiderable com-
nyerce in toads between France and England.
Al toad of good size wnd in good condition
will fetch twenty-five cents in the London

and & dozen ot extma quality are
worth five dollars You may see these im«
pérted toads in all the market gardens where
the #oil is moist, and the owners of theso
gardens even prepare shelter for them. They
pay theic way by catching insects,

‘Andrew Muir, of Haron, indulging freely
in intoxichting drinks, paid- a visit to a
ndighboring village a weck or soago. About
disk he took his depmre for home, and
tobk a bottle of whisky with him, since
which time he has rot seen or heard
of. Ttis supposed that, being on foot and
alone, he has wandered from the road, and
baing overcome with stimulants lay down
and got frozen to death. The night was one
of the most bitterly cold of the scason.

A western editor says women are 80 scarco
in' his scotion thata good-looking girl is
sure of half-a-dozen stitors ia the houvse
~arh night. and two or three on’ the fonce
outside. . In Galt, mys the Reformer, where
women can’t be said to be searce, it is hoth-
ing wansaal to sze seven or ecight Chaps
cobgted on a fence in the locality of evin
moderately homely girls. “Roosting on the
fence” may have been pmocticed in Galt by
strack gents, but we rather think the

mwst have been sus-

ende

is being distributed. That the Recve and™=s



