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“Charles don’t ! . You ought not 
“I know what yon are going to 1 

Lucy love—that I have no right to 8) 
such words after such a brief acqui 
ance; that you have only known wmo 
two days, and that instead of employ 
even that time in making friends, 
have quarrelled like small boys. E1 
I were to know you for twenty yert 
could not love you better than Idom 
than I did yesterday. Remember 1 
cruel you have been to me, and that 
I ask of you is to keep those freely gi 

promises of yours.” . irudle
"All !" repeated Lucy, looking 

one moment into the dark eyes sog1 
ily devouring her blushing face.i

"Yes, all dearest Lucy. If giving 
these entails something else, remembt 
will not be gratis, not entirely so atlo 
You will have a life’s love and davel 
in reture; but perhaps you disdain Ii

SPORTUtUPPER CANADA-

Carleton Place, September 1.
At the office-doora of doctor Stnith 

comes Mr. Jones.) (A very particular, 
punctual business man is Mr. Jones.) 
"Is the doctor, in?” “In the country 
on business.” Next he calls at Lawyer 
Bixial’s office, to consult as to the effect

with that the wily diplomatist whisked snubbed and shunned by young ladies, 
round, and abruptly quitted the room. for the amusement of their other male 
The library door stood a little ajar, and acquaintances, that I can’t afford you 
pausing outside Charles saw there was any further diversion of the sort. To 
no light in the room beyond that diffused tell you the plain truth, as I never 
by the glowing masses of coal in the old played with a woman, or wilfully offend- 
fashioned grate; in front of which, with led one, so am I not used to being played 

with, and held up as an object of aversion 
by even the prettiest girl in Somersetshire

Why is a tight shoe like the summer? 
—It make s the corn grow.

Why is 1 clergyman’s horse like a I 
king?—Beeause he is guided by a 
minister.

The late st sentimental ballad—a sweet 
thing—is “Bury your dorg in the garden. 
It will ma e the grapevine grow.”

THE CADE’S DECISION.

A poor Turkish slater, of Constantino- 
ple, being at work upon the roof of a 
house, lost his footing and fell into the 
narrow street upon a man who chanced 
to be passing at the time. The pedes- 
trian was killed by the concussion, while 
the slater escaped without material in- 
jury.

A son of the deceased caused the 
slater to be arrested and taken before 
the Cadi, where he made the most grave 
charge, and claimed ample redress.

The Cadi listened attentively, and in 
the end asked the slater what he had to 
say in his defence.

“Dispenser of Justice,” answered the 
accused, in humble mood, “it is even as 
this man says i but God forbid that there 
should be evil in my heart. I am a poor 
man, and know not how I can make 
amends.”’

THE DEER HUNT.
The voice of brave «Toby” was heard on the 

trail.
And the fierce howl of “Driver” came close 

at his tail, L
- The sharp yell of “Jack” told the story 

of game.
As down the "Swamp runway” the grand 

chorus came !
The fear-stricken quarry in proud antler’d 

pride
Fled before them with snow-flakes of foam 

on his side ;
On, onwards he ped over brake and o’er briar. 
Each bound to his doom brought him nigher 

and nigher. N
And louder behind him swelled full- on the 

breeze
That matchless refrain through the old cedar 

trees;
‘Twas clear as the notes of the bugle which 

thrill ‘
The spirit of echo o’er valley and hill.
Tell me not of the music which instruments 

make.
Though harmony trembles in every shake— 
Tell me not of the sound of the lute in the 
Though that note be attuned to the trillings 

of love — •
Tell me not of the chorus that swells o’er

- the bowl
When wine sparkles brightly and wit thrills 

the soul.
No melody rivals the magical sound
Of the deep toned and heart stirring voice of 

the hound.
When fierce on the track with proud fire in 

his eye.
He tollows each wind of the scent in full 

cr y !
But close came the music to where Charley 
stood

With nostrils expanded, impatient for 
blood F

His old double-barrel that of had been tried. 
Was ready ; his eye glanced on every side : 
The breaking of twigs gives him warning, 

when high.
With a bound o’er the bushes the Buck 

meets his eye;
Full sixty yards off did he burst on his view. 
When up went his gun, long-tried trusty 

and true.
Out rang the report on the cool evening 

air.
We look’d for the quarry, in death he lay 

there I
The bullet had pierced him full prone ‘twixt 

the eyes..
Twas gallantly done ; a magnificent prize 
Was that stately old deer as he drew his last 

breath
Full length on the runway, then in at the 

death.
With a grand sweeping chorus the noble 

dogs came.
And rushed with a bloodthirsty roar at the 

game 1
Twas worthy the sportsman and worthy the 

gun.
The fall of that noble old Buck "on the run”! 
The sound of that gun ever true to its aim. 
Brought each man from his stand for a view 

of the game,>
The pipes were drawn forth, and then over 

the slain.
The run and the shot were enacted again. 
The balmy Fall evening was curtained with 

haze.
The tree-tops were tinged with the Sun’s 

sinking rays.
The leaves of the forest were silent and 

(still, - *
The mighty old hemlock that stood on the 
Shill:

Moved not from its root to its branches on 
high.

Which towered in majestic relief ‘gainst the 
sky.

‘Twas a beautiful scene, but the shadows of 
night " ---.-,

From eve’s darkening sky were commencing 
their flight ; •

The quarry was shouldered, and glad was 
the tramp.

As we carried our trophy away to the camp. 
0! give me the st artling sound of the gun— 
The thrilling refrain of the dogs in full run ; 
O! give me the sight of the deer on the 

bound.
Over briar and brush as he spurns the 

ground—
O! give me the blaze of the camp-fire at 

night.
When day and its glories have’vanished from
/ sight—
When friends and companions are seated 

around
With the sky for a roof, for a bed but the 
ground,.

The steam of the tea-kettle curling aloft 
Through-evening’s cool atmosphere balmy 

and soft—
The potato pot boiling and snorting with 

ire.
The frying-pan hissing away on the fire.
And an appetite keen from the glorious run 
Awaiting the moment that “supper is done." 
Compared with such charms, a palace would 

be.
Though gilded and gorgeous, a prison to me.

‘ The policy of assisting immigrants to 
this country by partially paid passsages 
as is done by some of the Australian 
colonies has often been debated in 
Canada, but our proximity to the United 
States has so far operated as a check to 
any such action on the part of the 
Canadian government. Besides which 
it has been felt, that as the passage rates 
to Canada were much cheaper than to”

one slender foot on the fender and one 
hand on the mantlepiece, her pretty 
head bending forward as in meditation, 
stood Lucy Wharton. The red glow of 
the fire shone full on her pretty rounded 
figure, clad in white robes of some thin, 
transparent material; on the small rosy 
fingered hand hanging listlessly at her 
side; on the wealth of sunny hair, partly 
drawn high off the slender white throat.

the Usury Law vtain intended "I wonder what causes my eyes to be 
a fop to a lady. “They 

are in a weak place,” replied the latter.

On the whole, rude and boorish as it 
may seem to you, I prefer eating my 
Christmas dinner at the village inn, and 
leaving you to practise your pretty little 
feminine cruelties on some meeker spirit. 
Good evening. Miss Wharton.”

Mr. Charles had tried pathos and 
failed, had tried majesty and failed again, 
but brusque sarcasm had hit the mark. 
As he drove his hands down into his 
pockets, and turned on his heel with an 
emphatic shrug of his broad shoulders, a 
shy little hand touched his arm, and a 
shy little voice said coaxlugly,” “Don’t sals, 

me.’’
"Really I have nothing in the world 

to forgive. Miss Wharton,” said Charles, 
halting and looking over his shoulder. 
“Everyone has seen the way in which 
you have treated me; but of course you 
have a perfect right to act as you like, 
and doubtless you have, or our friends 
suppose you have good cause for your 
conduct. Being, however, ignorant of 
my offense, I must decline to bear any 
longer a punishment which is not as 
pleasant to me as it is to your other 
admirers."

"I have no admirers,” broke in Luey, 
sharply—none at all.”

"Frank Wharton is generally supposed 
to differ from you in that opinion. He 
openly —1—"

“Frank is a goose !" cried Lucy pet-

transaction, and meats nwith a similar so weak ?" said 
reply. Then, turning on his heel, he 
mutters: “Shooting I I thought as 
much when I saw them talking to old
Code. This won’t do for me ; it was the Fee t:a. 1: : : : 2r „- 
same last Fall, when my tooth ached.). manuscript is declined it is illegible.”, 
kill patronize Dr. Pill; he is always at “a’-ala -al—a 
home, except at election time; but 
that’s good for the country. And there 
is Lawyer Quill, he’s always at the desk

Australia, there v was not the same 
pressing necessity to half the poorer 
class of immigrants to reach this country° 
by giving them an assistant passage.- 
Something hike a permissive and volun-- 
tary application of the plan of assisted 
passages is, however, we understand, 
about to be countenanced by the govern- 
ment of the Dominion. The department 
at Ottawa has information to the effect 
that very considerable numbers of 
agricultural laborers and other descrip- 
tions of imigranta, both single men and 
families are desirous of coming to this 
country but are weable to pay the whole 
cost of a passage and outfit. Some of 
them are represented to be able to make 
up five pounds sterling or their friends 
would do so for them. The remaining 
cost of a passage and outht, say $15 per 
statute adult, it is supposed, might be 
advanced by employees of agricultural 
labor in Canada. In such case our gov- 
ernment authorizes its agents in Canada 
to be the medium of transmission of such 
advance to any of the Dominion agents in 
Europe, who will be instructed to afford 
all the assistance within their power, or 
to any other responsible persons, who 
may act for the intending immigrants, 
but the responsibility of the Dominion 
government will not extend beyond 
guaranteeing the safe transmission of the 
money. This action shows that the 
Canadian government is willing to give 
every facility for the promotion of im- 
migration in this way, and it rests with 
those who are in eager want of farm 
servants to advance a few weeks wages 
in the manner proposed and 80 secure a 
laborer—now-a-days a prize amid the 
general scarcity. We should be glad to 
find this plan extensively tried the 
coming season and to hear of it doing 
well, as its success would undoubtedly 
be a strong encouragement to adopt the 
Australian plan of granting assisted 
passages to all desirable classes of laborers 
and artisans. —News.

Official rascality is being laid bare at 
New York, Chicago, Washington, and 
Albany, and the American papers teem 
with the accounts of frauds perpetrated 
by officers, contractors and others. The 
examination into the New York custom 
house recalls a system of peculation 
caried on in all departments and by all 
grades of officers in that institution. At 
Albany the clerk of the Assembly has 
been detected taking a commission of 
twenty per cent on the printer’s bills, 
and the members of the House before 
passing bills so heavily taxed, demanded 
through the lobby their slice of the 
pudding in the shape of $20,000 to be 
distributed amongst them. The corrup- 
tion of the New York State legislature 
has long been notorious, but these new 
developments has created a great sense- 
tion. The only hope of cure for the

A West rn editor lately returned, a 
tailor’s bill with the endorsement, “Your

V)
An old gentleman of great experience 

says he is never satisfied" that a lady 
understands a kiss unless he has it from

partly falling in two or three heavy curls 
over the glistening shoulders. It flick- 
cred on the green ivy wreath, it just 
kissed the little white gloves and jeweled 
fan lying oh the nearest seat, and then 
it played round the girlish form, leaving 
the rest of the quaint old room in a dim, red twilight, as if nothing but she was 
worthy to be enlightened by the ruddy 
blaze. Charles stood for a moment 
drinking in the scene with quiet delight, 
wondering too, for one second, with 
anything but delight, whether perchance 
she knew of that arrangement with Frank 
Wharton — whether she was thinking of 
him; and then he pushed the door open 
and entered. So lost was she in thought 
that the quiet footfall never roused her, 
and she started violently when Charles 
spoke.

“Miss Wharton, your brother has sent 
me to see if your head is well enough to 
permit your coming up stairs." He spoke 
coolly and easily so as not to confuse 
her; but Lucy’s cheeks were, suffused 
in an instant with the very deepest 
crimson. She actually looked round for 
a moment, as if for some chance of escape, 
and then, recollecting herself, picked up 
her gloves and said nervously ;

"Oh! thank you. Jt was very wrong 
of Charley to trouble you. I am quite 
well—much better. I mean—I’ll go 
directly—I—I think I hear him coming 
for me—please don’t wait."

She was stretching out her hand for 
her fan, when Charles frustrated her by 
taking it himself, and offering her his 
other hand instead.

"Cousin Luey,” said he, dropping his 
formal tone, “are you really so awfully 
angry that you won’t shake hands or 
speak to me—even to say a ‘merry 
Christmas,’ or bid me good-by ?"

“Good by,” repeated Lucy. Was 
she only echoing his words, or actually 
bidding him a cool farewell? Charles 
could not deign to fancy the latter for a

9 her own mouth.
except when ill, and I can then see him 
at his house. I do wish they’d make a 
law to prohibit the use of fire-arms. I 

wonder hocamible mon cun trifle oxey 
their time after ducks! Why, I can 
buy them for a shilling.” Jones had 
surmised correctly. Old Code had 
whispered that the young ducks were 
strong on wing, and that a good time 
had come. Long before the peep of day, 
the two had sneaked unseen out of 
town; and the dark of night will cover 
their return. The moon is sailing in 
the West, and darkness gathers before 
the dawning, the still bay is disturbed 
by two objects; go closer and you will 
see two log-canoes, and in front, over the 
stretchers, point the open-mouthed irons 
—on the nipples shine the copper caps. 
Behind are two forms with hasty strokes 
plying their paddies with a will, and in 
Indian style—no splashing—no rapping 
—no constant changing of hands, but a 
long, smooth sweep, with the proper 
curve, and on they dart, straight as a 
Ine. Are the fugitives flying the law? 
Yes, the law of a selfish and ill-governed 
society, that winks at the silent secret 
vices so that the desk is stuck by, and 
money coined no matter how—a law that 
pronounces such men fair, yet brands the 
sportsman as little better than a vagrant 
—better to be seen with a bottle stick- 
ing out of your pocket than a gun or 
rod under your arm. But what care 
our party, the air is bracing and their

Horne-Tooke, when asked by George 
III. why he never played at cards, re- plied.0X cannot tell a king from • 

Why are washerwomen the greatest 
navigators in the world ?—Because they 
are always crossing the line and running 
from pole to pole.

A human footprint fifteen inches long 
has been found in a slate quarry near 
Seneca, Kansas. . The pre-Adamite man 
wore large boots.

"Those who buy tombstones of us 
look with pride and satisfaction upon 
the graves of their friends” is the adver- 
tisement of an Eastern stone-cutter.

Judge Jeffries, pointing with his cane 
to a prisoner before him, observed, 
"There is a great rogue at the end of 
this stick.” The man replied, "At which 
end, my lord ?"

A young lady at Fond du Lac was 
married without shoes or stockings the 
other day, in accordance with an old 
notion that such an act would bring 
good luck.

It is the complaint of the eminent Dr. 
Brown that he toasted Miss Smith 
through the entire season at Saratoga 
without making her Brown.

Somebody once asked Tom Corwin If 
he had heard a certainstory of Lewis 
D. Campbell’s. “Was it about himself 9"

The sou of the beenL cannot------
Iknow it is sudden, but it is not the 

less true for that. I could not conceal 
my feelings and accept your friendship 
on false pretences ; but I will not torment 
you, Lucy, darling. If you really feel 
that you never can like me, that you pre- 
fer Frank Wharton, or-------"

"Why do you name him? I never 
cared for him. Charley, cannot you be- 
lieve me? Oh, there is the dinner bell. 
We shall be missed. Do let us go.”

"Will you go with me, Lucy? May I 
take you now and keep you forever? 
Answer me one word at least. Tell me 
if I ean stay for you or go (for if you 
reject me I can’t stop here) —go now 
and forever.”

But Lucy did not speak. Her eyes 
were bent to the ground, and she ner- 
vously twisted one long fair curl round 
and round her finger. Up stairs the 
drawing room door was heard to open, 
the gay voices of the party floated out 
in the lobby.

“Lucy, darling,” said Charles more 
earnestly still, "I am not pressing you 
for anything now but to try to love me, 
to let me gain your parents’ leave to do 
my best to win you. I do not want to 
bind you to anything. This is all I ask 
and if you can, if you will agree, just 
put your dear little hand on my arm 
and let us go. I shall not even ask a 
word.’

The roses came and went on Lucy’s 
downcast cheek ; her lips moved, but be- 
fore she could utter a word the doo was 
opened and—

"I say, Lucy ! Cousin Lucy 1" cried 
Frank, bursting into the room, “they’re 
all going down to dinner. Let the take 
you? What, Clare, you here too.”

"I have come to make Miss Wharton 
the same offer,” replied Charles, quietly. 
“May I, Lucy ?" and without looking at 
him or speaking, Lucy Wharton laid her 
tiny fingers on her tall lover’s arm and 
turned to the door. Frank Wharton’s 
brow clouded, and with a face expressive 
of mingled anger and mortification, he 
stalked out of the room before them. I 
think he would have been still more dis 
gusted if he had not known or suspected 
that a life’s fate hung on Lucy’s choice 
of an escort 1

Six months afterward they were mar- 
ried, and Charles took his pretty wife 
to the continent. It is six years now 
since then, and Charley’s whiskers more 
scrubbier and his figure less graceful. 
Lucy, too, is a buxom, smiling mother, 
instead of a slender little girl; but even 
now, if you ask her from what occur- 
rence she dates her happy life, she will 
say, looking archly at her husband’s 
proud eyes, and nestling her fair head, 
against his shoulder: "All, every bit, 
from a trifling mistake made in a rail- 
way carriage, one snowy Christmas, six 
years ago.”

killed thereupon demanded that condign 
punishment should be inflicted upon the 
accused.

The Cadi meditated a few moments, 
and finally said :

"It shall be so."
Then to the slater he continued,—
"Thou shalt stand’in the street where 

the father of this man stood when thou 
dids’t fall upon him."-

And to the accuser he added,—
“And thou shalt, if it so please thee, 

go upon the roof, and fall upon the cul- 
prit, even as he did fall upon thy father. 
Allah is great !"

THE LOOSHAI EXPEDITION.—Excep- 
tion is taken in some quarters against 
the conduct of the Looshai expedition 
by Lord Napier. It is said, indeed, 
that the hill tribes, known as Looshais, 
had to be coerced, because they had de- 
scended upon our tea growing territories, 
had destroyed much property, and had 
cut off the heads of many quiet people, 
with which they made off. These little 
eccentricities had to be repressed; but 
the method of repressing is condemned. 
Hitherto the British power in India has 
been maintained, in military point of 
view, by audacity and energy, a very 
small number of men being opposed to 
large armies, rarely at the rate of one to 
ten of the enemy. Now, everything is 
organized, 80 that nothing is wished ex- 
cept money. Napier sends against a 
tribe who could not put 1,000 men into 
the field, a force as great as that with 
which Wellington won Assaye, leaving 
12,000 enemies dead on the field. Five 
hundred picked men, would, it is said, 
have compelled the chiefs of these tribes 
to submit. The consequence will be to 
make the British rule so burdensome, 
that the quiet people who are ruled will 
think the Government plunderers. The 
worst of it is, that this completeness of 
military efficiency does not prevent 
other wars; for Indian wars and insur- 
rections break out without any regard 
to the chances of success, or they would 
not break out at all, their repression be- 
ing certain.

TREASURE SEEKING.—There are

tishly. "I don’t care 
more does he for me.

a pin for him ; no
than any 
beg your

more
other cousin. Mr. Clare I
pardon if I have offended you. I did 
not mean to do so."

"Did you really think I was invulner- 
able to your coldness, your avoidance? 
Are your smiles quite valueless in your 
own eyes. Miss Lucy ?" said Charles, 
relaxing sufficiently to turn round.

"Of course they are," replied Luey, 
smiling. "I never thought you would 
notice my absence at all."

"Oh, Lucy! you could never think 
that. else why absent yourself?"

"Because I was foolish, ashamed; I 
could not bear to see you after my—my 
blunders,” she answered frankly.

“Then Lucy, you shall not be ashamed 
—you shall not see me any more ; I have 
told you so already. But now that I

inquired Mr. Corwin. “No, I believe 
not." "Well, then, I never heard it,” 
said Mr. Corwin, gravely.

"Boys,” said a school teacher the 
day, “what is the meaning of all that 
noise in school?" "It is Bill Smith, sir, 
who is imitating a locomotive.” «Come

spirits good i the frowns of the hirelings 
are behind them in the darkening West,
and the black duck quacks as they near 
him in the rosy streaked East, whirr! 
What’s that? An early bird—forsooth, 
a worm catcher for a verity. Now see 
the paddles play, now hear the water 
hiss, for the birds are astir. The rice 
is gained, the Doctor is ‘ost in a bunch 
of bulrushes ; while a cl on p of flags hide 
the Lawyer up the bend. Why did 
they disappear so quickly ? Are they 
hiding from the fancied gaze of Jones? 
It was the rush of wings—it was the sight 
of objects, dark but fair ; see the flock

up here, William," said the teacher : "if 
you are turned into a locomotive, it is 
high time you were switched off."

A young lady in Rochester has sued a 
photographer for $5,000 damages, be- 
cause he displayed one of her photographs 
before his gallery with the following in- 
scription : "One half dozen photographs 
ordered by this very stylish young lady, 
and payment therefor respectfully asked 
and insultingly refused.”

Two mothers were boasting of the 
achievements of their respective “only” 
children. Said one. “My son blew out 
the candle when he was only seven 
months old !"—"Ah," replied the other, 
“the boy who blows out the candle at 
seven months will never set the world on 
fire.”

Pope, dining once with Frederick 
Prince of Wales, paid the Prince many 
compliments—"I wonder. Pope,” said 
the Prince, “that you, who are so severe 
on kings, should be complaisant to me.” 
"It is," said the wily bard, “because 
you’re like the lion before his claws are 
grown.”..

Dr. Guthrie, in a recent address, told 
a very suggestive story to this effect! 
"A friend of his, questioningua -little 
boy, said, “when your father and mother 
forsake you, Johnny, do you know who 
will take you up?” "Yes, sir,” "And 
who?" said the friend. “The police,” 
was Johnny’s answer."

Marriage between kindred in Russia, 
however distant, even unto so-called 
“forty-second cousins,” is against the 
law, and considered by all Russians as 
an abomination. Neither may a young 
person marry a god-parent, the latter 
coming, under the head of “spiritual 
relations.

A Kansas judge was recently prelu- 
ding a sentence of death with a most 
pathetic review of the criminal’s life, 
which he was holding up as a warning to 
all evil-disposed persons, when he was 
astounded and silenced by the prisoner 
cooly interrupting : "Never mind the 
obituary, judge, just give us the day 
for the funeral.” ° 3

A school teacher in Omaha, having 
an inordinate dread of the small-pox, 
sent home a little girl because she said 
her mother was sick and had marks on 
her face. The next day the girl pre- 
sented herself at the school house, with 
her fingers in her mouth, and her little 
bonnet swinging by the strings, and said 
to the teacher, “Miss—, we’ve got a 
leetle baby at our house; but mother

moment.
"Yes, good-by,” he repeated pathetic- 

ally, “since you cannot forgive me, and I 
am so terrible to you that you are 
obliged to sit alone to escape me. I 
have told Mrs. Wharton so, and she quite, you forget all this, 
agrees with me that it is the best thing T 
can do. So good by. Cousin Luey, and 
a happy Christmas to you.” Saying 
which last words in a deep, melancholy 
tone, Charles held out his hand again.

know you bear me no ill-will, we shall 
part friends, shall we not ?”

"No, please don’t talk so. I was very 
silly, but I don’t want you to go. Can’t

and stay ?"
is it sweeps towards the hidden foe ; are 
they going to let them pass ? Fear not 
—bang ! bang ! bang! bang ! five down 
in all ; but see three making off, and 
they loading, foolish men, why don’t 
they out and catch them Fear not, 
reader, they know their work better; 
bang! bang! bang ! hurrah ! All five 
bagged, and black ones too. Now comes 
a lull of deep suspense. Reader do you 
know how slowly passed the minutes as 
you waited for your lady love at the 
trysting tree, after the appointed hour. 
If so, turn such minutes into seconds, 
and you can measure the tread of old 
Time as he passed our ambushed friends. 
Mark ! comes up from the bushes, down 
pops a head beneath the flags, but it is 
a false alarm, caused by yon lazy crow 
over the distant wood. Mark again ! no 
crow this time, but wood-drake, like the 
wind: Bang! "Hit," shouts the Doc., 
tor; and lessening gradually his speed, 
lights near the flags. Why doesn’t the 1 
Lawyer fire ? Because he sees by the 
pushing forward and drawing back of 
the head that blood is in the throat, and 
life is on the ebb. Halloa! the Doctor 
again, bang ! bang ! one with each barrel, 
bundled like rags, “number those in your 
bag, they are safe, and well it was done. 
Doctor,” shouts the flags. In truth, it 
is a goodly sight to see. Bat let us 
leave these two to finish their day’s 
sport, feeling assured they will improve 
the occasion, and that night will find 
them with a well-filled bag, good appetites 
and strength renewed—the better fitted 
to bear the burden of the toilsome day 
to come. And who knows but in after 
years, their firesides may be brightened 
by the shots they fired that day?

From a newspaper I copy the follow- 
ing obituary notice :

“Died, at his residence, John Joncs, 
aged 40 ; of disease produced by con-, 
finement to business. It was the 
opinion of his physicians, that had he 
taken more outdoor exercise, and re- 
lieved his mind occasionally from busi- 
ness, be would have lived to a good old 
age. We hope this will be a lesson to 
some of our business men, and that they 
will act accordingly.”

"I certainly cannot forget it, nor can
I stay if you will run away from me.

"I will not do so any more," said poor 
Lucy, quite subdued and penitent.

"And we will be good friends as cou- 
sins should be.with an air which spoke volumes of 

magnanimous self sacrifice. Lucy, 
if not quite fool enough to believe that 
he was about to leave immediately, 
felt nevertheless that she had behaved 
rudely, and changed from a rose into a 
peony.,

"Oh, Mr. Clare, I’m not angry," she 
said, instinctively putting out her fingers 
too meet those still outstretched ; “at 
least, not with you."

"You are certainly not angry with any 
one else. You don’t run away from any 
one else,” replied Charles, retaining his 
hold of the soft little hand, but still 
speaking in the same tragic tones.
."I can’t run away from myself, and I 
am angry with no one else," pleaded 
Lucy. “It was all my fault; but indeed 
I thought you were Charley." -

"So I am ‘Charley,’ and you were 
not in fault at all. 4

, "Oh ‘ but I mean my brother," she 
said quickly. "You must—oh ! surely 
you most have seen I was under a mis- 
take, or I should never have treated you 
as a brother."

“And pray why shouldn’t you,” spoke 
Mr. Charles boldly. "I heartily wish I 
was your brother if it would afford you a 
moment’s pleasure. At any rate I am 
your cousin, and if you will only eall 
me ‘Charley’ again (as cousins should,) 
I’ll tell you all you want to know about 
my travels and Malta—though by the 
way I was only a few hours in that 
island of bliss. , I’ll even flatten my nose 
into a pug and —"

"Oh, please don’t", cried Lucy, try- 
ing to pull away her hands to cover her 
face.:

“And bay a flaxen wig,” continued 
the anpitying Charles. “That was what 
you liked, wasn’t it? Oh, yes, and I’ll 
dye my whiskers. Look here, Luey, the 
beard is all gone, every hair shaved off 
at your command. Does not that sacri- 
fice merit a smile ?" The piteous tone, 
the air with which he took hold of one

«Yes."
“And you will let me call you Lucy? 

Frank does.”
"Yes."
“And call me Charley ?"
"Oh ! Mr. Clare !"
“Why not? I am Charley, even if I 

have not a pugnose and flax------- "
"Oh! don’t, please ; how unkind you 

are !"
"I won’t if you will call me Charley."
“Very well; I will. You are very

some treasure seekers in the Bay of 
Cumana, who are trying to raise the 
treasure which sank many years ago in 
a Spanish frigate. A number of milled 
dollars have been already raised. Among 
the more interesting finds are portions 
of watches—the works apparently of 
steel ; a clay pipe, tumbler, buttons, &c., 
with pieces of the “red wood" of which 
the ship was built, as sound as it ever 
was. The vessel had been blown up, 
and the explosion had scattered millions 
of loose coins over an area of an acre of 
the ocean bottom. The stern post with 
a large part of the keel attached, with 
silver dollars embedded in the wood, was 
found at a distance of two hundred feet 
from the wreck: and cannon weighing 
six tons had been cast to a distance of 
three hundred feet, and were so em- 
bedded in the coral rock that only a few 
feet of the muzzles were visible. The 
persons who have had charge of the 
operations are convinced that there is a 
large treasure in coin around the wreck, 
but that it can be got only by dredging, 
and they are preparing apparatus for 
that purpose.

"Who," says the Saturday Review, 
“can enjoy a chat with a man who always 
talks of women as females, and of a man 
as an individual; with whom things are 
never like, but similar; who never begins 
a thing, but always commences it; who 
does not choose, but elects; who does 
not help, but facilitates; who does not 
supply, but caters ; nor buy, but always 
purchases; who calls a beggar a mendi- 
cant; with whom a servant is always a 
domestic, where he is not a menial; who 
does not say anything, but states it; and 
does not end, but terminates it; who 
calls a’house a residence, in which he 
does not live, but resides; with whom 
place is a locality, and things do not 
happen, but transpire.”

------------• •-=--------- .—
An Ruglish writer of a hundred years 

ago thus speaks of the status of the 
potato : 1 This root increases prodigious 
ly, and is very proper for feeding and 
fattening cattle. They are boiled in 
water, and require but little boiling, 
though they may have been kept two 
months in the store. Cattle eat them

depravity which seem to pervade Ameri- 
can official life lies in the energy with 
which these pecadilloes are being found 
out and exposed. Where so much rot- 
teness is laid bare, and so strong a proof 
afforded of the necessity for improve- 
ment in official morality, it should not 
be beyond the ingenuity and practical 
character of the American people te 
apply a remedy to so glaring a defect in 
their practical system.—News.

It was a shrewd thing on the part of 
the Mormons to give all women the right 
of suffrage. At the recent municipal 
election the Mormons carried all before 
them through the aid of the women. The 
Elders of the Church, the Twelve Apos- 
ties, the dignitaries fat with tithings, 
and the sincere believers in the dispen- 
sation of many wives, came to the polls 
followed by patriarchial households, each 
wife enforcing her husband’s opinion 
with a ballot, and each daughter duti- 
fully walking in the same path. No 
wonder that the Gentiles went home in 
disgust; for the political value of poly- 
gamy was triumphantly demonstrated. 
Woman, who vainly asks for the ballot 
in more law-abiding communities, proved 
herself able to use it with the greatest 
effect in the polygamous city of Salt 
Lake. _____ ______________

Have the courage to discharge a debt 
while you have the money in your 
pocket. Have the courage to do without 
that which you do not need, however 
much your eyes may covet it. Have 
the courage to speak your mind when it 
is necessary you should do so, and to 
hold your tongue when it is prudent 
you should do so. Have the courage to 
make a will and a just one. Have the 
courage to show that you respect honesty 
in whatever guise it appears; and your 
contempt for dishonest duplicity, by 
whomsoever exhibited. Have the cour- 
age to wear your old clothes until you 
can pay for new ones. Have the courage

99exigeant.
"I think I am extremely moderate. 

Don’t you call Frank by his Christian 
name? But perhaps he is a special 
favorite."

"He is not; do be quiet."
“I will obey you implicitly. There 

are one or two other things I should like 
to mention; but you have promised them 
already, so I need only remind you 
of them while I am taking you down to 
dinner."

“No, you musn’t take me down. 
Every one knows what a goose I have 
been, and they will all laugh at me."

1 “1 should like to see any one laugh at 

you when I am present," cried Charles, 
half fiercely, half tenderly. "Don’t you 
think I am big enough to take care of 
you, Luey? But we need not be in a 
hurry. The dinner bell has not rung yet. 
Stop a moment.”

"Oh, but—"
“No ‘buts’ " said Charles, laughing 

and taking her hand. "Do as I tell 
you, like a good, obliging little girl, and 
sit down in that arm chair again, while 1 
remind you of those little debts you owe 
me.” 9

"What debts?”
"I will tell you ; but first please settle 

who is going to take you in to dinner. 
Your brother told me he was going to 
send Frank Wharton for you. Was it 
by your wish ? or if you really prefer his 
escort”

"I don’t prefer it; and after what you 
have said I would not go with him, 
though I don’t believe you.”

"It is true, nevertheless, and his 
father was chaffing him awfully about it 
at table yesterday.”

"I wish yesterday were blotted out of 
the calendar.”

"I wish no such thing. Yesterday 
will shine like a bright star through all 
my life, and those two promises of yours 
like fixed planets in my memory.”

“What do you mean ? I made no

ISABELLA AMORY: 
SPOILING THE ELODUNCE-

"The Round Table,” in one of a series 
of reminiscences of Washington Irving, 
tells the following capital story. We 
have seen something like it before, but 
nothing so well done. It is hard to 
imagine how the eloquent and flute-voiced 
Mr. Williams felt when he saw his 
“pathetics” so ludicrously murdered: 

21 The case, if remembered rightly, was 
in act of murder. Mr. Williams, of 
course on the ground of his power over 
the jury, was for the defence. His 
peroration was exceedingly touching and 
beautiful.

“Gentlemen of the jury” le said, ‘if 
you can find this unhappy prisoner at 
the bar guilty of the crime with which 
he in charged, after the adverse and 
irrefragable arguments which I have laid 
before you, pronounce your fatal verdict. 
Send him to lie in chains upon his 
dungeon floor, waiting the death he is 
to receive at your hands; then go to 
the bosom of your families—go lay your 
head upon your pillows—and sleep if 
you can !"

The effect of these closing words of 
the great orator was at first thrilling, 
but by-and-by the pettifogger, who had 
volunteered to follow the prosecuting 
attorney, arose and said:

"Gentlemen of the jury: 1 should 
despair, after the weeping speech which 
has been made to you by Mr. Williams, 
of saying anything to do away with its 
eloquence. I never heard Mr. Williams 
speak that piece of his’n better than 
what he spoke it jest now. Onct I 
heard him speak it in a case of stealing 
down in Schaghticake ; then he spoke it

A TRIFLING MISTAKE.
(CONCLUDED.)4

Much later io the day—in fact, about 
half an hour before dinner, which on 
this day was announced punctually at 
seven—Mr. Charles Clare might have 
have been seen descending the grand 
staircase to the library. He was in full 
evening dress, irreproachably got up from 
top to toe ; and when, five minutes be- 
fore, he had abruptly deserted the merry 
party in the drawing room, more than 
one pretty face had clouded perceptibly. 
But the recreant had an object in view- 
which object, by the way. may be gath- 
ered from a short conversation into which 
he had seduced the innocent captain ten 
minutes previously.

“Wharton,” said he severely "where 
is your sister, that I don’t see her with 
my other cousins?"4

“Why the fact is, she’s got a head- 
ache. Fancy a headache on Christmas

Yours, till broken, TWIG.

The wife of Stephen Small, of Eldora, 
Iowa, presented him with twenty-one 
pounds of boy babies last week. There 
were three of them, and all are doing 
well. The father is sixty-two years old; 
“and yet he is not happy !"

An editor says his attention was first 
drawn to matrimony “by the skilful 
manner in which a pretty girl handled a 
broom,” whereat a brother editor says 
the way in’ which his wife handles a 
broom is not so very pleasant.

The News says that they ‘cleaned 
house’ at the domicile of the editor of 
the Litchfield Enquirer last week. The 
editor was called home and entrusted 
with the artistic operation of painting 
the kitchen chairs. He finished one of 
them and sat down on it to paint the 
others. They had to build a fire under 
the chair to thaw him off. It ruined 
the chair, but ho has had a bay window

goorl as new.

told me to tell you that it isn’t catchin.” 
The teacher told her pupil to take her 
seat.

A Baltimore lady who had been 
greatly annoyed by mischievous urchins 
who rang her door-bell and then made 
off, made a bad mistake one afternoon 
recently. She lay in wait for him, and 
soon came a step on the porch, and a 
vigorous lerk on the bell. She cried 
out, “I see you, you little rascal,” caught 
the unresisting figure by the coat collar, 
and shook him vigorously. When her 
strength was nearly exhausted, and 
hoarse with excitement, she discovered 
to her horror that it was the diminutive 
minister of her church, very red in the 
face, and very short for breath. An 
explanation followed. *

A Detroit saddler owns a monkey 
which usually sits on the counter. A 
countryman came in one day, while the 
proprietor was in the back room, and 
seeing a saddle that suited him, asked 
the price. Monkey said nothing. Cus- 
tomer said, "I’ll give twenty dollars for 
it,’ laying down the money, which mon- 
key shoved into the drawer. The man 
then took the saddle, but monkey 
mounted him, tore his hair, scratched 
his face, and made the frightened rustic 
re Patr 

was. “Fuss!” said the, customer, “I 
bought a saddle of your son, sitting 
there, and when. I went to take it," he 
would not let me have it.”i. The saddler 
apologized for the monkey, but denied 
the relationship.

brown whisker and pulled it, provoked a 
sudden dimpling in Lucy’s cheek —a 
weakness of which Charles immediate- 
ly took advantage to back her gently 
into a large arm chair which stood behind 
her.

"Look here. Cousin Luey," said he, 
standing in front of her, "don’t you 
thin’s you may be satisfied with making 
me miserable for a whole day and night 
just because you made me happy for half 
an hour? Did I do anything very 
dreadful during that time?

“What did you call me ‘Sissy’ for ?" 
demanded Luey abruptly.

"Because I took you for a female rela- 
tive of mine, whom I won’t name, as she 
isn’t worthy to untie your shoe. There, 
that is the whole head and front of my 
offending. Are you going to eut me 
for it?”

Luey made no reply.
“Well, well,” said Charles, "Frank 

Wharton is waiting to take you down to 
dinner, and, as I shall not wait to spoil 
your Christmas dinner with my presence, 
allow me to apologize now for having 
forced myself into your society, and to 
wish you a very good evening."

"No,” said Lucy, blushing very much, 
but with a mirthful twinkle in her blue

day! Ha! ha! ha! I told her it was 
very improper; but she laid it on that 
long sermon the old parson gave us, and 
she’s stopping io the library, where it’s 
quieter than here, till dinner is announced 
I’ve promised to send Frank then to take 
her down.”.

"Never mind Frank ; he’s busy fli-ting 
with that black-eyed Mrs. Latham; “I’ll 
go,” said Charles.

“But Frank wished—"
“My dear fellow, he must take a matron 

by right. Oh ! by the way, where do 
you get those magnetic brushes I saw 
you using to day ? They are far superior 
to anything I have.”

“My brushes,” said the pleased young 
officer ; “Oh, I got them made at Wig- 
gles & Baggles’s, in Oxford Street, you 
kurow; but they are a dodge of my own; 
I them the directions for making 
them.”

“Indeed ! Well, I fancied there was 
something quite novel about them. What 
a clever fellow you are! I must get you 
to order me a pair. And oh! didn’t you

beirto obey your Maker at 
ridiculed by men.

A curious conclusion larriage inraw, but for the table they are whole- 
some boiled. I earnestly recommend 
the culture of this plant to husbandmen, 
as it is not only excellent food for cattle, 
but good for man in years of scarcity. 
After a little use, the taste becomes at 
least as agreeable as turnips, and partio- 
ularly if the potatoes are boiled with 
bacon and salt pork."

Wendell Phillips says: "f shall not 
state a paradox wholly new when I affirm 
that, so far as we have tried the system 
of universal suffrage in governing great 
cities, it has proved a failure. We dare 
not weigh New York with London. In 
the face of the toryism and the despotism 
of Europe, we dare not write New York 
and New Orleans besides Paris and 
Berlin. You may load your fingers with 
diamonds, and fill your pockets with 
gold, and cover your neck with pearls, 
and walk up and down the strand at 
midnight, and be certain to come home

Caithness-shire is related. The bride, 
who refused to be married, was prevailed 
upon to go through the ceremony, for 
which bridegroom and all were anxiously

promises."
"Oh, Lucy, how true it is. 

Woman’s vows are writ on water. 
Woman’s faith is built on sand.

waiting. When the ceremony had been 
completed, and the ring put on her tin- 
ger, the lady threw it away in disgust. Eventually the bridegroom and bride 
left in a post chaise on their way to their 
Highland home, but only soon to part 
company. Somewhere to the south of 
Helmsdale the newly-wedded wife made 
her escape, and reached her father’s 
house on Sabbath morning. The event 
has caused an intense exci 
district, and the 
for the onfort

again in a case of rape to Asopus; and 
the last time I heard it, before jest now. 
was when them niggers was tried and
convicted, too, they was—for robbing 
farmer Van Pet’s hen house over beyond 
Kingston. But I never know’d him 
to speak it so effectin’ as he did jest now.” 

This was a poser. The jury looked 
at one another, and whispered together ; 
and our pettifogger saw at once that he 
had got them; he stopped at once, clos- 
ing with the single remark:

“If you can’t see, gentlemen of the 
jury, that this one speech don’t answer 
in all cases, then there’s no us’t of my 
saying anything more!”

And there wasn’t; he had made his 
ease, and they awarded him the verdiet.

Did you not promise me a look of hair, 
a whole curl, to be cut off wherever I 
liked?”

“Nonsense, Charles ! you know that I 
was-—”

“Hush one moment. Did you not also 
promise to travel with me in foreign 
countries?"

"Cousin Charles, you forget yourself,” 
eried Lucy, her eyes flashing, her face 
crimson as she rose from her chair.

“Dear Luey,” said Charles, soothing-
4 young woman, who was thinking of 

getting married, went to her minister to ask his advice about so important a 
step. She told him she had an offer of 
mar inge and she wanted his advice. 
Minister said he did not know what to

say you couldn’t enjoy the mildest eigar 
in your room, because you were so near 
some of the girls? Why not come and 
enjoy your weed with me, when you 
want it? I’m away at the other end of 
the house, and there are some prime 
rte = 

Prapore minuses if Let that the 

Gratgong? Perhaps Miss Leer’s

If you have the toothache, throw the 
shmire about the room, boock your head 

the housemaid, declare that you have’ta

_____ -_A*- 
“What substitute can there for. timer what they ought to had make ba 
the endearments of one’s sister?” ex—|n nuisance of youreelf generally, ishas 
claimed Maria. “The endearments of a soothing effect upon the nerves and 
come other fellow’ssister,” replied John. "induces sleep

ly, “don’t look at me in that way. In- deed you did say so.”
“You know, sir, that I thought you 

were my brother.”
“But I did not know that then, and

eyes, “I shall not allow you to talk any 
more nonsense. Mr. Clare why are you 
so ridiculous? You know you are not ----------- ---------- - -- ------- a —-going away at all.” foneiI did not take you for my sister when I

“After the way in which you have 
treated me. Miss Wharton,” said Charles

ssore----No USE.-A wife who had been 
turing her husband for coming home in- 
toxiested, became incensed at his indif- 
ference and exclaimed, "0, that I could 
wring tearr of anguish from For 97. 

did 1. L-Pasts te house, old lady tolebd dae weel; let them dae better that 
b-h-bere for water here.” like” ...

say to her, but he should remind her of 
what the Apostle Paul said upon that

answered you. Nay, I would not have 
you for a sister now, not to win back all 
your winning smiles and words. I want 
you to be something else, Lucy, some-- 

that it is not pleasant to be thing nearer and dearer.”

but they that did not marry did better.” 
“Weel, weel, she said, “I’ll sodhamedryly. “I don’t wonder at your even 

aiffecting to doubt my. word. Prey 
I’ll go and feteh her." And "believe me.

/
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