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vices went only to pay for something she was 
receiving.

But the cold weather was approaching.— 
November, dark, dreary and gloomy, with its 
chilling winds,and the sad looking piles of dri­
ed leaves that lay, brown and sere, upon the 
pathways, and rustled under the footsteps 
with such a melancholy sound, was fast giv­
ing way before December,With its piled snow- 
drifts and howling storms, Sad and gloomy 
enough, they sometimes think, who sit in 
richly-curtained rooms, where the thick car­
pets give back no answer to the footfall; 
where light and warmth, come stealing in 
from invisible sources; where the dainty 
viands crowd together on the table, and the 
wine sparkles red in the cup ; where loved 
ones are sheltered from the biting storm,and 
little children are asleep, in beds that seem 
covered by the work of fhiry hands; where 
music and painting and sculpture address 
themselves to the ear and the eye, and all 
the senses receive the ministry of luxury and 
art. What must it be, then, to those who 
are shivering over the fitful blase that only 
tantalizes the chilled and perishing limbs 
those whose cupboards are empty and whose 
clothing is scanty—whose children creep into 
their pallet of straw to sleep away the feel-

the United States is associated with it feder-. 
al constitution. It is not the demonstrations 
of Southern ruffianism in Congress, or the 
filibustering aggrandizement of the South 
from the Mexican annexations downwards, 
or the Fugitive Slave law, or the Dred Scott 
decision, or the Kansas Nebraska act; it is 
not the • or any other triumph of democra- 
tic inso ence during their ascendancy of half 
a con ary that has commanded the sympathy 
and admiration of Europe. We have judged 
of these things leniently, as the actions of 
great men and great nations ought to be 
judged, because we knew the perilous condi­
tions under which so mighty an enterprise 
as the civilization of America must of neces­
sity be carried out, and have confidence in 
the practical good sense of the American 
character. A certain hectoring tone, arising 
from the exuberent conscience of health and 
strength, is characteristic of adole-scence, 
but no such allowance is made for deliberate 
acts of lawless violence. Even now, so long

meetings in the form of conventions, we shall 
not despair. High pressure, moral as well 
as mechanical, is the rule in America, and 
threats of civil war may be used there in a 
strictly parliamentary sense. But if this 
rough sparring should by any chance be car­
ried too far, and the threat so often uttered 
in jest or wantonness should be repeated in 
earnest and lead to bloodshed, it is some 
comfort that the aggressors will not be the 
stronger party. Mr. Lincoln will in that 
case command a majority in Congress, and 
will carry with him the support of all those 
who, however tolerant of slavery, will not 
tamely acquiesce in its becoming the basis of 
an illegal and hostile confederation.

-----• • 1— ------
THE PROGRESS OF THE MASONIC 

CRAFT THE WORLD AROUND. 
One of the ancient formulas of Freema­

sonry, long since obsolete, ran AS follows:
“What do you come here to do?
Not to do my own proper will,
But to sub lue my passions still;
The rules of Masonry in hand to take 
And daily progress therein to make.” 

This may well be adopted as the motto for 
a series of papers intended as a delineation 
of the designs, successes, failures, and pro­
gress of the ancient craft the world around. 
To take the " rules of Masonry” in one hand 
and its current record in the other, and to 
show the readers of this journal how nearly 
theory and practice coincides, is the part 
we have laid out for ourselves in this colvn. 

A young but clear-eyed writer upon the 
Masonic problem says, in his Original 
Thoughts: “ If we examine the teachings 
of religion we shall see that Masonry coin­
sides in e particular with its require­
ments of ,its promises of nope, and its 
sublime precepts inculcating lessons of uni­
versal charity. Had we no other evidences, 
these would be sufficient to justify us in as­
cribing to both one and the same origin—or 
rather as flowing from the same source; for 
since wherever the most perfect order, sym­
metry, harmony and beauty appeared, these 
were the at-ibutes of Masonry, it will be no 
fanciful supposition to say it had no origin, 
but is coeval with God hin.self. It is con­
sequently Divine, and as it is compounded 
of principles which are, in their own nature, 
eternal and immutable, it must continue to 
exist forever.”

Setting out with this as our exalted stand­
ard of the origin and character of the insti­
tution, let us ask how standsit in point of

“Sometime, I shall return, dear mother,” 
said the affectionate son. “and then, believe 
me, you shall not want."

O, the grief of those partings! They 
were like the ‘bitterness of death to Mrs. 
Romaine, for they seemed to contradict her 
husband’s assurance that she should not be 
left desolate

She succeeded at first, in obtaining a lit­
tle sewing of the coarsest kind ; but it would 
hardly pay for the candles by which she 
worked after her children bad gone to bed. 
She would not apply for work from those 
who had known her in her prosperous days, 
and she dreaded going to the shop, where a 
hard and unfeeling man was grinding the 
faces of the poor for a few miserable pence. 
She would not send Willie, for her mind 
revolted at exposing him to the danger and 
contamination of the streets.

She wore the coarsest clothes herself, and 
dressed her children in similar ones, and 
yet, so neatly were they made and put on, 
that there was something almost elegant in 
their appearance.

Sometimes she recognised in the street 
those whom she had known in better days; 
and then she would start aside and turn 
away her head, forgetting, for a moment, 
that they could never discover the elegant 
Catherine Romaine in the poor, haggard 
woman that was bearing her bundle of cheap 
work from a shop.

One person only had known lier when 
meeting her thus, and that one did not dare 
to approach her, because he saw that she 
avoided him. This was a Mr. Russell, who 
had known, and loved her husband ne a 
brother. He followed her at a distance un­
til he saw lier enter the poor dwelling in 
which she lived—took the number of the 
house and the name of the street, and then 
returned to tell his wife what he had seen. 
All Mrs. Russell's womanly tenderness rose

her to herself in the dimmed and broken 
mirror of memory,—first, as the gay and 
beautiful Catherine Thatcher, followed alike 
for her own beauty and her father's wealth 
—then, having turned from this crowd of 
selfish flatterers, she saw herself the happy 
wife of the good and honored Romaine, 
dispensing to his motherless boy all the 
kindliest offices of maternal care, if not the 
perfect fulness of maternal love. Then 
came thronging io the memory of that bless- 
ed time when two children, fair and beauti­
ful as angels, were in her luxurious home, 
caressed and waited on by friends snd de- 
pendente, and the pride and joy of a father’s 
loving heart.

These were not beautiful remembrances 
for Catherine to indulge in. They made 
her harder and more unquiet in her present 
situation; and there were times when her 
good angel seemed almost to foresake her. 
O, these depths of poverty and desolation! 
They are furd to bear. Truly we have

Him who loved us, was once destitute of 
shelter, to reconcile us to these hard experi­
ences of life.

But not always did Catherine’s heart sink 
into these states of unrest. There were

THE LONDON TIMES ON SECES­
SION AND DISUNION.

WHAT EUROPE WILL THINK OF A
SEVERED UNION.

(From the Times of November 23.)
Democratic institutions are now on their 

trial in America. It would be a strange 
coincidence if the same year should witness 
the accomplishment of Italian unity under a 
Constitutional Monarchy and the disruption 
of a far mightier Union under the dislocat­
ing agency of Federal Republicanism.— 
Washington, like Alexander, was troubled 
in his last days by misgivings as to the soli­
dity of his own workmanship. He had 
found American patriotism strong enough to 
brave in a good cause the armies of George 
III., but would it be proof against the sel- 
fishness of prosperity, the meanness of party 
and personal interests, the fierceness of pro­
vincial jealousies * Could the dignified and 
statesmanlike moderation of the founders of 
liberty be transmitted to their successors, or 

and vulgar qualities which too often appear 
in the. Anglo-Saxon character? We dare 
not say that the experiment is yet complete. 
Two generations have amply sufficed to con­
firm and transcend the experience of antiqui­
ty as to the expansive energies of a demo­
cracy, but its capability of cohesion still re-

she turned pale and red by turns.
She recovered herself by a strong effort, 

and whispered :.
“O, if pour dear father could have lived to 

know this!”
"He does know it,” said Herbert, rever­

entially. “It cannot be that justice or in­
justice can walk the earth, and the spirits 
above the earth ignore their existence. I 
believe in this, dear mother, and so do you. 
Now I will leave you, and come again to­
morrow."

Dolan brought home a paper that night 
which contained an advertisement of a sale 
which would take place the day after Christ­
mas, of a house and furniture next to Mr. 
Russell's.

“No. 240 ! Why, that was our own house," 
said Mrs Romaine, to herself.

Herbert did not come the next day, and 
Catherine wondered and expected. To­
wards evening, he came, with his fine face 
growing wit., excitement.

“I have got it, dear mother,” he said; “I 
have bought our own house, and most of our 
furniture still remains there — well kept and
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LABOR.
Ob, had I the gift of the poet, I'd try

To embalm all the music of labor in long;
To spread its enchantment before every eye, 

That my lay might be caught up and sung by the 

throng;
Oh, then I would sing with a warmth and a glow. 

Of the grandeur of labor in numbers sublime, 
And my heart io an ecstasy then should o’erflow. 

And should thrill with delights which no words 

might define.

almost as good as ever. I thought you 
would prefer it to having all new. You know 
Mr. Eaton bought it, and now he is going to 
Europe. It was by mere accident that I 
rode by, and saw the bills at the window.— 
The people were assembling for the sale. I

times when her sorrow seemed uplifted into ings of hunger that gnaws at their vitals? 
serener skies, and the anguish of her daily 
lot turned into divinest peace, when her poor 
apartment seemed Hke the habitation of
angels, from the presence of those who had little ones. The scars had faded from Wil- 
gone before.

It was thus with poor Catherine on the 
evening and morning of that terrible Christ­
mas in which we found he: and her helpless

mains open to question. At a crisis like the 
present the centrifugal seems more than a 
counterpoise to the centripetal force, if we 
are to take the southerners at their word.— 
The proud traditions of the great western 
republic, the ties of laws, language, religion 
and national character, the dictates of a 
higher and more comprehensive self-interest, 
and the respect of European powers are to 

■be cast to the wind when they conflict with 
|local prejudices and the salaries of a class of

stopped my horse, and went in with the air 
of a man determined to purchase, and there 
was not a bid made against me. I have 
come now to take you all home once more.”

He now produced from the sleigh a basket 
of nice clothing for them all; for, he re­
marked, that as he had already procured ser­
vants, and appointed them to come that even­
ing, be would like them to appear as became 
their position.

When day o’er the hilltops his chariot has rolled,
And Aurora cornea forth in her beauty sublime; 

When the sky is bespangled with amber and gold,
And all beings rejoice in the ‘sweet hour of prime,’

Than away we would hie; the fresh breeze from the 
ocean,

Our spirits should buoy and should hasten our pace 
With our thoughts undisturbed by pride or commotion

We would hie to our labor in morning's first rays

lie’s face, leaving it pale and haggard, and 
his eyes had that unnatural brightness soAnd now, indeed, came a trial. Willie 

was taken ill. She exhausted her skill in 
trying to subdue the fever which had fas­
tened upon the little patient boy. Now it 
was that Norah Dolan proved invaluable as 
a friend. Never, in the days of Catherine’s 
brightest prosperity, did she value any ser­
vice so much as this poor woman’s heart­
felt and willing sacrifices for her sake. She 
took little Addie away from the affected 
room—for her practised eye told her that it 
was the dreaded small pox—and leaving her 
and Maggie together, she devoted herself to 
the sick boy and his mother. Norah’s whole 
family had experienced it, so that there was 
no danger to be apprehended except for 
Mrs. Romaine and Addie. Her neighbor’s 
experience proved invaluable indeed to 
Catherine, and saved her the trial of asking 
the services for which she could not have 
paid. Those were anxious nights when the 
two women sat up with the little sufferer, 
whose reason gave way under his disease. 
It was touching enough to hear him call for 
his mote *r, not knowing that it was her 
hand that bathed his burning forehead. 
Then he would fancy that Addie was dead, 
and would weep because he too could not go 
to his father.

painful in a child. He suffered more from 
private than Addie, who was strong and 
healthy.

We left her watching the awaking other 
children. She bent over them, and saw 
Willie’s pallid look with dismay.

‘Must I lose him after all?′ she exclaimed 
‘Was he saved from that cruel disease, only 
to waste away with hunger?′

At that mom it, a loud knock was heard 
at the door, and she hastily dried her tears 
and answered the summons. No one was 
there, but as she opened the door, a large 
bag fell inward, marked with her own name 
in large letters. As she drew it in, and was 
about to close the door, she saw the shadow 
of Norah’s husband flitting around the corner 
of the house. She knew it by the ragged 
hat, of which one half the brim was gone.— 
She called after him, to know if he saw any 
one leave the bag.

“Faith, and how could I, whin I’ve jist 
come out of the house? But I’ll be afther 
asking Norah —perhaps she saw the thafe 
himself!”

Catherine opened the bag, and found 
everything for a Christmas revel, as she said 
to Norah,which she wanted to share with her. 
But Norah had a bag, too, inscribed, in the 
same writing as Catherine s, “To Mrs. Norah 
Dolan;" and her husband told her that he 
and Mr. Russell’s man had brought up the 
bags.

“Sure,” he told her, “it must be St. 
Nicholas himself, who could not get the great 
bags down the chimney.”

■ Great was the astonishment and joy of 
Catherine’s children when they opened their 
eyes upon the table loaded with chickens, 
boiled and roasted, great loaves of bread, and 
piles of small brown paper parcels, marked, 
each with the name of some useful article.— 
In the parcel of sugar was a piece of gold as 
large as a hall dollar.

There was joy and deep thankfullness in 
the heart of Mrs. Romaine as she saw the 
children devour the abundant Christmas 
breakfast. Poor Willie had to stop from I 
weakness, and his mother warned him to be 
moderate, and he might have a little, and 
eat oftener. As for Addie, she was deep in 
the mysteries of a vast plum pudding, and 
threatened to eat herself into a fever, but for 
the careful checking of her mother.

Catherine borrowed the wood unhesitating­
ly of Norah, to-day, for she knew she could 
repay it to-morrow, and redeemed her audi- 
rons also. Her poor room shone by two 
o’clock in the afternoon, from the effects of 
her rubbing and blacking and polishing ; and 
then the three sat round the nice Christmas 
fire, and the mother told them stories which 
they had never heard before, nor indeed had 
she. The afternoon sun shone in, too, light­
ing up the poor, mean furniture with the 
same glow it was bestowing in rich apart-

Before they were all dressed, a close car- gentlemen who took their appointments sub- 
“ ject to this uncertainty. The enemies ofnage stood at the door. Herbert would not

democracy have always asserted that it can-up at his recital, and she begged to go and 
see her.

“No Mary,” said lier husband, "that will 
not do; you may write lier that you will 
visit her if she wishes it, but you must go 
no farther until you know how she would 
receive you.”

The note was written and sent, but no 
answer obtained, and the generous couple 
were obliged to give up all thoughts of help­
ing her.

Day after day, Mr. Russell met her, with 
her two children, each carrying a package. 
The sight melted him to pity ; and yet her 
step was so proud that he could not stop 
her, as he wanted to do, and offer her assis- 
tance.

The house in which Catherine lived was 
inhabited partly-by an Irish family, whose 
good feelings were all excited by the evident 
poverty of their neighbor.

Norali Dolan was a kind-hearted woman, 
neater than most of her class, and with 
great respect for what she called “real born 
gentry," among which she clawed Mrs. Ro­
maine and her children. Mrs. Romaine had 
allowed little Patrick and Maggy to come 
in and learn to read with her own little 
ones ; and she had tended Mrs. Dolan her­
self when she was sick, and her gratitude 
was unbou iced. It so happened that Mrs. 
Dolan’s husband worked for Mr. Russell, 
and be. in the pleutitude of his joy at his 
wife’s recovery, related the kindness of their 
neighbor, "Mistress Romaine,” a real born 
lady, be said, and ought to be in a grand 
castle instead of the poor little place at home.

Through Dolan’s means, Mr. Russell had

let them enter until his mother had intro­
duced him to the Dolans, to whom he leftWe would labor awhile ‘mong the fruits and the 

flowers. 
Undisturbed and contented, unruffled and calm;

And when weary, repose in our own fairy bowers, 
And inhale the soft fragrance from meadows of

not rise to the conception of a great national 
idea, and that for want of this vivifying 
principle it carries in itself the germ of its

all that had belonged to his mother, and a 
handsome sum of money.

“And wont yees forget Norah and me, own decay. The opponents of cotton have 
whin yees are a great lady ?” asked Dolan, even denied the assumed liberality of the 
as she put out her hand to bid him good-by. ■ commercial spirit, and retorted that, if cir- 

‘Never—never, my good friend," she cumstances were changed, merchants and 
weepingly uttered; and she kept her word. manufacturers would not show less blindness

I have come home to live with you, moth- or selfishness than fanners and landlords.— 
er," said Herbert, as he showed her the It has been reserved for the “fire-eating" 
rooms he had selected for himself. “I shall slave-owners of South Carolina and Georgia

balm;
Reclining at noon ‘neath the tall sycamore.

The cup of pure crystal we would thankfully drain; 
We would study the volume of nature’s deep lore,

Thus improving the heart, and the hand, and the 
brew.

All evil from earth we would try to expel,
And our aim it should be to elevate man;

In the battle of truth we would strive to excel;
In combating error we’d be in the van !

From spring until autumn, from autumn till spring. 
The arcana of nature we would merrily eing

Of the pleasures of life when our labor is o’er.

TRUST IN GOD.
A CHRISTMAS STORY,

The fire burned dimly on the hearth of 
the widow Romaine. It was a bitter cold 
day—the night before Christmas. Two chil­
dren were hovering over the feeble blaze, and 
shivering With the fierce cold that was creep­
ing on their limbe. Willie, the eldest, was 
trying to warm little Addie by putting his 
arm around her, while the mother took 
down the Bible, lighted an inch or two of 
candle that remained, and read to them the 
beautiful story of the shepherds keeping 
watch over their flocks by night, the angel

never marry, and your new wealth will have to verify this taunt, and to seek for prece- 
this drawback and encumbrance—a bachelor dents of party warfare, not in the history of 
son." the United States, but in the continental

“Thank God!” said Catherine, “then I system of Napoleon, in the Berlin Decree, 
and the English Orders in Council.shall have you always —always, at least, 

til you break your resolutions.”
un-

We arc far from considering the proceed-
• Who can describe the delight of the little ings adopted in South Carolina and Georgia

children ? They were so happy that the as irreversible, or taking it for granted that 
pale, anxious look had left their mother’s they will be imitated by other cotton-produc- 
face, and that she need no longer worry a- ing states, much less by those which, though 
bout their wants. And then Willie was so nominally Southern, have natural affinities 
pleased to have good clothes and a nice cap; with the North. Even the Governor of 
and Addie smoothed down her clean muslin Georgia, though he recommends the imposi- 
dress and black silk apron, and they were so tion of prohibitory duties on imports from 
happy ! They went to school now,and their the North, the “repeal of all parts of the 
mother's teachings were the cause of a good penal and civil code, protecting the lives, li- 
maly praises from their teachers. , berties, and properties of the citizens of the

Norah came often toeee Mrs Romaine in states where unfriendly laws exist,” and 
her new home ; and when Herbert bought other mad A revolutionary measures, shrinks 
some land behind the house, and turned it from the responsibility of sending delegates 
into an extensive garden his mother said: | to a southern convention. The resignation

“Why not have Dolan for a gardener, and of their offices by the federal employees at 
give him the little gothic lodge at the other Charleston has not yet been accepted at 
side of the garden, to live in?" Washington, and the sanguinary rhodcmon-

“Just the thing !" said Herbert, and en- tade or Gov. Brown probably sounds less for- 
gaged him that very day. midable to those who hear it than to us who

The gothic lodge was repaired, neatly fit- read it. We Englishmen are sparing of our 
ted up with plain new cottage furniture, and words, and little know how far bluster may 
in four weeks Norah stood at the door, ad- be carried before barking passed into biting, 
miring her husband in his new garden suit, ' The threat of secession is the standard re- 
and the children in their clean frocks, play- source of a mob, and the Roman plebs often 
ing with Willie and Addie among the flowers, started for the Mons Sacer, and actually en-

“Trust in God! He will not leave thee camped there more than once, without per­
desolate,” were the words which Catherine ! manently separating from the republic.— 
caused to be inscribed over the entrance to There, however, the malcontents had the 
her beautiful summer-house. They were vantage ground which here belongs to the

One night, he seemed near death. His 
mother had been watching Norah’s face, 
and she saw nothing there from which she 
could draw a single ray of hope Norah had 
seen others die, and she knew from her coun­
tenance that she thought Willie dying.— 
Catherine groaned in spirit, and the words 
came up from the deepest recesses of her al- 
most broken heart, “if it be possible, let this 
cup pass from me." She tried to add the 
rest, but she could not. Half an hour 
after, when she saw the poor child’s struggles 
with the cruel disease, she could utter them 
more easily.

Just at midnight, Willie’s eyes closed. 
Catherine thought he was gone, but Norah 
laid her hand upon her shoulder, and seated 
her by the bedside.

“Hush !" sue whispered, “and watch for 
his waking."

They did watch all through that long 
night. Norah drew up the curtain a little 
just as the sun rose. Somehow, the bright 
gleam that came into the room, brought also 
a glimmer of hope into Catherine’s heart. 
Norah dropped the curtain quickly, lest 
suddenly waking, the strong light might 
destroy Willie’s eyes forever.

He lay still, so still that they could hardly

coming to them and the glory of the Lord
numbers among men? The reply will show 
that at least it is sought after for good pur- 
poses, who her its votaries find in it all their 
expectations realized or not,

Our latest tables bring the number of 
Lodges in North America, up to January last 
to the aggregate of 4,856. These contain a 
membership of 215,000 and upwards. Nor 
does this number, cast as it is, give a full 
idea of the Masonic army of 1860, for there 
is an aggregate of no less than 30,000 more 
who are unaffiliated in Lodges, but whose 
names, influence, and often pecuniary means 
are at the service of the craft when de­
manded.

The Masonic membership comprises, in 
general, the better classes of the community, 
as judged by the standard of morality and 
socil repute. For the most part they are 
men of good physical proportions, and fair 
intellectual endowments. They are those 
who are apt to be solicited by their fellow- 
citizens for various positions of honor and 
trust, not because they are Masons, but be­
cause the requirements of the Masonic in­
stitution are probity, intelligence, dilligence 
in one’s calling, economy, chastity, and other 
good qualities, that render a man a good • 
citizen. Much the larger portion of those 
who represent the public interest in every 
capacity, from a Constable of a limited juris­
diction, to the President and Vice-President 
of the United States, are members of the 
Masonic institution, and their election is due 
(tearing ont, of course, merely political rea­
sons) to the fact that the qualities of a good 
Mason are equally the qualities of a good 
citizen. So much for Masonry at home.

Although the divisions and distinctions of 
society are differei and etiquette, religion, 
&c., in many countries forbid certain exalt-. 
ed and influential classes from uniting with 
the masonic craft, yet the same principles of 
selection, &c., in general, prevail as in this 
country. This is more especially seen in 
the letters of our coeditor, Bro. Cooke, who 
has devoted the past year to visits to Lodges 
and,Masons of Foreigh Countries, and whose 
investigations prove the fact just stated. A 
Mason of zeal and ability finds himself re-

shining about them. The little ones listened, partly gratified his benevolent heart, by 
sending Mrs. Romaine various articles ofalmost forgetting the cold; and then the

mother pawed over many pages, until she food and clothing, which he directed to her 
came to the touching words of the Saviour, 
when “he had not where to lay his head."

address and charged him to lay privately on
the table, and, on no account, to say to her 
that he sent them.“Then he was worse off then we are, Wil­

lie," said little Addie, as she crept from her 
brother's arm to the poor and ill-covered bed, 
where the three huddled together for warmth.

The candle went out in the midst of her 
readings, and Mrs. Romaine and Willie lay 
down, one on each side of the little girl. The 
children slept, but the mother lay for hours, 
tossing in painful thought bow she was to live 
through the cheerless winter end keep these 
children alive.

She rose the next morning, and made a 
fire with the last wood which she possessed, 
spread her table with the last loaf; and then 
waiting for her children to awake, she sat 
down and wept. They were the first tears 
she had shed for months, and she felt relieved 
by the flow; but she would not let the chil­
dren see her, and she dried them up quickly 
before they awoke.

Catherine Romaine was the daughter of 
a once wealthy and enterprising merchant. 
She had married Mr, Romaine, who was 
much older than herself, when he was in 
business with her father. He was a widow- 
er with one son. She loved the little Her­
bert with all but a mother’s love, and the 
child returned it fully. He was twelve years 
old when bis father married, and it was 
six years after that when Willie was born. 
Herbert’s unaffected interest in the little one 
repaid Catherine for all the lore which she 
had given him. Two years afterwards little 
Addie came to bless the happy household, 
and the measure of their bliss seemed com- 
plete. Herbert was one of the head clerks in 
the firm, and although only twenty years 
old, was distinguished for his attention to 
business.

It was a sudden and terrible shock to the 
whole community when it was reported that 
the firm of Thatcher and Romaine bad

In vain she questioned Dolan and his wife. 
They would know nothing of it, unless the 
fairies were at the bottom of it.

“Sure it’s the fairies, ma’am," said Dolan 
when she wanted him to take a bundle away, already engraved on her heart and her life, established government. The security of 

—-—*■••■.-------------------------- the city and the lives of their patrician op- 
HOW TO AVOID A BAD HUSBAND, pressons depended on their co-operation 

1. Never marry for Wealth. A woman’s against foreign enemies, whereas here it is 
life consisteth not in the things she posses- the personal safety of the southern planters 
seth.------------------------------------------------------- ! that is guaranteed by the North. The great

2. Never marry a fop or one who struts social question, which inspires an interest 
about dandy-like, in his silk gloves and ruf- immeasurably more intense and absorbing 
fles, with a silver cane and rings on his than all the political watchwords of Europe, 
fingers—Beware! There is a trap. 1has a twofold bearing on the present crisis,

3. Never marry a niggard, a close fisted and if it furnishes a motive in favor of se- 
mean, sordid wretch, who saves every penny, cession, it furnishes a more overpowering 

motive against it. “It is a singular fact,”

that he must have placed see that be breathed. The morning and 
there, because she saw him coming from the forenoon passed, and still he slept. Catherine 
room, as she was entering it. “Sure it’s : thought he would pass away without waking, 
the fairies, and wouldn't they be cross if “O, that I could see those dear eyes once 

And more !" she whispered, just as the clock

which she was sure

yees did not take their prisents ? And ′ more I she whispered, just as the clock was 
didn’t I see the bundle on yces table whin striking twelve; and. as if in answer to that

whisper, the “dear eyes" opened, and the 
weak voice murmured:

“Mother !"

I wint into yees room? Faith, thin, I did 
ma’am, it's no use in the world for yees to 
quistion me and Norah, for it’s little we 
know, any way."

And Mrs. Romaine, grateful to her un­
known friend, and yet with a great pin at 
her heart, would undo the package, and 
appropriate the sugar and tea, or bread and 
butter, as it might be, to the wants of her­
self and children.

Once, little Willie, in helping her empty 
the sugar into a wooden box—their only 
sugar bowl—had discovered a silver dollar; 
and the tea was often productive of dimes 
and even quarters. These were helps in­
deed—but small in comparison to the wants 
of a family of three. Her handful of meal 
and cruse of oil were often wholly exhaust- 
ed. The work which she carried home was 
not always paid for at the time; and many 
nights she was obliged to go to bed with

Willie was saved ! Those only, whoseWillie was saved! Those only, whose ments; and the snow, which was blackened 
hopes are narrowed down to the life of one and dirty around the other doors in the small 
or two dear objects, can imagine the rap­
ture of Catherine Romaine as she bent over

sordid wretch, who saves every penny, 
or spends it grudgingly. Take care lest hecourt, lay spotlew and unsullied round Mrs 

Romaine’s.
“I bear sleigh-bells,” said Willie, starting 

up, “and they are coming right up the court. 
And see, mother, see, Addie, what a fine 
horse! And a gentleman all wrapped up in 
fur !”

says one of our American contemporaries, 
“that states in a position secure against in­
jury from the non-execution of the Fugitive 
Slave law are the only States making the 
non-execution of this law a pretext for seces- 
sion." But are these refractory citizens pre­
pared to be closeted beyond the reach of all 
within their own “domestic institution ?” — 
It is certain that in such States as Carolina 
and Mississippi, where the slaves out-uumber 
the white population, the masters could dis- 
pence with the aid of their northren brethren 
in a servile war ? Or, turning to another 
item in the same calculation of expediency, 
would South Carolina, whose exports exceed 
in value her imports in the proportion of 
seven to one, be the gainer by a system of 
mercantile exclusion? Can any sane man 
believe that England and France will con­
sent, as is now suggested, to stultify the po­
licy of half a century for the sake of an ex- 
tended cotton trade, and to purchase the 
favor of Charleston and Milledgville by re­
cognizing what has been called “the isother­
mal law, which compels African labor towards 
the tropics” on the other side of the Atlan­
tic? Will the suspension of payments in 
specie improve the credit of the recusant

stint you to death.
4. Never n arry a stranger whose charact­

er is not known or tested. Some families 
jump right into the fire with their eyes wide 
open.

5. Never marry a mope or a drone, one, 
who drawls and draggles through life, one 
foot after another and let things take their 
own course.

6. Never marry a man who treats his 
mother or sister unkindly or indifferently. 
Such treatment is a sure indication of a mean 
and wicked man.

7. Never on any account many a gamb­
ler, a profane person, one who in the least 
speaks lightly of God or religion. Such a 
man can never make a good husband,

her child, and saw by the dim, uncertain 
light that he saw and knew her. That long 
long twelve hours’ sleep had brought him 
back to life.

The kindly eyes of the Irishwoman over­
flowed with tears as Catherine wept upon her And true enough, there was the gentleman 
shoulder, and poured out her gratitude to holding the long reins and knocking at their 

her humble friend. own door. Willie opens the door and pre-own door. Willie opens the door and pre­
sents his poor, little pale and scarred face to 
the stranger’s anbious and earnest gaze. He 
does not recognize the boy, and yet it is the 
very child be is seeking; for Herbert Ro­
maine has come home, and is trying to find 
bis lost mother and her children.

“I will love you always, dear Norah,” 
she said, as soon as she could speak, and 
Norah wept the more.

It was long before they would see little 
Addie, lest she should contract the disease 
which, doubtless, still lingered in the walls 
of the room; but Norah’s husband took 
good care of her, and she was contented 
with Maggie, though longing for mother and 
Willie.

“And is it here, in this poor place that I 
find you, dear mother ?” said Herbert, after 
Mr. Romaine had cried and laughed a dozen 
times, in the alternations of her nervous ex- 
citement. “Not another day nor hour shall 
you stay here ! Come to the hotel where I 
am stopping. I will find you beautiful rooms, 
and you and the children shall spend a hap­
py Christmas.

“I want none other than your return gives 
me, Herbert; and I must not forget that 
Our coarse and shabby clothing would not 
correspond with any other room than this."

“You shall have better clothing. I will 
go myself to procure it for you.”

“But you can’t,” said Willie, who had sat 
quietly on his brother’s knee, without speak­
ing, “the shops are all shut up Christmas 
days, and you can’t buy any cloth to make 
them of.” And Willie renewed his study of 
his brother’s face.

Herbert was obliged to be content until

the children at dark, because her wood and 
candles were all consumed. Often she feared 
that she would be forced to ask aid, to keep 
them from starving; but until the actual 
hour came, she would struggle on.

There were times when logs of wood,

8. Never marry a sloven, a man who is 
negligent of his person or his dress, and is 
filthy in his habit. The external appear- 
ance is an index to the heart.

6. Shun the rake as the snake, a vipor, a 
very demon.

10. Finally never marry a man who is 
addicted to the use of ardent spirits. De­
pend upon it, you are better off alone, than 
you would be if you were tied to a man 
whose breath is polluted, and whose vita’s 
are being gnawed out by alchohol.

In the choice of a wife, take the obedient 
daughter of a good mother.

Mr. McBeth and his family, numbering 
twelve persons in all, have had a narrow 
escape from starvation. Mr. McBeth is 
keeper of the Isle-of-Coves light-house. For 
some time past the weather has been so bad 
that no ship could venture from Collingwood 
to it, but on Friday week the Rescue got 
out and succeeded in reaching the light- 
house. The Enterprise says that when 
Capt. Dick landed he found Mr. McBeth, 
with all his little effects packed up, ready to 
make a start with his family in a frail skiff, 
for the mainland, about one hundred miles 
distant, and no provisions for the perilous 
journey, at this inclement season of the year, 
with the exception of a small piece of bread 
and six fish.

An Irish veterinary student, when under 
examination, was asked what he would re­
commend if these was a horse brought to 
him with a particular disease.—‘Och ! by 
the powers,’ was the answer, Td recommend 
the owner to get rid of him immedicstely.

The house of Mr. MoMoekin on the Pres- 
cott road, near Brookville, was burned to the 
ground on Sunday last. No insurance.

After Norah had made a thorough fumi­
gation, and Catherine, afraid to trust it, had 

which she missed at once from Mrs. Dolan's |made another, the doors were opened, an! 
the children all admitted to see Willie, who, 
scarred and feeble, was yet only permitted 
to sit up a little while.

wood pile (never very large or high), would 
find their way mysteriously to the expiring 
embers on her hearth, and kindle up a 
cheerful blaze, by which she would assem-

failed. There were people involved in their 
difficulties whose every dollar had been in­
vested with them. Old men, who had lain 
by a small sum, perhaps to be called in 
when sickness should come upon them—wid- 
ows who had saved a scanty pittance by 
needle-works-—single women who Lad been 
at service until their laboring days were 
over—all these had trusted their small earn- 
ings with the great firm that was as “good as 
the bank."

The great firm that was “good as the 
bank" failed, however, and then came po- 
verty, distress and sickness. Mr. Thatcher 
was found in his room, with a bottle of 
laudanum in his clenchod hand, perfectly 
dead; and not many months after this, Mr. 
Romaine, worn out by repeated shocks, sunk 
into the grave.

They had given up all to the creditors, 
keeping not even the bridal presents of Mrs. 
Romaine, nor those which had been made 
to the children, and after her husband’s death 
and Herbert had gone away, she underlet 
all the rooms but one.
)Sad indeed was her heart when the night 
/ of her husband's death brought the finish- 

ing stroke. She sat in mute anguish, gaz- 
ingupon the beloved face, and then on the 
helpless little ones by her side.
: "Trust in God, Katy, dear,” said th, dy- 
ing man. “He will not leave you utterly desolate

Herbert staid until after his father’s fu- 
neral, and then sailed for Africa.

But this sickness had made sad inroads 
upon Catherine’s small resources. Her 
work was stopped, of course, and her health 
had suffered from anxiety and watching.— 
From long stayingin a dimly-lighted room, 
her eyes had become affected so much that 
she could not see to mend Addie’s clothes, 
which had suffered for her care while Willie 
was ill, and the thought continually torment­
ed her that she was going blind.

The bundles which used to be placed upon 
her table were no longer found. She did not 
know the reason, but Norah and her hus­
band died. They knew that Mr. Russell 
and his family were gone abroad,and would 
not return until December.

She had parted with everything but the 
merest necessaries of life. She had even 
taken away the andirons that supported her 
wood fire, in order * buy with them a few 
sticks of wood: The few pieces of crockery 
followed, and half the straw from the misera 
ble bed. She took in a little washing, but 
her own irons were gone long ago, and the 
washboiler too, and she had to borrow both

ble the four children, her own and the lit­
tle Dolans, and teach them to read and spell.

Among the few things which she had 
saved from the wreck of her luxurious home, 
was a mutilated copy of Shakspeare—the 
only book except the Bible which her father 
had given her when she was married. The 
Shakspeare had lost its covers, and many 
leaves, but she would sometimes take it up 
and find in its pages, so strangely fitting 
to every phase of life or circumstance, 
something that was applicable to her own. 
These two books were her solace and com­
fort. The pictures contained in each, form­
ed the initial letters to her children's love 
of art, and the beautiful manner in which 
she read impressed the contests of the books 
upon their minds, or at least, such parts of 
them as they could understand. It was 
hard to wake up from the absorbing perusal 
of her books, to the dreary reality of the 
poverty around her,—to come from the 
gorgeous descriptions of Shakespeare, into 
the dim light of the actual life that she was 
enduring,—but she was possessed of that 
rare courage and fortitude that cover up and 
conceal the inward pangs of the soul. To 
outward appearance, she was contented if 
not cheerful.

Sometimes—but rarely—she would in- 
dulge herself in going beck into the past, 
and remember what she was in years long

cognized and don esticated at every Foyer 
maconniquein the Universe, no matter where 
the womb of his Masonic birth. The num­
ber of Lodges in Europe, Asia, and Africa, 

to 3,500, exhibiting •

states, and will an independent administra­
tion prove an economical expedient to states 
who have hitherto borne a very small share 
of the public burdens. These are considera- is probably 3,000 

‘ membership (conjectural) 150,000.
From such bands of men, united upon 

such principles, enlinked together by an in­
dissoluble tie, a life-long covenant, ought not

tions that may be drowned in the passions of 
the hour, but which will, we still believe, as­
sert themselves as the movement becomes
more regular and orderly. We have confi­
dence, not only in the discretion of Mr. Lin- _ ,
coln, but in that of Mr. Buchanan, who in i their current progress with interest ? True, 
the remaining months of his Presidentship, their work is secret, and so is the farmer’s 
may do much to mitigate-these desperate and when he scatters the rich grain upon the 
ruinous counsels. field and covers it in» Yet the eye of God

Of one thing the democrats may be well is upon it. It springs forth with greenness 
assured,—that the character and prestige of which in due time turns to golden, and fills 
the United States in the eyes of Europe de- his granary. The Jrutageo free Masonry 
pend on their federal union. Lord North is no Secret. It gladdens thousands of 
saw this when he skillfully proposed a com- hearts. It builds great piles, and gathers 
promise which would have had the effect of orphans in them to be fed and educated. isolating some from the rest, and Burke re lays foundation stones, dedicates publie edi- 
sisted his scheme of conciliation on that very fices, buries the honored with public eclat.- 
ground ‘Hoc Itacus edit;’—the stubborn It comes forth periodically, in processions, 
and mutinous spirit of the South is falling drawing their straight lines past our window, 
into the tactics of the enemies of American turning its right angles at the corners of 
independence. Let there be no mistake as our streets, filling our vast halls,and avow- 
to English public opinion on this subject.— ing boldly through eloquent lips its purposes 
If we had paid a sincere homage to the rising and its work.
greatness of America, it has not been to that 
which the Southerners are so anxious to con- 
serve but to that which they are striving to of St Stephen’s, Walbrook, London, died 
destroy. All that is noble and venerable in (on the 24th from an niteck of apoplexy.
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much to be expected? May we not look to
to-morrow, then—but he sat and related the 
story of his wanderings since he left her.

“One objection which I had in view, dear 
mother,” he said, “was the restoration of 
some property which I knew
the firm, and which lay in the West India 
Islands. I heard fabulous accounts of its

had belonged to

value, although I knew that my father had 
always considered it of no account. I will 
not trouble you, to relate all the tedious pro- 
cesses by which I circumvented the agent, 
one of the greatest swindlers I ever knew, 
and brother to that rascally lawyer whom

from Norah. my father trusted so much. You will be 
satisfied that I wrested the whole from his‘Come and wash in my room, Misthress

Rummin,’ said Norah. ‘There is plinty of
fire here to hate your wather, and yees may
look after littleMaggie’s spelling to pay for it.’

There was delicacy in the Irishwoman’s
mode of giving favors. She would always
make it appear that ‘Misthress Rummin’ had _
obliged her in some way, and that her ser-speak, dear mother?” he asked, playfully, as

grasp, and that it far exceeds all that I had 
heard of it. There is enough to pay off
every creditor, restore every one to his own, 
and leave a handsome property, one third of The Rev. Dr. Croly, the well-known rectorwhich is yours, of course, and the rest belongs 
to me and these little ones. Why don’t you

gone by. The retrospection which showed. 
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